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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ING Edward IV. | = 
* n of Wales, afterwards 9 5% % Ed- 
Richard, Duke of York. ward IV. 
George, Duke of Clarence, Brother ta Edward IV. 
Richard, Duke of Glouceſter, Brother to Edward IV. af: 
terwards King Richard III. | | 
Cardinal, Archbiſhop of York. 
Due of Buckingham. 
Duke of Norfolk. | 
Earl of Derby. *. 
Earl ꝙ Surrey. 2 
Marguiſs of Dorſet, Sas to Queen Elizabeth. 
Earl Rivers, Brother to the Been: 
Lord Gray, Son to Queen Elizabeth. 
Earl of Richmond, afterwards King Henry VII. . 
Biſhop of Ely. | 
Sir Thomas Vaughan, 
Lord Haſtings. 
Sir Richard Rate liff 
Lord Lovel, | Friends to the Duke of Glouceſter, 
Cateſby, | ; 2 
Sir James Tyrrel, 4 Villain. | 
C Lord Steward of King Edwards 
Thomas Lord Sante, 3 IV's Houſhold, afterwards 


Earl of Derby. 
Earl of Oxford, 8 4 4 


Blunt, 

Herbert, 

Sir Wm. Brandon, 

Brakenbury, Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Two Children of the Duke of Clarence. 

Lord Mayor. 

Queen of Edward IV, 

Queen Margaret, Widew of Henry VI. 

Anne, Widow of Edward Prince F4 Wales, Son to Henry 
VI. afterwards _ ts the Duke of Glouceſter. 

Dutcheſs of York, Mother to Edward IV, Clarence, and 
Rickard III. 3 

, Sherriff,, Purſuivant, Citizens, Ghoſts. of thoſs murder'd 
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ACTI. SCENE, the Court, 


Enter Richard Duke of Glo'ſter, ſolus. 


OW is the Winter of our Diſcontent 

Made glorious Summer by this Sun 
n | 

And all the Clouds that lower'd upou 
our Houſe, | 

In me deep Boſom of the Ocean bu- 

\- MA: r * . 

Now are our Brows bound with ViRorious Wreatks, 

Our bruiſed Arms hung up for Monuments ; 

Our ſtern Alarums chang'd to merry Mettings ; 

Our dreadful Marches to delightful Meaſures. | 

Grim-viſag'd War hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled Front; 

And now inſtead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 

To fright the Souls of fearful Adverſaries, 

He capers nimbly in a ar Champer, - 5 

5 2 1 
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Jo the laſcivious pleaſing of a Lute. 
But I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive Tricks, 
Nor made to court an am'rous Looking- glaſs: 
1, that am rudely ſtampt, and want Love's Majeſty, 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph : 
I, that am curtail'd of this fair Proportion, 
Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, 
Deſorm'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing W orld, ſcarce half made up, 
And that ſo lamely, and unfaſhionably, 
That Dogs bark at me, as I halt by them : 
Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) 
. Have.no delight to paſs away the time, 
Unleſs to ſpy my Shadow in the Sun, 
And deſcant on mine own Deformity. 
And therefore, ſince I cannot prove a Lover, 
To entertain theſe fair well-ſpoken Days, 
I am determin'd to prove a Villain, 
And hate the idle Pleaſures of theſe Days. 
Plots have I laid, Inductions dangerous, 
By drunken Propheſies, Libels, and Dreams, 
To ſet my Brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate, the one againſt the other: 
Aud if King Edward be as True and [uſt, 
As J am Subtle, Falſe, and Treacherous,. 
This Day ſhould Cl/arexce cloſely be meu d up, 
About a Propheſy, which ſays that G 
Of Edward's Heirs the Murtkerer Cui be. 
Dive Thoughts down to my Soul]! here Clarence comes. 
Enter Clarence guarded, and Blukcubury. 
Brother, good Day; what means this armed Guard 
That waits upon your Grace? 
Clar. His Majeſty, tendring my Perſon's ſafety; 
Hath appointed this Conduct to convey me to th* Tower: 
Gh. Upon what Cauſe ? 
Clar. Becauſe my Name is George. 
Gb. Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of yours: 
He ſhould for that commit your Godfathers, 
Belike, his Majeſty hath ſome intent, 
That you ſhould be new Chriſtned in the Tower, 
But what's the Matter, Clarence, may I know ? 
Clar, Yea, Richard, when I know ; for I proteſt 


As 
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As yet I do not; but as I can learn, 5 
He hearkens after Propheſies and Dreams, 
And from the Croſs-row plucks the Letter G 
And, fays a Wizard told him, that by G, 
His Iſſue difinherited ſhould be. 
And for my Name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his Thought that I am he. 
Theſe, as I learn, and ſuch like toys as theſe, 
Have mov'd his Highneſsto commit me now | 
Gh. Why this it is, when Men are rul'd by Women, 
Tis not the King that ſends you to the Tober: 
My Lady Gray Ris Wife, Clarence, tis ſhe, 
That tempts him to this harſh Extremity. 
Was it not ſhe, and that good Man of Worſhip, 
Aathony Wwadwvil, her Brother there, 
That made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the Tower ? 
From whence this Day he is delivered. 
Me are not ſafe ; Clarence, we are not ſafe. 
-. © Clay. By Heaven, I think, there is no Man ſecure 
But the Queen's Kindred, and Night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge between the King and Miſtreſs Shore, 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his delivery? 
61e. Humbly complaining to her Deity, 
Got my Lord Chamberlain his Liberty. 
T'll tell you what, I think it is our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To be her Men, and wear her Li ; 
The jeatous o'erworn Widow, and herſelf, 
Since that our Brother dub'd them Gertlewomen, - - 
Are mighty Goſſips in this Monarchy, 
Prak. ] beg your Gr.ces both to pardon me, 
His Majeſty hath ftraitly given in charge, 
That no Man ſhall have private Conference, 
Of what degree ſoever, with) rother. 
Gh. Ev'n ſo, an'c pleaſe your;worthip, Br alenbury, 
You may partake of ah thing we'fay.: 
We ſpeak no Treaſon, — WeJay the King 
Ts wile and virtuous, and his nahe Qu 
Will firook in Years, fair, and not talous. ———— 
We fay, that Shore's Wife hath a pretty Foot, 
A cherry Lip, a pafling pleaſing "Tongue : 
A 3 That 


While Kites Buzzards prey at Liberty. 37 
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That the Queen's Kindred are made Gentle-folk. 
How fay you, Sir ? can you deny all this ? 
Brak. With this, my Lord, my ſelf have nought to do. 


Cb. What, Fellow; nought to do with Miſtreſs Shore? 


I tell you, Sir, he that doth naught with her, 


Excepting one, were beſt to do it ſecretly. 


Brak. What one, my Lord? 


Gh. Her Huſband, Knave—would'ſ thou betray me l. 


Brak. I do beſeech your Grace 
'Fo pardon me, and to forbear 
Your Conference with the Duke. 
Clar. We know thy charge, Bralenbury, and will obey. 
Gh, We are the Queen's Abjects, and muſt obey. 
Prother, farewe}, I will unto the King, 
And whatſoe'er you will employ me in. 
Were it to call King Edward's Widow, Siſter, 
I will perform it to infranchiſe you. 
Mean time, this deep diſgrace of Brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. I know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 


Gh, Well, your Impriſonment ſhall not be long, 


J will deliver you, or elſe lye for you: 
Mean time have patience. 


Clar. I muſt perforce ; farewel. [Ex. Brak. Clar. 


G. Go tread the path that thou ſhalt ne'er return: 
Simp'e plain Clarence — ] do love thee fo, | 
That I will ſhortly ſend thy Soul to Heav'n, 

If Heav'n will take the Prefent at our Hands. 
But who comes here? the new deliver'd Haſtings ? 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 

Haſt. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain: 
Well are you welcome to the open Air. | 
How hath your Lordſhip brook'd Impriſonment 


Haft. With patiencg{woble Lord, as Priſoners muſt : 


But I ſhall live, my Ford, to give them thanks 
That were the cauſ my Impriſonment. 
- Gh. No doubt, no debt, ando ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were Four E are his, | 
And have prevaild ac much on him, as you. 

Heft. More pity, that the Eagles ſhould be mey'd, 


* 
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—1 What News abroad? 

No News fo bad abroad as this at home: 
T 12 is ſickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his 14 fear him mightily. 

Gl». Now, by St Paul, that News is bad indee l. 
O he hath kept an evil Diet long, 1 
And over much conſum'd his Royal Perſon : 

'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where 1s he, im his Bed ? 

Hajt. He is. 

Gh. Go you before, and I will follow you. | 
[Exit Haſtings: 
He cannot live, I hope; and muſt not die, 

Till George be pack'd with poſt-horſe up to Heav'n- 

I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well ſteel'd with weighty arguments; 

And if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live : 

Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 

And leave the World for me to buſtle in. 

For then, I'll marry Maræuichs youngeſt Daughter: 

What though I kill'd her Huſband, and her Father, 

The readieſt way to make the Wench amends, 

Is to become her Huſband and her Father: 

The which will I, not all ſo much for Love, 

As ſor another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 

But yet I run before my Horſe to Market: 

Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward ſtill lives and reigns, 

When they are gone, then muſt I count my Gains. | 
[ Exit. 


SCENE changes to a Street. 


Enter the Coarſe of Henry the $ ixth, with Halberds to 
guard it, Lady Anne being the Mourner. 


Anne. Set down, et down your honourable load, 
If Honour may be ſhrowded in a Herſe, 
Whilſt I a while obſequiouſly lament 
Th' untimely fall of virtuous Leneafer. 
Poor key-cold- ach of a holy King! 
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And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. 
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Pales Aſhes of the Houſe of Lancaſter ; * 
Thou bloodleſs Remnant of that Royal Blood, 

Be it lawful that I invocate thy Ghoſt, 

To hear the Lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy ſlaughter'd Son, 

Stabb'd by the ſelf-ſame hand that made theſe wounds, 


| Lo, in theſe Windows that let forth thy Life, 
I pour the helpleſs Balm of my poor Eyes. 


Curs'd be the hand that made theſe fatal holes 

Curs'd be the Heart, that had the Heart to do it! 
More direful hap betide that hated Wretch; 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, _ 
Than I can wiſh to Adders, Spiders, 'Toads, 

Or any ereeping venom'd thing that lives. 

If ever he have Child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, K 
Whoſe ugly and unnatural Aſpect, | 

May fright the hopeful Mother at the view : 

And that be Heir to his unhappineſs. 

If ever he have Wife, let her be made 

More miſerable by the Death of him, 

Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee, 

Come now towards Chert/ey with your Holy Load, 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there. 2 


And ſtill as you are weary of this weight, 


Reſt you, while I lament King Henry's Coarſe. 
Enter Richard Duke of Glouceſter. 
Gh. Stay you, that bear the Coarſe, and ſet it down. 
Anne. What black Magician conjures up this Fiend, 
To ſtop devoted charitable Deeds ? f 
Gh. Villains, ſet down the Coarſe ; or, by St. Paul, 
I'il make a Coarſe of him that diſobeys. | 
Gen. My Lord, ſtand back, and let the Coffin paſs, 
Gh. Unmanner'd Dog, 
Stand thou When I command: 
Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaſt, 0 
Or, by St. Paul, I'll ſtrike thee to my Foot, 
And ſpurn upon thee, Beggar, for thy boldneſs. 
Anne. What do you tremble? are you all afra id? 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal, 
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Avaunt, thou dreadful Miniſter of Hel! : | 
Thou hadſt but power over his mortal Body, 

His Soul thou canſt not have ; therefore be gone. 
Gh. Sweet Saint, for Charity be not ſo curſt. 
Anne. Foul Devil ! 

For God's ſake hence, trouble us not, 

For thou haſt made the happy Earth thy Hell : 

Fill'd it with curſing Cries, and deep Exclaims, 

If thou delight to view thy heinous Deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen! ſee ! ſee dead Henry's wounds 

Open their congeai'd Mouths, and bleed afreſh. 

Bluſh, bluſh, thou lump of foul Deformity ; 

For *tis thy preſence that exhales this Blood 

From cold and empty Veins, where no Blood dwells. 

Thy Deeds inhuman and unnatural, 

Provoke this Deluge moſt unnatural. 

O God ! which this Blood mad'ſt, revenge his Death: 

O Earth ! which this Blood drink'ſt, revenge his Death, 

Or, Heav'n with Lightning ſtrike the Murth'rer dead, 

Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, _ 

As thou doit ſwallow up this good King's Blood, 

Which his Hell-govern'd Arm hath butchered. 

65. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
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Which renders good for bad, bleflings for curſes. 


Anne. Villain, thou know'ſt nor law of God nor Man; 


No Beaſt ſo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity. 


Gh. But I know none, and therefore am no Beaft. 
Anne, O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth! 
Glo. More wonderful, when Angels are ſo angry: 
Vouchſafe, divine perfection of a Woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to give me leave, 
By circumſtance, but to acquit my ſelf. 
Anne. Vouchſafe diffus'd infection of a Man, 
Of theſe known Evils, but to give me leave, 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy curſed elf. 
Gh. Fairer than Tongue can name thee, let me hare 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe my ſelf. 
Anne Fouler than Heart can think thee, 
Thou canſt make no excuſe currant, 
But to hang thy ſeif. 
Gb. By iuch deſpair, I ſhould accuſe my ſelf, 
Ag | Hans, 
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Ane. And by deſpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excus'd. 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelf ; 
That didft unworthy ſlaughter upon others. 
Gl. Say, that I flew them not. 
Anne. Then {ay they were not ſlain : 
But dead they are, and, deviliſh Slave, by thee. 
G. I did not kill your Huſband. 
Anne. Why then he is alive. 
Gh. Nay, he is dead, and flairi by Edward's Hands. 
Anne. In thy foul Throat thou ly'ſt, 
Queen Margaret faw 
Thy murd'rous Falch ion ſmoaking in his Blood : 
The which thou once didſt bend againſt her Breaſt, 
But that thy Brothers beat aſide the Point. 
- Eh. I was provoked by her ſland'rous Tongue, 
That laid their Guilt. upon my guiltleſs Shoulders. 
Arne. Thou waſt provoked by thy bloody Mind, 
That never dreamt on ought but Butcheries : 
Didft thou not kill this King? 
Gh. I grant ye. 
Anne. Doſt grant me, Hedge-hog? 
Then God grant me too,. 
Thou may*ſt be damned for that wicked Deed : 
© he was gentle, mild,, and virtuous. | 
G/o. The fitter for the King of Heav'n that hath him. 
Anne. He is in Heav'n,. where thou ſhalt never come. 
Glo, Let him thank me that help'd to ſend him thither ; 
For he was fitter for that place than Earth. 
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 
Gh. Yes, one place elſe, if you will hear me name it. 
Anne. Some Dungeon. 
Cb. Your Bed chamber: 
Anno. III. Reſt betide the Chamber where thou lieſt. 
Gh. So will it, Madam, till I lie with you. 
Anne. J hope 1o. | 
Ch. I know fa: But gentle Lady Anne 
To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, 
And fall ſomething into a flower method. 
Is not the Cauſer of the timeleſs Deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenett, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful'as the Executioner ? 
axe. Thou waſt the Cauſe, and moſt accurſt effect. 


Gb. 


Gl. Your Beauty was the Cauſe of that effect: 
Your Beauty that did haunt me in my ſleep, 
To undertake the Death of all the World, 
So I might live one Hour in your ſweet Boſom. 
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, Homicide, 
Theſe Nails ſhould rend that Beauty from my Cheeks. 
Gb. Theſe Eyes could not endure ſweet Beauty's wrack, 
You ſhould not blemiſh it, if ſtood by; 
As all the World is cheered by the Sun, 
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So I by that; it is my Day, my Life. Life, 


Anne. Black Night o'erſhade thy Day, and Death thy 
Gh. Curſe not thy ſelf, fair Creature, 
Thou art both, 
Anue. 1 would I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 
Gh. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 1 
Anne. It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my Huſband. 
Gh. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy Huſband, 
Did it to help thee to a better Huſband. 
Ame. His better doth not breathe upon the Earth. 
Gh. He lives that loves thee better than he could. 
Ame. Name him. 
Gh. Plantagenet. 
Anne. Why, that was he. 
G. The ſelf- ſame Name, but one of better Nature 
Anne. Where is he? 42535 
Gh. Here: [She Spits at him. 
Why doſt thou ſpit at me ? A. 
Anne. Would it were mortal Poiſon for thy fake. 
Gh. Never came Poiſon. from ſo ſweet a Place. 
Anne. Never hung Poifon on a fouler Toad. 
Out of my Sight, thou doſt infect mine Eyes. 
Cb. Thine Eyes, ſweet Lady, have infected mine. 
Anne. Would they were Baſiliſks to firike thee dead. 
GH. I would they were, that I may die at once: 
For now they kill me with a living Death. 
Thoſe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt Tears 2 
Sham'd their Aſpect with ſtore of childiſh Drops: 
Theſe Eyes, which never ſhed remorſeful Tear, 
Not when my Father York, and Edærard wept, 
To ear the piteous Moan that Rutlani made, 


1 
1 
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When black-fac'd Cl;ford ſhook his Sword at him: 


Nor when thy warlike Father, like a Child, 


Told the fad Story of my Father's Death, 

And twenty times made pauſe to ſob and weep, 

'That all the Standards-by had wet their Cheeks, 

Like Trees be-da{tfd with Rain: In that fad Time, 
My manly Eyes did ſcora an humble Tear: 

And what theſe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 

Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 


I never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy; 


My Tongue could never learn ſweet ſmoothing Words ; 
But now thy Beauty is propos'd my Fee, | 


My proud Heart ſues, and prompts my Tongue to ſpeak. 


She hols ſeornfully at bim. 
Teach not thy Lip to Scorn, for it was made 
For kiſſing, Lady, not for ſuch Contempt. 
If thy revengful Heart cannot forgive, 6 
Lo here I lend thee this ſnarp- pointed Sword, 
Which, if you pleaſe to hide in this true Breaſt, 
And let the Soul forth that adoreth thee, 
J lay it naked to the deadly Stroke, 
And humbly beg the Death upon my Knee. 
[ He lays his, Breaſt open, foe offers at it ærith a Sword, 
Nay, do not pauſe; for I did kill King Henrys 
But 'twas thy Beauty that provok'd me. 
Nay, now dypatch ; *T was | that ſtabb'd young Eadzcard,, 
But *twas thy heav'nly Face that ſet me on.” 
[She falls the Sæuord. 


Take up the Sword again, or take up me. 


Ame. Ariſe, Diſſembler, though I wiſh thy Death, 


I wyll not be thy Executioner. 


Gh. Then bid me kill thy ſelf, and I will do it, 
Anne I have already. | | 
Ge. That was in thy Rage: 
Speak it again, and even with thy word, 
This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy love, kul a far truer Love; ö 
Ta both their Deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 
Anne. I would I knew thy Heart. 
G7. Tis figur'd in my Tongue. 
Anne. I fear me, both are falſe. 


Gh. Then never Man. was true. 


yo 


A 
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Anne. Well, well, put up your Sword. 
Glo, Say then, my Peace is made. 
Anne. That ſhalt thou know hereafter. 
Gh. But ſhall I live in hope? 
Anne. All Men, I hope, live fo. 
G0. Vouchſate to wear this Ring. 
Look how my Ring encompaſleth thy Finger, 
Ev'n ſo thy Breaſt incloſeth my poor Heart : 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted Suppliant may 
But beg one Favour at thy gracious Hand, 
Thop doſt confirm his Happineſs for ever. 
Anne. What is it ? 
G/o. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe fad Deſigns 
To him that hath more cauſe to be a Mourner, 
And preſently repair to Crosby Place: 
Where, after I have ſolemnly interr'd, 
At Chertſey Monaſt'ry, this noble King, 
And wet his Grave with my repentant Tears. 
] will with all expedient Duty ſee you. 


For divers unknown Reaſons, I beſeech you, 


Grant me this Boon. 

Anne. With all my Heart, and much it joys me too, 
To ſee you are become fo penitent 
Trafjel and Barkley, go along, with me. 

Gh. Bid me farewel. 3 

Anne. Tis more than you deſerve: 


Bat ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 


Imagine I have ſaid farewel already. 
[Exeunt two with Anne. 
Gb. Sirs, take up the Coarſe. 
Gent. Towards Chert/ey, Noble Lord? 
Glo, Nog to White-Friars, there attend my coming, 
| [ Excunt with the Caar/e. 
Was ever Woman in this humour woo'd ? | 
Was ever Woman in this humour won ? 
Fl have her-—— but I will not keep her long. , 
What! I that kill'd her Haſband and his Father E 
To take her in her Heart's extremeſt hate, 
With Curſes in her Mouth, Tears in her Eyes, 
The bleeding Witneſs of her hatred by, 
With Goc, ker Conſcience, and theſe Bars againſt me, 


Aud I no Friends to back my ſuit witha}, But 


14 The Dife and Death 


But the plain Devil and diſſembling Looks: 
7 1 yet to win her All the Word to nothing; 

a ä 
Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince. 
Edward, her Lord, whom I, ſome three Months ſince, 
Stab'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? x 
A ſweeter and a lovelier Gentleman, 
Fram'd in the prodigality of Nature, 
Young, Wile, and Valiant, and no doubt, right Royal, 
The ſpacious World cannot again afford, 
And will ſhe yet debaſe her Eyes on me, | 
That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her Widow to a woful Bed? 215 
On me, whoſe All not equals Edward's Moiety * 


On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus? | 
My Dukedom to a beggarly Denter, 

J do miſtake my Perſon all this while: wy 
Upon my Life ſhe finds, although I cannot, 2 


My ſelf to be a marv'lous proper Man. 
I'Il be at charges for a Looking-glaſs, 
And entertain a ſcore or two of Tailors, 
To ſtudy Faſhions to adorn my Body : 
Since I am crept in favour with my far, 
I will maintain it with ſome little Coft, 
But firſt I'll turn you fellow in his Grave, 
And then retura lamenting to my Love. 
Shine out, fair Sun, till 1 have bought a Glaſs, 
That I may ſee my Shadow as I paſs. [Exit. 
SCENE changes to the Palace. 
Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 
Riv. Have patience, Madam, there is no doubt, his Ma- 
Will ſoon recover his accuſtom'd Health. [zeſty 
Gray. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worle, - 
Therefore for God's fake entertain good Comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 
"Ducen. If he were dead, what would betide of me? 
Gray. No other harm, but loſs of ſuch a Lord. 
Queen. The loſs of ſuch. a Lord includes all harms. 
Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son 
To be your Comforter when he is gone. 
Dueen, Ah? he is young, and his Minority 


3 


4 


| Becauſe I cannot flatter, and look fair, 
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Is put into the truſt of Richard Glo ſter, 

A Man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv. Is it concluded, he ſhall be Protector? 
Queen. It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 

But ſo it muſt be, if the King miſcarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 
Gray. Here come the Lords of Buckingham and Stanley. 
Buck. Good time of Day unto your Royal Grace. 
Stan. God make your Majeſty joyful, as you have been, 
2ucen. The Counteſs Richmond, good my Lord of Stanley, 

To your good Prayer will ſcarcely ſay, Amen; 

Yet Stanley, notwithſtanding ſhe's your Wife; 

And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aſſur'd, 

J hate not you for her proud Arrogance. 

Star. I do beſeech you, either not believe 

The envious Slanders of her falſe Accuſers: 

Or if ſhe be aceus'd on true Report, 

Bear with her weakneſs ; which I think proceeds 

From wayward Sickneſs, and no grounded Malice. 
Queen. Saw you the King to Day, my Lord of Stanley. 
Stan. But now, the Duke of Buckingham and I | 

Are come from viſiting his Majeſty. 

Queen. What likelihood of his Amendment, Lords? 
Buck. Madam, good hope, his Grace ſpeaks chearfully. 
Queen. God grant him Health; did you confer with him? 
Buck. Madam, we did; he ſeeks to make Atonement. 

Between the Duke of Ger and your Brothers, 

And between them and my Lord Chamberlain ; - 

And ſent to warn them to his Royal Preſence. 
Queen. Would all were wel:—but that will never be 

J fear our Happineſs is at the height. 

Enter Glouceſter. 
Gh. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it. 

Who are they that complain unto the Kir g, 

That I, forfooth, am itern, and love them not? 

By holy Paul they love his Grace but lightly, 

That fill his Ears with ſuch diflentious Rumours, 


Smile in Mens Faces, ſmooth, deceive, and co 
Duck with French Nods and apiſh Courteſie, 
F muit be held a rancorous Enemy. 

Cannqat a plain Man live and think no harm, 
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But thus his ſimple Truth muſt be abus'd 
By ſilken, fly, inſinuating Jacks? 
Gray. To whom in all this Preſence ſpeaks your Grace ? 
Gh. To thee, that haſt nor Honeſty nor Grace : 
When have I injur'd thee ? when done thee wrong ? 
Or thee ? or thee ? or any of your Faction? 
A Plague upon you all. His Royal Perſon, 
Whom God preſerve, better than you would wiſh, 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing while, 
But you muſt trouble him with lewd Complaints. 
Queen. Brother of Gh'fter, you miſtake the Matter: 
The King, of his own Royal Diſpoſition, 
And not provok'd by any Suitor elſe, 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward Action ſhews itſelf 
Againſt my Children, Brothers, and my Self, 
Makes him to ſend, that he may learn the ground 
Of your III-will, and thereby to remove it. 
Gl. I cannot tell; the World is grown ſo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not Perch, 
Since every Jack became a Gentleman, 
There's many a gentle Perſon, made a Jack. [Gier. 
Queen. Come, come, we know your meaning Brother 
You envy my Advancement and my Friends: 
God grant we never may have need of you. 
6. Meantime, God grants that we have need of you, 
Our Brother is impriſon'd by your means, 
My ſelf diſgrac'd, and the Nobility 
Held in Contempt, while many fair Promotions 
Are daily given to ennoble thoſe, 
"That ſcarce, ſome two Days ſince, were worth a Noble. 
Queen, By him that rais d me to this careful height, 
From that contented hap which I enjoy 'd, 
I never did incenſe his Majeity | 
Againſt the Duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earneſt Advocate to plead for him. | 


My Lord, you do me ſhameful Injury, 
| Falſely to diaw mc in theſe vile Suſpects. 


Gt. You may deny, that you were not the Cauſe 


Of my Lord Haſbing's late Impriſonment. 


Riv. She may, my Lord, for — | 
Glo. She may,my Lord Rivers, why, who knows not ſo? 


She may do more, Sir, than denying that; She 


e 
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She may help you to many fair Preferments, 
And then deny her aiding Hand therein. 
And lay thoſe Honours on your high Deſerts, | 
What may ſhe not? ſhe may —ay, marry, may ſhe—— 
Riv. What, marry, may ſhe? 
G. What, marry, may ſhe? marry with a King, 
A Batchellor, a handſome Stripling too : 
1 wis your Grandam had a worſer match. 
Queen. My Lord of Ghofter, I have too long borne 
Your blunt Upbraidings, and your bitter Scoffs: 
By Heav'n I will acquaint his Majeſty 
Of thoſe groſs taunts, I often have endur'd. 
J had rather be a Country Servant. Maid 
Than a great Queen with this Condition, 
To be thus taunted, ſcorn'd, and bated at; 
Small Joy have I in being England's Queen. 
| Enter Queen Margaret. [thee ? 
9. Mar. And leſſen'd be that ſmall, God, I beſeec 
Thy Honour, State, and Seat, is due to me. | 
Gh. What! threat you me with telling of the King ? 
Tell him, and ſpare not: Look, what I have ſaid, 
J will avouch, in preſence of the King: 
"Tis time to ſpeak, 
My Pains are quite forgot. 
2. Mar. Out, Devil! 
I remember them to well : . 
Thou kilP& my Husband Henry in the Toxver, 
And Edward, my poor Son, at Tewwskbury, 
G1. Ere you were Queen, 
Ay, or your Huſband King, 
I was a Pack-horſe in his great Affairs; 
A weeder out of his proud Adverſaries, 
A liberal Rewarder of his Friends ; 
To Royalize his Blood I ſpilt mine own. 
9. Mar. Ay, and much better Blood, 
Than his or thine. 
G4. In all which time, you and your Huſband Gray 
Were factious for the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 
And, Rivers, ſo were you; was not your Huſband 
In Margaret's Battle, at Saint Albans ſlain ? 
Let me put in your Minds, if you forget, 
What you have been ere now, and what you are ; 
Withal 
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G. Poor Clarence did forſake his Father Warwick, 
Ay, and forſwore himſelf, which Jeſu pardon 

2. Mar. Which God revenge. 

G. To fight on Edward's party for the Crown, 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mew'd up : 
I would to God my Heart were Flint, like Edward's, 
Or Edward's ſoft and pitiful, like mine; 


2. Mar. Hie thee to Hell for ſhame, and leave this 
Thou Cacodæmon, there thy Kingdem is. | 
Riv. My Lord of Geer, in thoſe buſy Days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
Me follow'd then our Lord, our lawful King; 
So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our King. 
Gh, If I ſhould be! I had rather be a Pedlar z 
Far'be it from my Heart, the thought thereof. | 
Jreen. As little Joy, my Lord, as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy, were you this Country's King, 
As little Joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof. | 
2. Mar. A little Joy enjoys the Queen thereof; 
For Jam ſhe, and altogether joyleſs. 
I can no longer hold me patient. 
Hear me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out 
In ſharing that which you have pill'd from me; \ 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me ? 
If not that I being Queen, you bow like Subjects; 
| Yet that by you depos d, you quake like Rebels. 
Ah gentle Villain do not turn away ? 
ll | Gh.Foul wrinkld Witch, what mak'f thou in my Sight? 
| Mar. But repetition of what thou nau marr'd, 
j That will I make, before I let thee go. 
i A Huſbandanda Son thou ow'ſt to me, [To Glo. 
| And thou a Kingdom, all of you Allegiance ; [7o the Q. 
This Sorrow that I have by Right is yours, 
| And all the Pleaſures you uſurp are mine. 
Gh. The Curſe my Noble Father laid on thee, 
When thou didſt crown his warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy Scorns drew'ſt Rivers from his Eyes, * 
n 
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Withal, what I have been, and what I am. F 
9. Mar. A murth'rous Villain, and fo till thou art, 


I am too childiſh, foohiſh for this World. [World, 
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And then to dry them, gav'ſt the Duke a Clout, 11 
Steep'd in the faultleſs Blood of pretty Rutland. 
His Curſes, then from bitterneſs of Soul 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are now fall'n upon thee; 
And God, not we, has plagu'd thy bloody Deed, 
Q.: Mar. So juſt is God, to right the innocent. 
Haſt. O, 'twas the fouleſt Deed to ſlay that Babe, 
And the moſt mercileſs that e er was heard of. 
Riv. Tyrants themſelves wept, when it was reported. 
Dor/. No Man that propheſied revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it. 
A. Mar. What | were you ſnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the Throat, 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? | 
Did Nor#'s dread Curſe prevail ſo much with Heav'n, 
That Henry's Death, my lovely Edward's Death, 
Their Kingdom's Loſs, my woful Baniſhment, 
Could all but anſwer for that peeviſh Brat ? 
Can Curſes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heav'n? 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curſes, 
If not by War, by Surfeit die your King, 
As ours by Murther to make him a King. 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Son, that was Prince of Valet, 
Die in his Youth, by. like untimely Violence. 
Thy ſelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 
Out- ive thy Glory, like my wretched ſelf: 
Long may'it thou live to wail thy Childrens Loſs, 
And ſee another, as I ſee thee now, 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as thou art ſtall'd in mine. 
Long may'ſ| thou live to wail thy Childrens Death, 
And after many length'ned hours of Grief, 
Die, neither Mother, Wife, nor Eng/and's Queen. 
Rivers and Dorſet, you were Standers-by, | 
And ſo waſt thou, Lord Haſtings, when my Son 
Was ſtabb'd with bloody Daggers; God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live your natural Age, 
But by ſome unlook'd Accident cut off. 
Gl. Have done thy Charm, thou hateful wither'd Hag. 
2. Mar. And leave out thee ? Stay Dog, for thou ſhalt | 
hear me. 1 
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If Heav'ns have any grievous Plague in ſtore, 

Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh upon thee, 

O let them keep it, till thy Sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their Indignation 

On thee, thou troubler of the poor World's peace. 

The Werm of Conſcience ſtill be-gnaw thy Soul, 

Thy Friends ſuſpect for Traitors while thou liv'ſt, 

And take deep Traitors for thy deareſt Friends: 

No Sleep cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 

Unlefs it be while ſome tormentirig Dream 

Affrights thee with a Hell of ugly Devils. 

Thou elviſh-markt abortive, rooting Hog! 

Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy Nativity + 

The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell! 

Thou flander of thy heavy Mother's Womb! 

Thou loathed Iſſue of thy Father's Loins ! 

Thou Rag of Honour, thou deteſted 

6b. Margaret. | Fe. 

2. Mar. Richard. 

G1. Ha! 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

G. I cry thee mercy then; for I did think 
That thou hadſt call'd me all theſe bitter Names. 

2. Mar. Why ſo I did, but look'd for no reply. 

Oh let me make the Period to my Curſe. | 
G/o, Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. [ſelf. 
Queen. Thus have you breath'd your Curſe ? gainſt your 
2 Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flouriſh of my Fortune, 

Why ſtrew'ſt thou Sugar on that bottel'd Spider, 

Whoſe deadly web enfnareth thee about? 

Fool, Fool, thou whet'ſt a Knife to kill thy ſelf: 

The Day will come that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 

To help thee curſe this poys'nous Bunch-back'd Toad. 
Haft. Falſe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curfe, 

Leſt to thy harm thou move our Patience. 

Q. Mar. Foul ſhame upon you, you have all mov'd mine, 

Riv, Were youwellſerv'd, you would be taughtyour Duty. 

D. Mar. To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me Duty, 

Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects: 

O, ſerve me well, and teach yourſelves that Duty. 

. Dor. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is Lunatick, 

2. Mar. Peace, Maſter Marquiſs, you are malapert 

Your 
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4 Your fire-new ſtamp of Honour is ſcarce currant. 
O that your young Nobility could judge 
What 'twere to laſe it, and be miſerable. 
They that ſtand high have many blaſts to ſhake them, 
And if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 
G. Good Counſel, marry, learn it, learn it, Marquiſs. 
Dor/. It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 
Gh. Ay, and much more; but I was born fo high. 
Our airy buildeth in the Cedar's top, 
And dallies with the Wind, and ſcorns the Sun. 
9. Mar. And turns the Sun to Shade; alas! alas! 
Witneſs my Son now in the Shade of Death, | 
Whole bright out-ſhining beams, thy cloudy Wrath 
Hath in eternal Darkneſs folded up. _ 
Your airy buildeth in our airie's Neſt ; 
O God, that ſeeſt it, do not ſuffer it, 
As it was won with Blood, fo be it loſt. 
Buck. Peace, peace for ſhame, if not for Charity, 
4 9. Mar. Urge neither Charity nor Shame to me; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And ſhamefully my hopes by you are butcher'd. 
My Charity is Outrage, Life my Shame, 
And in my Shame, ſtill live my Sorrow's rage. 
Buck. Have done, have done. 
9D. Mar. O Princely Buckingham, I'll kiſs thy Hand, 
In ſign of League and Amity with thee : 
Now fair befal thee and thy Noble Houſe ; 
5 Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our Blood; 
. Nor thou Within the compaſs of my Curſe. 
Buck. Nor no one here; for Curſes never paſs 
The Lips of thoſe that breathe them in the Air. 
2. Mar. I'Il not believe but they aſcend the Sky, 
And there awake God's gentle ſleeping Peace. 
O Buckinzham, beware of yonder Dog; 
Look when he fawns, he bites ; and when he bites, 
His venom Tooth will rankle to the Death; 
Have not to do with him, beware of him, 
Sin, Death, and Hell have ſet thei: Marks upon him, 
And all their Minifters attend on him. 
Gh. What doth ſtie ſay, my Lord of Buckingham ? 
"Buck, Nothing that I reſpect, my gracious Lord. 
Mar. What doſt thou ſcorn me for my gentle 
Counſel ? | Wy Os And 
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And ſooth the Devil that I warn thee from? 
O but remember this another Day ; 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very Heart with Sorrow ; 
And iy: poke Margaret was a Propheteſs. 
Live of you t the Subject to his Hate, | 
"And he to yours, and all of you to God's. . [Exi. 
| Buck. Mine, Hair doth ſtand an end to hear her Curſes, 
"Riv. And fo doth mine: I wonder ſhe's at liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's Holy Mother, 
She hath had too much wrong, and 1 repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 
Der/. I never did her any to my knowledge. 
Gh.. Vet you have all the 7 of her wrong. 

I was too hot, to do ſome Bod 
That is too 2 in thinking o 15 „ ; 

Marry, for Clarence, he 1s wel y'd; + 

He is frank'd up to fatting for Trig Pu 

God pardon them that are the Cauſe thereof. 

Riv, A virtuous and a Chriſtian-like concluſion, 

To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 

Gl. So do I ever, being well advis d. [Ala 

For had I curſt now, I. had curſt myſelE. 

Enter Catesby, 

Cateſ. Madam, his Majeſty doch call for you, 

And fox your Grace, and you, my Lord, 
Queen. Cateſby, I come; Lords, will you go with us? 
Riu. We will attend your Grace. 

[Eran all tut Glouceſter. 
Gb. L as thee wrong, and firſt begin to brawl. 

The ſecret Miſchief that I ſet a broach, _- 

I lay unto the grievous Charge of others. | 

Clarence, whom I indeed have laid in Darkneſs, - 

I do beweep to_many ſimple Gulls, 

Namely to $ tankey, Haſtings, Buckingham ; 

And tell them, tis the Queen and her Allies 

That ſtir the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 

No they believe it, and withal whet me 

To be revenged on Rivers, Dorſet, Gray. 

Bat then I ſigh, and, with a piece of Scripture, 

Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : 

And thus I clothe my naked Villany 

With old odd Ends, ſtol'n forth of Holy Writ, 
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And ſeem a Saint, when molt I play the Devil. 
- ' Enter two Murtherers. 
But ſoft, here come my Executioners : 
How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, 
Are you now going to diſpatch this deed ? 

1 Vi]. Weare, my Lord, and come to have the warrant 
'That we may be admitted, where he is. oh 
Gh. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 

When you have done, repair to Cry Place. 
But, Sirs, be ſudden in the Execution, ; 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-ſpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
Vil. Fear not, my Lord, we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers ; be aſſur d. 
We 7 to uſe our Hands, and not our Tongues. 
Gh. Your Eyes drop Mill. tones, when Fools Eyes 
drop Tears. 


I like you, Lads ; about your buſineſs ; go. [ZExtunt, 


' SCENE changes to the Tower. 
Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 
Brak. Why looks your Grace ſo heavily to-day ? 
Clar. O have paſt a miſerable Night, 
So full of ugly Sights, of gaſtly Dreams, 
That, as I am a Chriſtian faithful Man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a Night, 
Though 'twere to buy a World of happy Days: 
So full of diſmal Terror was the time. [me? 
Brak. What was your Dream, my Lord, I pray you tell 
C/ar - Methought that I had broken from the Towe , 
And was embark'd to croſs to Burgundy, 
And in my Company my Brother Ger, 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to watk 
Upon the Hatches. Thence we look'd toward England, 
And cited up a thouſand heavy Times, 
During the Wars of York and Lancaſter, 


That had befal'n us. As we pac'd along 
© Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 


Methought that Gli. fer ſtumbled, and in falling 
: w_ Strock 
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. To gaze upon the Secrets of the Deep? 


Struck me, "that ſought to ſtay him, 'over-board, 

Into the tumbl; ing Billows of the Main. 

Lord, Lord, methought what pain it was to drown! 

What dreadful Noiſe of Waters in my Ears! 

_ What fights of ugly Death within mine Eyes! 

I thoug fe I aw a thouſand fearful Wracks! 

A count Men that Fiſhes gnaw'd upon : 

Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 

Ineſtimable Stones, unyalued Jewels.” 

Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in thoſe holes 

Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 

As were in 1 of Eyes, reflecting Gems, 

That wog'd the oy, bottom of the Deep, 

And mock'd the dead Bones that lay ſeatter d by. 
Brat. Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of Death, 


Clar, Methought I had, and often 10 J ftrive 
To yield the Ghoſt? but till the envious Flood | 
Kept in my Soul, and would not let it forth 1 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wandring Air; 
But ſmother'd it within my panting Bulk, 2 
' Who almoſt burk to belch it in the Sea. 
Brak. Awak'd you not with this fore Agony ? | 
Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen'd after Life, 
O then began the Tempeſt to my Soul ; | | 
I paſt, methought, the melancholy Flood, 
With that grim Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 
The firſt that there did greet my Stranger-ſou]. 
Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwick, ; 
Who cry'd aloud-—— What Scourge for Perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falſe Clarence Fo | 
And ſo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair a 
Dabbled in Blood, and he ſhriek'd out aloud —— 
. Clarence is come, falſe, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence. ] 
That ftabb'd me in the Field by TewifBury ; © 4 
Seize on him, Furies, take him to your 'Tarments— 
With that, methougbt, a Legion of foul Fiends | 1 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine Ears | 


Such hideous Cries, that with the very Noiſe, 
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That now give evidence againſt my Soul, 


1, trembling, wak'd : and for a Seaſon after 


But thou wilt be aveng'd on my Miſdeed 
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Could not believe but that I was in Hell: 
Such terrible Impreſſion made my Dream. 

Break. No marvel, Lord, that it affrighted youz + 
Tam afraid, methinks, te hear you tell it. 

Cla. Ah Bratenbury, I have done thoſe things, 


For Edward's ſake ; and ſee how he requites me. 
O God! if my deep Prayers:cannot appeaſe thee, 
s, 


Yet execute thy Wrath on me alone : 
O ſpare my guiltleſs Wife. and my poor Children, 
I pr'ythee Brakenbury ſtay by me, | 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. 
Brak. I will, my Lord, God give your Grace good 
reſt, [ Hide. 
Sorrow breaks Seaſons and repoſing Hours, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night : 
Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honour, far an inward Toll ; 
And for unfelt Imaginations, | 
They often feel a world of reſtleſs Cares : 
So that between their Titles and low Name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward Fame. 
Enter the two Murtherers, 
1 Yi]. Ho, who's here? . ; 
Brak. In God's Name, what art thou? how cam'ſt thou 
- hither? 
2. Vil. I would ſpeak with Clarence, and I came hither 
on my Legs. | 
Brak. What, fo brief? 
1 Fil. Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious : 
Let himi ſee our Commiſſion, and talk no more, 
Brak. I am in this commanded to deliver Rea di. 
The noble Duke of Clarence. | 
I will not reaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſs of the meaning, 
Fhere lies the Duke aſleep, and there the Keys. 
Pll to the King, and ſignify to him, 
That thus, I have reſign'd to you my charge. [ Exit. 


1. Fil. You may, Sir, 'tis a point of Wiſdom : 
Fare you well. 
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2 Vil. What ſhall we ſtab him as he fleeps ? 
1 Fi]. No; hell-fay *twas done cowardly, when he wakes. 
2 Vil. When he wakes, why, Fool, he ſhall never 
wake until the great Judgment Day. 
1 Vil. Why then he'll ſay we ſtabb'd him ſleeping 
2 Vil. The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred 
a kind of Remorle in me. 
1 Vil. What, art thou afraid? 
2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a Warrant for it. 
But to be damn d for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend — 
1 Vil, Pl back to the Duke of Gi ter, and tell 1 ſo, 
2 Vil. Nay, pr'ythee ſtay a little: 
I hope this holy Humour of mine will change; 
N was wont to hold me but while one would tell tyenty. 
I Fit, How doſt thou feel thy ſelf now? 
2 Fil. Faith, ſome certain dregs of Conſcience are yet 
within me. 
1 Vil. Remember the Reward, when the Deed's done. 
2 Vil, Come, he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 
1 Vil. Where's thy Conſcience now? - 
2 Fl. O, in the Duke of G/fer's Purſe. 
1 Yil. When he opens his Purſe to give us our Reward, 


thy Conſcience flies out. 


2 Fil. *Tis no matter, let it go; there's few or none 


will entertain it. 


1. Lil. What if it come to thee again ? 

2 Fil. Fll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 
it makes a Man a Coward: A Man cannot ſteal, but it 
accuſeth him; a Man cannot ſwear, but it checks him ; 
a Man cannot lie with his Neighbour's Wife, but it de- 
tes him. *Tis a bluſhing Anne. Bc d Spirit, that muti- 
nies in a Mzn's Boſom: It fills one fall of Obſtacles. 
It made me once reſtore a Purſe of Gold, that, by 
Chance, I found, It beggars any Man that keeps it, 
It is turn'd out of Towns and Cities for a dangerous thing, 
and every Man. that means to live well, endeavours to 
truſt to himſelf, and live without it. | 

1 Fil. Tis even now at my Elbow, perſuading me not 
10 kill the Duke. , 22 

2 Vil, Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him not, 


= would infiauate with thee but to _ thee figh. - — 
1. * 
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1 Yil. I am ſtrong fram d, he cannot prevail with me. 

2 Vil. Spoke like a tall Fellow, that reſpects his Re- 
putation Come, ſhall we fall to work ? 

1 Vil. Take him over the Coſtard, with the Hilt of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malmſy- butt in the 
next Room. | N 

> Yi]. O excellent Device, and make a Sop of him. 

1 Fil. Soft, he wakes. Shall I ſtrike. 

2 Vil. No, we'll reaſon with kim. 

Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me a Cup of 
Wine. | 
2 il. You ſhall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon. 

Clar. In God's Name what art thou? 

I Vil. A Man, as you are. 

Car. But not as I am, Royal. 

1 Vil. Nor you as we are, Lo ; 

Clar. Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looks are humble. 

1 Fil. My Voice is now the King's, my Looks mineown. _ 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly loſt thou ſpeak ? 


Your Eyes do menance me: Why look you pale ? 


Who ſent you hither ? Wherefoxe do you come? 
Both. To, to, to 
Clar. To Murder me? 
Both. Ay, ay. | 


Clar. You ſcarcely have the Hearts to tell me ſo ; 
And therefore cannot have the Hearts to do it. 


| Wherein, my Friends, have I offended yon? 


1 Vil. Offended us you have not, but the King. 
 Clar. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. 
2 Vil. Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to die, 
Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a World of Men, 
To flay the Innocent? What's my Offence ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuſe me ? 
What lawful Queſt have given their Verdi& up 
Unto the frowning judge? Or who pronoune'd 
'The bitter Sentence of poor Clarence' Death ; 


Before I be convi by courſe of Law, 


'To threaten me with Death, is moſt unlawful. 


I I charge you, as you hope to have Redemption, 


That you depart, and lay no Hands on me : 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 25 "RAY 
1 Fil. What we will do, we do upon command, 
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23 The Life and Deatb 
2 il. And he that hath commanded, is our King. | 
Clar. Erroneous Vaſlals, the great King of Kings 


' Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, ' 
That Thou ſhalt do no Murder ; Will you en 


Spurn at his Edict, and fulſfil a Man's? 


Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 
To hurl upon their Heads that break his Law. : 
2 Vil. And chat fame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee 

For falſe forſwearing, and for Murther too: 

Thou didſt receive the Sacrament, to fight 

In quarrel of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 

I Vil. And like a Traitor to the name of God, 
Didſt break that Vow, and, with thy treacherous blade, 


- Unrip'dit the Bowels of thy Sovereign's Son. 


2 Vil. Whom thou waſt ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 
1 #3]. How canſt thou urge God's __ Law to us, 
When thou haſt broke it in tuch high de 
_- Clay. Alas! for whoſe fake did 1 that ill ted ? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his ſake. ; 
He ſends you not to murder me for this: 1 
For in that ſin he is as deep as I . an 


If God will be avenged for the deed, 


O know you yet, he doth it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel from his EY Arm; 


- He needs no indirect, nor lawleſs courſe, 


To cut off thoſe that have offended him. 
1 Vil. Who made thee then a bloody Miniſter, 
When. gallant ſpringing brave Plantagenet, 


That Princely Novice, was ſtruck dead by thee ? 


Clar. My Brother's Love, the Devil, rand my Rage. 
I Vil. Thy Brother's Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee, 
Clar. If you do- love my Brother, hate not me: 
I am his Brother, and I love him well. 
Tf you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
And I will ſend you to my Brother Glo ter : 


Who will reward you better for my Lite, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my Death. 


2 Fil. You are deceiv'd,your Brother G fer hates you. 
Clar. Oh no, he loves me, and he holds me dear : 
Go you to him from me. 

Both. Ay, ſo we will. 
Fo ; Clar ” 
* 
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” Clar. Tell him, when that our princely Father York, 
Bleſt his three Sons wiſh his victorious Arm, 
And charg'd us from his Soul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided Friendſhip : 
Bid Glfter think on this, and he will weep. 
I Fil. Ay, Milſtones ; as he lefſon'd us to weep. 
. Clar. O do not ſlander him, for he is kind. 
I Vil. As Snow in Harveſt: B 
You deceive your ſelf ; | 
Tis he that ſends us to deſtroy you here. 
Clar. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his Arms, and ſwore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my Delivery. 
I Vil. Why ſo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earth's thraldom, to the Joys of Heav'n. 
2 Vil. Make peace with God,for you muſt dye,my Lord. 
Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your Soul, 
To council me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own Souls fo blind, 
That you will war with God, by murd'ring me ? 
O Sirs, conſider, they that ſet you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 
2 Vil. What ſhall we do? | 
Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls : 
Which of you, if you were a Prince's Son, 
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, | 
If two fuch Murderers as your ſelves came to you, 
Would not intreat for Life ? ah ! you would beg 
Were you in my diſtreſs. 
1 Vil. Relent? 'tis cowardly and womaniſn. 
Clar. Not to relent, is beaitly, ſavage, deviliſh. 
My Friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks; 
O, if thine-Eye be not a Flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me, 
A begging Prince what Beggar ities not? 
2 Fil. Look behind you, my Lord. | 
1 Yi. Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 
F | | 2 [Stabs him. 
PII drown you in the Malmſey-Butt within. [Exit. 
2 Vil. A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatcht: 
How fain, like Pilate, would I waſh my Hande 
Of this moſt grievous guilty Murder done. 20 
| — 3 >. Jaw 
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Ne. Enter firſt Villain. 4 
1 Vil. How now? what mean t thou that thou help 
me not ? 

By Heav'n, the Duke ſhall know how flack you've been. 
2 Vil. I would he knew, that I had fav'd his Brother: 

Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is ſlain. [Exix. 
1 Fil. So do not I; go Coward as thou art. 

Well, III go hide the Body in ſome hole, 

Till, that the Duke give order for his Burial : 

And when I have my Meed, I muſt away ; | 

For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay. [Exit 


ACT II. SCENE the Court. 


Enter King Edward fick, the Queen, Dorſet, Rivers; 
' Haſtings, Catesby, Buckingham, and Woodvil. 


. Ede. HY fo; now have Idones gooddays work, 
You Peers continue this united League ; $ 
I every Day expect an Embaſſage 


From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence, 
| And now in peace my Soul ſhall part to Heav'n, 
| Since have made my Friends at peace on Farth 3 
T Haſtings and Rivers, take each others Hand, 
+ Diſſemble not your Hatred, ſwear your Love. 
| Riv. By Heav Dry Soul is purg'd from grudging Hate; 
| 1 And wich my Hand I ſeal my true Heart's Love. 
I.. So chrive I, as I truly ſwear the like. | 
| | K. Ew. Take heed you dally not before. your King, 
{| Leſt he, that is the ſupreme King of Kings, fas 
Conſound your hidden falſhood, and award 
| Either ef 2 to be the ochers End. | 
4 Haff. roſper I, as I ſwear perſedt Love. 
| |» "Riv. a. as I love Hafi xs with my Heart,” | 
os | K. Edw. Madam, your 1 this} 
Nor your Son Dor/et ; Buckingham nor you; 
Tun have been factio us one againſt the other. 
Wife, love Lord Ha ing let him kiſs your Hand. 


And whatyou do, do it uofeignedly. 
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Queen. There Haſtings, Iwill never more remember 


Our former hatred, fo thrive I and mine. 
K. 2 dw. Dorfet, embrace him: Haſtings, love Lord 


Dor/. Th interchange of Love, I here proteſt, 
Upon my part, ſhall be inviolable. 
Haft. And ſo ſwear I. 
K. Edw. NowPrincely Buckingham ſeal thou this League 
with thy embracements to my Wife's Allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 
Buck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, and not with duteous Love, To the un 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate in thoſe where I expect molt love 
When I have moſt need to imploy a Friend, 
And moſt aſſured thzt he is a Friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be heto me; this do I beg of Heaven, 
When I'am cold in Zeal, to you or yours. 
[ Embracing Rivers, &c. 
X. Edw. A pleaſing Cordial, Princely Buckingham : 
Is this thy Vow unto my fickly Heart ? 
There wanteth now our 88 Glo ger here, 
To make the bleſſed Period of this Peace. 
Buck. And in good time | 
Here comes the noble Duke. 
oh * Enter Glouceſter 1vith Ratcli® * | 
morrow to my Sovereign Ki Queens 
And Princely Peers, a happy time of « — 
KX. Edu. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the day 7 
Brother, we have done deeds of Charity, 
Made Peace of Enmity, fair Love of Hate, 
Between theſe @velling wrong incenſed Peers. 
Ne A bleſſed Labour, my moſt Sovereign Leige-- 
—— Princely heap, if any here, , 
By falſe Intelligence, or wrong Surmiſe : 
Hold me a Foe ; If I unwittingly, - 
Have ought committed that is hardly born, 
By any in this Preſence, I deſire 
To reconcile me to his Friendly Peace: 
"Tis Death — * 2 at Enmity ; 
T hate 1g and defire „ — | 
B 4 Firſt 
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- Firſt, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchaſe with my duteous Service. 
Of you my noble Couſin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us. 
Of you, and yau, * Lord Rivers, and of Dorſet, 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me. 
Of you Lord Moadwil, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dulles, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
1 do not know that Engliſbman alive, 
With than my Soul is any jot at odds, 
More with the Infant that is born to night ; 
thank my God for my Humility. 
Queen. A Holy-day ſhall this be kept hereafter ; 
T would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded. 
My Sovereign Lord, I do beſeech your Highneſs 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Gh. Why, Madam, have I offer'd Love for this, 
To be fo flouted i in this Royal Preſence ? 
Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead ? * 

[159 all art. 
You do him injury to ſcorn his Coarſe. 
K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead ! 
Who knows he is? 
Queen. All-ſeeing Heav'n, what a World is this ? ? 
Buck. Look I fo pale, Lord Dorſet, as the reſt? 
Dorſ. Ay, my good Lord; and no Man in the preſence 
But his red Colour hath forſook his Cheeks. + 
K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the Order was revers'd. 
Gh. But he, poor Man, by your firſt Order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear : 
Some tardy Cripple had fo countermand, 
That came to lag to ſee. him buried. 
God grant that ſome leſs Noble, and leſs Loyal, 
Nearer in bloody Thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deſerve no worſe than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go currant from Suſpicion, 
Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, my Sovereign, for my Service done, 
K. Ed. I pr ythee, peace; my Soul is full of Sorrow, 


K. Edw. Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſt'ſt. 


Stan. The . erer of my Servant's 7 
| 0. 


Stan, I will not riſe unleſs your Highnefs hear me, 
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Who ſlew to day a riotous Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of NVerfolt. | 
K. Edw. Have I a Tongue to doom my Brother's Death? 
And ſhall that Tongue give pardon to a Slave: 
My Brother kill'd no Man, his Fault was Thought, 
And yet his puniſhment was bitter Death. 
Who ſued to me for him? Who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my Feet ; and bid me. be advis'd ? 
Who ſpoke of Brotherhood ? who ſpoke of love? ! 
Who told me, how the poor Soul did forſake l 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 
Who told me, in the Field at Tewtsbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he reſcu'd me? 
And faid, Dear Brother live, and be a King? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the Field, 
Frozen almoſt to death, how he did lap me, 
Even in his Garments, and did give himſelf, 
All thin and naked, to the numb cold Night ? 


All this from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 


Sinfully pluckt ; and not a Man of you 

Had ſo much Grace to put it in my Mind. 1 
But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſſals 

Have done a drunken Slaughter, and defac'd 

The precious Image of our dear Redeemer, 

You ſtraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 
And I, unjuſtly too, muſt grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a Man would ſpeak, 


Nor I, ungracious, ſpake unto my ſelf 


For him, poor Soul. The proudeſt of you all, 

Have been beholden to him in his Life: © 

Yet none of you, would once plead for his Life. 

O God! I fear thy Juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you; and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Haſtirgs, help me to my Cloſet. 

Ah! poor Clarence! [E xeunt ſome with the King and 

Ween. 

Gh. Theſe are the fruits of Raſhneſs : Mark'd one 

How that the guilty kindred of the Queen 

Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence Death? 

O! they did urge it ſtill unto the King. * 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go, 

To comfort Edward "rue Tg! Company ? [LE xeunte 
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Enter the Dutcheſs of York, with the two Children of 
* Clarence. 


Son. Good Grandam tell us, is aur Father dead 

Dutch. No, Boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep fo-oft ? and beat your Breaſt Þ 
And cry; O Clarewd! my unhappy Son! 

Son. Why do wn gn ſhake your Head, 
And call us 123 2 Wretches, Caſtaways, 

E that our Noble Father be alive? 

Dutch. My pretty Coufins, you miſtake me both, 

I do lament the Sickneſs of the 

As loth to loſe him, not your Father's Death; 

It were loſt Sorrow to. wail one that's loſt. 

Son: Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dead: 

The King mine Uncle is to blame for this. 

God will revenge it, whom I will importune 

With daily earnaſt Prayers. 

Daugh. And fo will I. [well. 
Dutch. Peace, Children, peace; we King doch love you. 

Ineapable and ſhallow Innocents, 

You cannot gueſs who caus'd your Father's Death. 
Son. Grandam, we can; for my good Uncle Gi/ter 
Told me, the King provok'd to it by the Queen, 

Devis d Impeachments to impriſon him; 

And when my Uncle told me ſo hp wept, 
And pitied me, and. Kindly kiſt my Cheek; 
Bid me rely on him, as en my Father, 
And he would love me dearly as his Child. 
Dutch. Ah! that Deceit ſhould fteal ſuch gentle Shape, 
And with a virtuous Vizard hide deep Vice. 
Flle is my Son, ay, and therein my Shame, 
Tet from my Dugs he drew not this deceit. 
Son. Think you my Uncle did diſſemble, Grandam ? 
Dutch. Ay, Boy. 


Lon. I cannot think it. Hark, what noiſe is this? 


a oy wid at in 


py the Queen with her Hair about her Ears, Rivers 
and Dorſet: after her. 


Ah who fliall hinder me to wail and weep? 
Te chide my Fortue,, and torment my felt? ru 
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III join with black inſt my Soul, 

And to my felf become emy | 
Dutch. What means This Scene of rude Impatience? 
Aueen. To make an act of Tragick Violence. 

Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King, is dead. 

Why grow the Branches when the Root is gone? 

Why wither not the Leaves that want their Sap ? 

If you will live, lament, if die, be brief; 

That our fwift winged Souls may catch the King's, 

Or, like obedient Subjects, follow him, 

To his new Kingdom of perpetual' Reſt. 

Dutch. Ah, ſo much intereſt have I in tiiy Sorrov,- 

As I had Title to thy Noble Husband ; 

I have bewept a worthy Husband's Death, 

And liv'd by looking on his Images; 

But now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance- 

Are crack'd in pieces, by malignant Death, 

And I for comfort have but one falſe Glaſs, 

That grieves me when I ſee my Shame in him. 

Thou art a Widow, yet thou art a Mother, 

And haſt the comfort of thy Children left ;- _ 

But Death hath fhatch'd my Husband from mine Arm, 

And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble Hands, 

Clarence and Ewerd, O, what cauſe have I, 

(Thine being but a moiety of my grief) 

To over-go thy Plaints, and-drown thy Cries. _ 

Son. Ah-Aunt! you. wept- not for our Father's Death 3 

| How can we aid you with our Kindred: Tears? x 
Daugh. Our Fatherleſs diſtreſs was left unmoan'd;. 

Your Widow dolours likewiſe be unwept. 

DPueen, Give me no help in Lamentation, 

F am not- barren to bring forth Complaints : 

All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 

That I, being govern'd by the watry Moon, ö 

May ſend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World. 

Ak, for my Husband ! for my dear Lord Edvard? 

CBil. Ah, for our Father, for our dear Lord Clarence.- 
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Eawardand Clarence. 
Queen. What ſtay had I, but Edward? and he's gone. 
Chil. What ſtay had we, but Clarence and he's gone. 
Dutch. What ſtays had I but they? and they are gone. 
Qacen; Was never Widow had. ſo dear a Lols,. | 
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. Chil. Were never Orphans had ſo dear a Loſs. 
Dutch. Was never Mother had ſo dear a Loſs, * 
Alas I am the Mother of theſe Griefs, 
Their Woes are parcell'd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do I; 
I for a Clarence weep, ſo doth not ſhe ; e 
Theſe Babes ſor Clarence weep, and ſo do I. 
Alas ! you three, on me threefold diſtreſt, 
Pour all your Tears, I am your Sorrows Nurſe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. . 

Dor /. Comfort, dear Mother; God is much diſpleas'd ; 
That with unthankfulneſs you take his doing. 

In common worldly: Things tis call'd ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingneſs to pay a Debt, 

Which with a bounteous Hand was kindly lent : 
Much more to be thus oppoſite with Heav'n, 

For it requires the Royal Debt it lent you. 

Rivers. Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother 
Of the young Prince your Son ; ſend ſtraight for him, 
Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives. 

Drown deſperate Sorrow in dead Edward's Grave, 

And plant your joys in living Edward's Throne. 

Enter Glouceſter, Buckingham, Stanley, Haſtings, 
2, Ratcliff. 

Gh. Siſter, have comfort, all of us have cauſe 
'To wail the dimming of our ſhining Star : 

But none can help our Harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry yeu Mercy, 

1 did not ſee you. Humbly on my Knee 

I crave your Bleſſing. 3 | 

Dutch. God. bleſs thee, and put Meekneſs in thy Breaſt, 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Duty. | 

Gh. Amen, and make me die a good old Man, 

That is the butt end of a Mother's Bleſſing; 
I marvel that her Grace did leave it out, 
\ Buck. You cloudy Princes, and heart-ſorrowing Peers, 


'That bear this mutual heavy load of Moan, <> 


Now chear each other in each others Love; | 
Though we have ſpent our Harveſt of this King, 
We are to reap the Harveſt of his Son. 

The broken rancour of your high-{woln Hearts. 
But lately ſplinter d, knit, and join'd together, 


Nut 
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Muſpgently be preſerv'd, cheriſh'd and kept : 
Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Train, 
Forthwith from Lud/ow the young Prince be fetcht 


Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 


Riv, Why with ſome' little Train, 
My Lord of Buckingham ? | 

Buck. Marry, my Lord, leſt, yo Multitude, 
The new heal'd wound of Malice ſhould break out, F 
Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the Eftate is yet ungovern'd. $ 
Where every Horſe bears his commanding Rein, 
And may direct his courſe as pleaſe himſelt, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my Opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Gh. I hope the King made Peace with all of us, 
And the Compact is firm and true in me. 

Riv. And ſo in me, and fo, I think, in all: 
Yet ſince it is but green it ſhould be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, | 
Which haply by much Company might be urg'd ; 
Therefore I fay, with Noble Buckinghazn, 
That it is meet ſo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 
Haft. And ſo fay I. | 

Gh. Then be it ſo, and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtraight ſhall poſt to Lud/ew, 
Madam, and you my Siſter, will you go, 
To give your Cenſures in this weighty Buſineſs? Exe. 

| Manent Buckingham and Glouceſter, 

Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 

For God's fake let not us two ftay at home; 


ka 


* — 


For by the way, I'll ſort occaſion, 


As Index to the Story we late talk'd of, 
To part the Queen's proud Kindred from the Prince, 
Gh. My other ſelf, my Counſel's Conſiſtory, | 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Couſin, 
I, as a Child, will go by thy direction, 
Tow'rd-Ludlow then, for we'll not ſtay behind. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE changes to a Street near the Court. | 
E nter one Citizen at one Door, and another at the other. 
1 Cit. Good-morrow, Neighbour, whither away ſo faſt > 
2 Ci. I promiſe you I hardly know my felt : 
4 ot Toth: 1 Hear 


— - 
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Hear you the News abroad ? . 
1 Cre. Ves, the King is dead. 
2 Cit. Ill News, by'r Lady, ſeldom comes a better 
I fear, I fear W prory © hl World. | 
Enter another Citizen. © 
Cit. Nei urs, God ſpeed. 
f Cit. G ven ood — ary Sir, 
3 Cit. Doth the he Ne ws hold of King Edward"s Death? 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true, God help the while. 
3 Cit. Then Maſters look to ſee a troublous World. 
1 Cit. No, no, by God's goodGrace, his Son-ſhal/Reign, 
3 Cit. Wo to that Land that's govern'd by a Child. 
2 Cit. In him there is a hope of Government: 
Which in his Non: a ge, Countel under him, 
And in lis full and ripened Years, himſelf 
No doubt ſhall then, and till then, govern well, 
1 Cit. So ſtood the State when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine Menths old. 
3Cit. Stood the State fo ?, No, no, goodFriendsGod wot3: 
For then this Land was famouſly enrich'd 
With politick grave Caanſel ; then the King 
Had virtuous Uncles te proteck his Grace. 
1 Cit. Why, ſo hath this, both by his Father and Mother, 
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his Father; 
Or by his Father there were none at all: 
For Emulation, whe ſhall now be neareſt, * 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
© full of danger is the Duke of Ir "er, 
And the Queen's Sons, and Brothers, haughty, bes * 
And were they to be ruld, and not to rule, 
This ſickly Land might ſolace as before. 
1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worſt, all will be well; 
* Cir. When Clouds are ſeen, u iſe Men put on their Cloaksz: 
hen great Leaves fall, then Winter is at. hand; 
hen ; Sun fets, who doth not look for N ight ?- 
intimely Storms make Men expect a Dearth: 
All may be well ; but if God ſort it ſo,, 
"Tis more than we deſerve, or I expect. 
2 Cit. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear; 
You cannot reaſon almoſt with a Man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 
3 Cit Before the days 4 Change, ſtill is it ſo; 
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By a divine inſtinct Mens Minds miſtruſt 
Enſuing Danger; as by proof we ſee 
The Waters well before a boiſt rous Storm; 
But leave it all to God. Whither away; 
2 Cit. we were ſent for to. the Juſtices. 
3 Cir. And fo. was I, I'H bear you Company. [Exe 


SCENE changes io the Court. 


Enter Archo. Vork, the Duke of Vork, the 
: — the Dutcheſs of 8 


Arch, J heard they lay the laſt Night at Northampton, 
At S 5 reſt to Night: 

To-morrow or next day they will be here. 

Dutch, I long with all my Heart to ſee the Prines ; 
J hope he is much grown ſince laſt I aw him. 

Queen. But I hear not; they ſay, my Son of York 
Has almoſt overta'en him in his growth. 

York. Ay, Mother, but I would not have it ſo. 

Dutch. Why, my young Couſin, it is good to grow. 

York. Grandam, one Night as we did fit at Supper, 
My Uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my Brother. Ay, quoth my Uncle Ger, 
Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apace.. 
And ſince, methinks I would not grow fo Ad, 

Becauſe ſweet Flowers are ſlow, and Weeds make haſte. 
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 

In him that did object the fame to thee. 

He was the wretched'it thing when he was young, 

So long a growing, and fo leiſurely, 

That if his Rule were true, he ſhould be gracious. 
York. And ſo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 
Durch. I hope he is, but yet let Mothers: doubt. 
Terk. Now, by my troth, if I had been remembred, 

F could have given my Uncle's Grace a flout 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Dutch. How, my young York ? | 

I pry'thee let me hear it. 

York. Marry, they fay, my. Uncle grew ſo. faſt, 
That he could gnaw a Cruſt at two Hours old ; 
Twas full two. Years ere I could get a Tooth. 
Grandam,. this. would have been a biting Jeſt, 2 


* 
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Dutch. I pry'thee, pretty 7ork, who told thee this? 
Dort. Grandam, his Nurſe. | 

Dutch. His Nurſe ! why ſhe was dead ere thou waſt born, 

York. If *twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 

Queen. A parlous Boy Go to, you are too ſhrewd.. 

Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry with a Child. 
Quern. Pitchers have Ears. $4 oh 
Euter a Meſſenger. , 

Arch. Here comes a Meſfenger : What News? 
Me, Such News, my Lord, as grieves me to report. 
Queen. How doth the Prince ? | | 

Me/{. Well, Madam, and in Health. 

Dutch. What is thy News? 

Me Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray, 

Are lent to Pomfret, with them 

Sir Thomas Vaughan, Priſoners. 
Dutch. Who hath committed them ? 
Meſ. The Mighty Dukes, G/fer and Buckingham: | 
Arch. For what Offence ? ; | 
Meſ. The ſum of all I can, I have diſclos d: 

Why, or for what, the Nobles are committed, 

Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lady, 
Queen. Ah me! I ſee the ruin of my Houſe ;, 

The Tyger now hath ſeiz'd the gentle Hind, 

Inſulting Tyranny begins to jut 5 

Upon the innocent and awleſs Throne; 

Welcome Deſtruction, Blood and Maſſacre, | 

I fee, as in a Map, the end of al}. — 
Dutch. Accurſed and unquiet wrangling Days 

How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; 
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And often up and down my Sons were toſt, 
For me to joy and weep, their gain and los. 
And being ſeated, and dameſtick broils 
Clean over-blown, themſelves, the Conquerors, 7 
Make War upon themſelves, | 
Blood againſt Blood, ſelf againſt ſelf ; O moſt prepoſ”'rous 
And frantick Outrage ! end thy damned Spleen, ö 
Or let me die, to look on Death no more. | 
Queen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary; 
Madam, farewel. i ie 
Dutch. Stay, I will go with you, 
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Queen. You have no _ 
Arch. M ious y, go, 6 
And thither — Treafite and you Goods, 
For my Part, Pl reſign unto your Grace 
The Seal I keep, and ſo betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours: 
Go, I'll conduct you to the Sanctury. [Exeunt. 


——-» 


ACT III. SCENE in London. 


The Trumpets found, Enter Prince of Wales, the Dukes of 
Glouceſter and Buckingham, Archbiſhop with others. 


Buck. Elcome ſweet Prince to London, 
W To your Chamber. 
Ge lcome dear Couſin, my thoughts, Sovereign, 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 
Prin. No, Uncle, but our croſſes on the way 
Have made it tedious, weariſom and heavy. 
I want more Uncles here to welcome me. 
Ge. Sweet Prince, th' untainted Virtue of your Years 
Hath not yet div'd into the World's deceit: 
Nor more can you diſtinguiſh of a Man, 
Than of his outward: ſhew, which God, he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the Heart. 
Thoſe Uncles which you want were dangerous : 
Your Grace attended to their ſugar'd Words, 
But look'd not on the poiſon of their Hearts : 
God keep you. from them, and from ſuch falſe Friends, 
Prince. God keep me from falſe Friends, 
But they were none. LS 
Ow. A Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet vou, 
Enter Lord Mayor, ” 
4 * God bleſs your Grace with Health and Happy 


7 5 I thank-you, good my Lord, and thank you all : | 


I thought my Mother, and my Brother York, 


Would long ere this have met us on the way. 
Fy, what a ſlug is Haſtings, that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come or no. 
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Enter Lord Haſtings. oi 

Buck. And in good time, here comes the ſweating Lord, 
Prince. Welcome, my Lord, what, will our Mother come? Fo- 
Haſt. On what Occaſion God he knows, not I, - 


'The Queen your Mother, and your Brother Terk, Di 
Have taken Sanctuary; the tender Prince | 
Would fain have come with me to meet — Grace, W 
But by his Mother was perforce withhel 

Buck, Fy, what an indirect and peeviſh courſe _ - Sui 


Is this'of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perſuade the 4%, mp wo fend the Duke of York © 
Unto his princely Brother preſently ? M 
If ſhe deny, Lord Heftings, you go with him, A 
And from her jealous Arms pluck bim perſorcte. E 
Arch. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of Vert, 
Anon expect him here; but if ſhe be obdurate oe 
© Intreaties, God forbid . * 
e ſhou'd infringe the holy Privilege g 
Of Sanctuary; not for all this Land 
Would I be guilty of ſo deep a Sin. | 
Buck. You are too ſenſeleſs obſtinate, my Lord, 
Tos ceremonious and traditional. 
gas, is it but with the groſſneſs of this Age, 
You break not Sanctuary, in Rizing him; 
The benefit thereof is always 
To thoſe whoſe dealings have defery'd the Place, 
And thoſe whe have the wit to claim the Place: i 
This Prince hath never claim'd it, nor deferv'd it, 
Therefore, in mine Opmion, cannot have it. 
Then taking him from thence that is not there, 
You break no Privilege nor Charter there: 
Oft have 1 heard of Sanctuary Men, | 
Sanctuary Children, ne'er till now. 
eb. My Lord, you ſhall oer - rule my Mind for onee; 
ET NG s, will you go with me? kW 
— * G m rd. ¶ Zærunt Archbiſhop and Haſtings, 
Good Led 2— the ſpeedy haſte Yung 
27 82 Uncle G er, if our Brother come, | | 
Where ſhall we ſejourn till our Coronation ?- 
Gh. Where it ſeems beſt unto your Royal ſelf, 
„ od CIR doc 
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our Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower : 
hen _ you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fit 
For your beſt Health and Recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower of any Place ; 
Did Julius Cæſar build that Place, my Lord? 
| Buck. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 
Which fide, fucceeding Ages have re-edify'd. 

Prince. Is it upon Record? or elſe reported 
Succeffively from Age to Age he bailt it ? 

Buck. Upon Record, mry gracious Lord. 

Prince. Fur ſay, My Low, it were not Regiſter'd, 
Methinks the Truth fhould live from Age to Age. 
- 'twere Nene to all e 

ven to l all-ending Day. 

'Gh. 80 wit, fo young, they fay do ne'er live long. 
Prince. What fay you, Uncle? | 
G fay, without Characters Fame lives long. 

Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, LA.. 
I moralize two meanings in one Word. 
Prince. That Fulius Ceſar was a famous Man; 

With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 

His wit ſet down to make his Valour hve: 

Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror; 

h not in Life, 


Lord. 
me? 


ry 


III tell you what, my Couſin Buckingham. * 
Buck. What, my gracious Lord ? 8 
Prince. And if I live until I be a Man, 
i Tl win our ancient Right in France again, 


Or die a Soldier; as I liy'd a King. 
Cb. Short Summer lightly has a forward Spring. 
Enter York, Haſtings, and Archbiſtop. 
Buck, Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York. 
Prince. Richard of York, how fares our noble Brother ? 
York. Well, my dear Lord, fo muſt I call you nows.., 


Prince. Ay, Brother, to our Grief, as it is yoursz * © 


Too late he died that might have kept that Title, 

Which by his Death hath loſt much Majefty. 

SG. How fares our Couſin, Noble Lord of York 
Vork. I thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 

You ſaid, that idle Weeds are faſt in growth: 

The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far. 
C. He hath, my Lord. | y . 
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| 0 
York. And therefore is he idle 7 | J 
Cb. Oh my fair Couſin I muſt not ſay ſo. But 
York. Then he is more beholden to you than IJ. rn 


Gh. He may command me as my Sovereign, 

But you have power in me as in a Kinſman. | 
York. I pray you Uncle, give me this Dagger, a 
Gh. My Dagger, little Couſin ? with all my Heart. Mw: 


Prince. A Beggar, Brother? re 
York. Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give, 
And being a Toy it is no grief to give. Bo 


Ol. A greater Gift than that I'll give my Couſin. Ht 
Jerk £ greater Gift ? O, that's the Sword to it. 


gentle Couſin, were it light enough. T. 

Tk 15 then ] ſee-you'll. part but with light Gifts ; A: 

In weighter things you'll ay. a Beggar Nay... | T 
S5. It is too weighty for your. Grace. to wear, V 
Vorl. I weigh it lightly were it heavier. T 


. What, would you have my Weapon, little Loxd ? Fi 
Fort. I would, that 1 e you, as you as me. WW Ir 
Gb. How ? 

York Little. T 
Prince. My Lord of York will ſtill e | 

Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 
York. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me: 

Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and me, 

Becauſe that I am little, like an Ape, | 

He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your Shoulders, 
Buck. With what a ſharp provided Wit he reaſons, 

To mitigate the Scorn he gives his Uncle, | 

He prettily and aptly tzunts himſelf; 

So cunning and ſo young, is wonderful. a 
Obb. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſs along ? 
My ſelf, and my good Couſin Buckingham, 
Will to your Mother, to intreat of her 
meet you at the Towwer, and welcome you. 
Teri. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord ? 
Prince. M y. Lord Protector needs will have it fo. 
Nerk. I ſhall not fleep in quiet at the Tower, 
Gh. Why, what ſhould you fear? 
VNV. Marry, my Uncle Clarence an ' Ghoſt; - 
My Grandam told me, he was marker ter x 


/ / 
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Gh. Nor none that live, I hope. 
Prince. And if they live, I hope I need not fear. 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy Heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 
; | (Exeunt Prince, York, Haſtings, and Dorſet, 
Manent Glouceſter, Buckingham and Cateſby. 
Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York | 
Was not incenſed by his 1ubtle Mother, 
To taunt and {corn you thus opprobriouſſy ? 
Gh. No doubt, no doubt: On, 'tis a parlous Boy, 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 
He is all the Mother's, from the top to toe. 
Buck. Well, let them reſt: Come, Care/by, 
Thou art ſworn, as deeply to effect what we intend, 
'S As cloſely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'ſt our Reaſons urg'd upon the Way, 
What think'ſ thou? is it not an eaiy Matter 
| To make Lord William Haſtings of our Mind, 
d * % For the Inſtalment of this noble Duke? 
nc. In the Seat Royal of this famous Iſle. 
Cateſ. He for his Father's ſake ſo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to ought againſt him. 
Buck What think'ſt thou then of Stanley? Will not he? 
Catęſ. He will do all in all as Haſtings doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more than this: 
Go, gentle Carey, and as it were far off 
Sound thou Lord err 
How he doth ſtand a to our Purpoſe, 
And ſummon: him to Morrow to the Tower, 
To fit about the Coronation. 
If thou doſt find him tractable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our Reaſons : 
If thou be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou ſo too, and fo break off the 'i'alk, 
And give us notice of his Inclination-: 
For we to Morrow hold divided Councils, 
Wherein thy ſelf ſhalt highly be employ d. | 
Glo, Commend me to Lord William; tell him, Cazeſby, 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſaries 
To morrow are let Blood at Pomfret Caſtle, 
And bid my Friend, for joy of this good News 
Give Miſtreſs Shore one gentle Kiſs the more. 


irt. 


Buck. 
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Buck. Good Cate/by, go, effect this Buſineſs ſoundly. 
Cateſ. My good both, with all the heed I can. 
Gh. Shall we hear from you, Catgfty, ere we ſleep ? 
Cateſ. You ſhall, my Lord. 

. Gb. At Crafly Place therg you ſhall find us both. 

Buck. My Lord, | [Exit Cateſby) 
What ſhall we ds if we ive | | | 

Lord Haſtings will not yield to our Complots ? 

Gh. Chop off his Head ; Man, 


Somewhat we will do, 
King, claim thou of me 


And look when I am a 
The Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables — 
Whereof the King my Brother ſtood poſſeſt. 
- Buck. Til claim that promiſe at your Graces's Hand. 
G. And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs, 
Come, let us ſup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeſt our Complots in ſome form. [Excun, 


SCENE befre Lord Haſling's Houſe. 
| Enter a Meſſenger to the Door of Haſtings, - 
38 Meſ. My Lord, my Lord. ' | 
Haß. [within] Who knocks? | ] 
Me/. One from Lord Stanley. | 
Haß. What is't a Clock? 
Me/. Upon the ſtroak of four. | * ] 
Enter Lord Haſtings. N ] 
Haß. Cannot thy Maſter ſleep theſe tedious eee ? 
* Mel. So it appears by what I have to ſa 
 ; Firſt, he cemmends him to your noble Self. 
= 1% 2 Lordſhip, that thi Night | 
= Meſ. Then certifies your at this Ni ; 
| He * the Boar bad raſed olf Its Helm : - 
Beſides, he ſays there are two Councils held; 
And that may be d in d at the one, | 
| 
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Which may make yon and him to rue at th' other. 
Therefore he ſends db know your Lordſhip's pleaſure, 
If you will preſently rake Horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with him towards the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soul divines. | 
Haß. Go, Fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, | 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated Council : 75 
| 8 


of RICHARD III. 
His Honour and my ſelf are at the one, 
And at the other is my good Friend Catefhy, 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof I ſhall not have Intelligence: 
Tell him his Fears are ſhallow ; wanting inſtance ; 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he's ſo fond, 
To truſt the mock*ry of unquiet Slunibers. 
To' fly the Boar, before the Boar purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Boar to follow us, 
And make purſuit where he did mean no chaſe. 
Go, bid thy Maſter riſe and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he fhall fee the Boar will uſe us kindly. 
Mz/. I'll go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay.\ Zæit. 
; | Enter Cateſby. 
Cateſ. Many good morrows to my noble Lord. 
Fant, Haft. Good-morrow Catesby, you are early ſtirring : 
What News, what News in this our tott'ring State ? 
Cateſ. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord; 
And T believe will never ſtand upright, | 
"Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haft. How! wear the Garland? 
Doft thou mean the Crown? 
Cate/. Ay, my good Lord. | 
Haff. I'll have this Crown of mine cut from myShoulders, 
Before I'll ſee the Crown fo foul miſylac'd ; | 
a But canſt thou gueſs, that he doth aim at it? 
| Cateſ. Ay, on my Life, and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his Party, for the gain thereof; 
And thereupon he ſends you this good News, 
That this ſame very Day your Enemies, 
b The Kindred of the Queen, muſt die at Pomfrer. 
Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that News, 
Becauſe they have been ſtill my Adverfaries ; 
But that I'll give my Voice on Richard's Side, 
To bar my Maſter's Heirs in true Deſcent, 
| God knows I will not do it to the Death. 

Cateſ. God keep your Lordſhip in that gracious Mind. 
| Haft. But I ſhall laugh at this a Twelve-month hehce, 
That they who brought me in my Maſter's Hate, | 
I live to look upon their Tragedy. | 
Well, Catesby, ere a Fortnight make me older, 
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ſend ſome packing that yet think not ont. 

Cateſ. Tis 7 vile" Wing to die, my gracious Lord, T 
When Men are unprepar'd and look not for it. 

Haſt. O monſtrous, monſtrous ! and fo falls it out T 
With Rzwvers, Vaughan, Gray ; and fo "twill do 


With ſome Men elſe, who think themſelves as ſafe A 
As thou and I, Who, as thou know it, are dear 
To Princely Richard and to Backingham..” 
Cate/. The Princes both make high account of you 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. Afade. 
Hal. 1 know they do, and I have well deſerv'd it. 
Enter Lord Stanley. 
Come on, come on, where is your Boar-ſpear, Man? 1 
Fear you the Boar, and go ſo unprovided ? C 


Stan. My Lord good-morrow, good-morrow, . 
You may jeſt on, but by the holy Rood, 
I do not like theſe ſeveral Councils, I. y 
Haff. My Lord, I hold my Life as dear as you do yours, f y 
And never in my Days, I do proteſt, 
Was it ſo precious to me as 'tis now; g G 
Think you but that T know our State ſecure, v 
I would be fo triumphant as I am? 
Stan. The Lords at har 14 when they rod from London 1 
Were jocund, and ſuppoſed their States were ſure, 
And they indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt; 
But yet you ſee how ſoon the Day o'er-caft. ( 
This ſudden ſtab of Rancor, I miſdoubt, 
Pray God, I ſay, I prove a needleſs Coward. 
What; ſhall we toward the Tower ? the ih is ſpent. 
Haff. Come, come, have with you: 
Wot ye what, my Cord? 
To day, the Lords you talk of, are beheaded. 
Stan. They, for their Truth, might better wear their Heads, 
Than ſome that have accus'd them wear their Hats. 
But come, my Lord, away. 
Enter a Purſuivant. 
Haſt. Go on before, I'll talk with this good Fellow. 
[Exeunt Lord Stanley and Cateſby. 
How now, Sirrah ? how goes the World with thee ? 
Purl. The better, that your Lordſhip pleaſe to taſk. 
Haſt. I tell thee, Man, *tis better with me now, 
Than when thou met it me laſt where now we meet; 


Then 


< 
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Then was I going Priſoner to the Tower, 
By the Suggeſtion of the Queen's Allies. 
But now I tell thee, keep it to thy elf, 
This Day thoſe Enemies are put to Death, 
And J in better State than &er I was. | 
Purſ. God hold it to your Honour's good 8 
Haſt. Gramercy Fellow ; there drink that for me. 
[Throws bim his Purſe. 
Purſ. I thank your Honour. LE. Purſurvant. 
Enter a Prieft. 
Priefe. Well met, my Lord, Iam glad to ſee your Honour. 
Haſt. 1 thank thee, good Sir Tabu, with all wy Heart, 
I. am in your debt for your laſt Exerciſe ; 
3, Come che next Sabbath, and I will content you. He ufer. 
5 Enter Buckin 
| Buck: What, talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberlain * 
Your Friends at Pomf+et, they do need the Prieſt, : 
T5, if Your Honour hath no ſhriving work in hand. 
Hat. Good faith, and when I met this holy Man, 
The Men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower? 
Bnck. I do, my Lord, but long I ſhall not ſlay : :- 
don I ſhall return before your Lordſhip thenee. 
Haß. Nay, like enough, for I ſtay Dinner there. 
Buek. And Supper too, altho thou know'ſt it not. ¶ Hide. 
Come, will you go ? | 
Haff. Til wait upon your Lordſhip. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Pomfret Caft/e. 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with Helherds, carryi 
Rivers, Lord Rich. Gray. and Sir Tho. n 


ds, Rat. Come, bring forth the Priſoners. 
| Riv. Sir Richard Ratclif, let me tell you this, 
To day ſhalt thou behold a Subject die | 
For r INN for. Duty, and for Loyalty. 
W. Gray. God keep the Prince from all the pack 1 you; 
y. A Knot you are ef damned Blood-luckers, 
Vawh. You live that ſhall cry wo for this hereafter. 
Rat. Diſpatch, the limit of your Lives is out. 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody Priſon ! 
Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers. | 
en 8 | C N Withia 
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Within the * cloſure of thy Walls 
Richard the Second here was hackt to Death n 
And for more ſlander to thy diſmal Seat. 
We give to thee our guiltleſs Blood to drink. 
Gray. Now Mang ret's Curſe is ſall'n upon our Heads, 
When ſhe exclaim'd on Haftings, you and IJ, 
For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd her . 
Fig. Then cuts d the Richard. eu 
Curs'd ſhe Buclingbam, . | LEA 
Then curs'd ſhe: Haſtings. 2 God, 
To hear her Prayer ſor them, as now for us 
As for my Siſter and her Princely Sons, | +4 
Be ſatisfy d, dear God, with our true Blood, 
Which, as thou know ſt, unjuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 
rar. Make haſte, the hour of Death is now expir's. 
ib. Come Gray, come Vangban, let us all embrace ; 
Farewel, until we meet again in Heavn Lean, 


8 CE N E, The Tower. 


Enter Buckingha Stanley, Haſtings, P56 1 a 
Cateſpy, Lovel, with others at a Tall,” Er 


Ha. Now, Noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met 
Is to determine of the Coronat ion: 
1 In God's Name ſpeak, when is the Royal Day ? 
+ Buck. Are all things ready for that Royal time? 
Stan. They are, and want but Nomination. 
EY. To Merrow then I judge a happy Day. 
Buck. Who knows the Lord Protector's Mind herein ? 
| Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? 
| | ——_ Grace, we th. k, ſhould ſooneſt know his 
{ ii «3 . 1 in 
= Bua. We know each. athers Faces ; for our Hearts 
| | "Hg knows no more of mine than I of yours; - . 
= ' Nor Lef his, my Lord, than you of mine 
| Lord Haſtings,. you and he are near in Love. ., 
; Haſt. I thank his Grace, F 
But ſor his purpoſe in the Coronation, 
T have not ſounded lim, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein: 0 
1 But you, my noble Lord, may. name the tim. 
t And in the Puke's behalf I'll give my Voice, + 
Which ] preſume he'll take in — 
M « 7 Ur, 


- 


# 
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I mean your Voice 
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Euter Glouceſter. 
py time here comes the Duke himſelf. 


ES: My 2 Lords and Couſins all, good morrow : 
I have been long a fleeper ; but I truſt. 


My abſence doth neglect no great deſign, 


Which by my preſence might have been concluded. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your Cue, my Lord, 
William Lord —_— had pronounc'd your part, 
r crowning" of the King. 
Gh. Than my Lord Haſtings no Man might be bolder, 
His Lordſhip knews me well; and loves me well. 
My Lord of Eg, when I was Jaſt in Helbourn, 
I ſaw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
I do beſeech you ſend for ſome of them. 
Eh. Marry, and will, _ Eord, with all my Heart. 
[Exit Ely. 
cn Couſin of Buck when, a word with 
Catesby hath founded Haſtings in our Buſineſs, - 
And finds the teſty Gentleman fo hot, 
That he will loſe his Head ere give conſent 
His Maſter's Son, as worſhipfully he terms it, 
Shall loſe the Royalty of England's Throne. ] 
Buck. Withdraw your ſelf a while, I'll go with you. 
[Exeunt Glo. and Buck. 
Stan. We have not yet ſet down this Day of Triumph : 
To Morrow, in my Judgment, is too ſudden, f 
For I my ſelf am not ſo well provided, - — + 
As elſe 1 would be were the Bay prolong'd. 
Re>Enter Biſhop of Ely. 
Eh. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Gheefter ? 
I have ſent for theſe Strawberries. (ing, 
Haff. His Grace looks chearfully and ſmooth this Morn- 
There's ſome Conceit or other likes him well 
When that he, bids Good-morrow with fuch Spirit. 
I think there's ne'er a Man in Chriſtendom 
Can leſſer hide his Love or Hate than he, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart. 
Stan. What of his Heart 3 vou in his Face, 
By any likelihood heſhew'd to Day ? 
Haff. Marry, that with no Man here dei is offended: 
For were he, rat it in ene 


* > 7 
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— Ne. Enter Gloceſter and Buckingham. 
G. 1 pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 
- That do conipire my Death with deviliſh Plos 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have'prevailed _ 
my Body, wick their helliſh Charms. 


Haft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, 


Makes me moſt forward in this Princely preſence, 

To doom th' Offenders, whoſoe'er they be: an 

I ſay, my Lord, they have deſerved Death. 4 
61. Then be your Eyes the witneſs of reit Evil, 

Look how I am bewitch'd ;-behold mine Arm 

Is like a blaſted Sapling wither'd up: | 

And this is Edward's' Wife, that — Witch 

Conſorted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, | 


That by their Wirchenaſt thus have marked me. 
Haft. If they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord 


Gh. If} thou Protector of this damned Stumpet, th = 
-'Talk*ſt thou to me of Ifs ? thou art a Traitor | 


Off with his Head now by Saint Paul I ehen 


I will not dine until I fee the ſame. 1 1157 


Lovel and Catesby, look that it be done: dal 


The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. — 
Manent Lovel and Catesby, wvith the Lord Haſtings. 
Haft. Wo, wo foriEngland, not a whit for wh ; 

For 1, too fond, might have prevented this 

EAT dream the Roar did raſe a Helms, | 

id ſcorn it, and diſdain to fly; \ 

Three times to day my Foot cloth Horte did aunble, 

And ſtarted when he look'd upon the . 1 

As loch o bene mg 50 f hter-houſe. W 

O now I need the Prieſt that — to me: wy pes 

I now repent, I told the Purſaivant, 

As tao triumphing, how mine Enemies 

To Gary i ret bloodily were butcher d, | 

And th 55 ſelf ſecure in Grace and Favour. Was; 

Oh: Margaret, Margaret, now thy henvy Curſe 1 

Is liches on poor Haſtings" wretched: Head. Dae 
Cate. Come, come, diſpateh, the Duke would be at 


Make a ſhort Shriſt, he Jongs to ſee your Head. 


Haß. O momentary Grace of mortal Men. 


Which we more hunt for, than the Grace of AT x 1 


Who bald hie Lope in * of FR! fair Looks, 


; TY las > Lives 
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Lives like a drunken Sailor on a Maſt. 
Ready with ev'ry nod to tumble doommm |, 14 ; 
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 90 
Lov. Come, come, diſpatch, tis hocink to Schi 
Haft. Oh bloody Kichard, miſerable England, + 
I propheſie the fearful't time to the 
That ever wretched Age hath look'd upon. b Tf 
Come, lead me to the Block, bear him my Head: 
They ſmile at me who ſhortly ſhall be 2 | (Extent. 


Enter Glouceſter aad Buckingham in 8 Amur, 0. 
G 2 dale gr sup Nef 
Gb. Come, Couſin; 1 
Can'ſt thou quake and chanpenbiy Ae e. PYRO T1) 
Murther thy Breath in middle of — (£290 L 
And then again begin, and ſtop a Ter An 
As if thou wert diſtraught and uch Terror! Nn 1 
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tra gedian, 
Speak, and look back, ànd pry on every de, 
Tremble and ſtart at wagging of a Strass 
Intending deep Suſpicion, ghaſtiy Looks 
Are at my Service, like enforced Smiles? 
And both are ready in their Offices 
At any time, to grace my Stratagems. | 
Sh. Here comgs«the Mayor. 265 
Buck. —— him. Lond Mayor, * 
Enter the Lord Mayor attended. Prowler 
Ch. Look-to'the Draw bridge there. mann 
Buck. Hark, a Drum. TOPS f 
Gb. Catesby, oerlook the Walls. 
Buck. Lord Mayor, the reaſon we have ſent——— ' 
Gh.. Look back, defend thee, here are Enemies. 
Buck. God and our Innocency defend and guard us. 


© Enter Lovel and Catesby ith Haſtings Head. "RN 
Gh. Be patient, they are Friends; Catesby and Loved. 
Low. Here is the Head of that ignoble Trait, | 


The dangerous and unſuſpected Haſtings, 
G. So dear I lov'd the Man that I mult Wt: 


—. 


I took him for the plaineſt harmleſs Creature 5 
That breath 'd upon the Earth, a Chriſtian: 1 
Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded _. . + # 


Ts, g of all ber fecret Thoughts; 5 
C 3 So 
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So ſmooth he daud'd his Vice with ſhew of Virtue, 
That (his apparent open Guilt omitted, 
I mean his Converſation with $Shore's Wie) 
He liv'd from all attainder of ſuſpect. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'ſt Deer Traitor 
Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 
Weret not, that by great preſervation 
We live to tell it, fo the ſubtle Traitor 
This Day had plotted, in the Council-houſe, 
To murther me and good Bl of Gho'fter, 
Mayor. What! he ſo? 
Cb. What! think you we are Turks op Inkdels Ee. 

Or that we would, againſt the ſorm of Law, 
Proceed thus raſhly to the Villain's Death, 
- But that the extream peril of the Caſe, 
The Peace of Zng/and, and our Toons Safety. 
Enforc'd us to this Ex 1 555 

. Now, fair Befal you, be deſerv'd bis death, 2 

And your good Graces both have well Troceeded, : 
To warn falſe Traltors from the like Attempts. - | | 
I never look'd for better at his Hands. 
| After he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore: ., © 
- Buck. Yet had not we determin'd he ſhould 4. 
Until your Lordſhip came to ſee his end, 

Which now the loving hafte of theſe our Friends, - 
Something againſt our meaning bath prevented; A 
Becauſe, my Lord, we would have had you heard 
The Traitor ſpeak, and-tim'rouſly confeſs _ _ . 

The manner and the purpoſe of his Treaſons: _ - 

That you might well ak nify'd the ſame . 

Uto the Citizens, who haply may 12 
Miſconſtrue us in him, and wail his Death. 2 veel 

| Mayor. But, my good Lord, your Grace's W Mall 

As well as I 3 and heard him ſpeak : ; 


r 4a a2 


And do not doubt, right Noble Printes A 
But I'll acquaint our duteous Citizens, . 
With all your juſt Proceedings in this Caſe, 
Sb. And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip hong 
the Cenſures of the carping World, © © 


©" Buck. But ſince you come too late of our intent: 

Vet witneſs ice you hear we did intend : 
FRE, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. N 
66. 


— 
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b. Go aſter, after, Couſin Bucki hat. * | 
The Mayor towards Gaila- Hall hies him in all e 5 
There, at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 1 L 
Infer the Baſtardy of Eur Children, | A631 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Only for ſaying he would make his Son 

Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houſe, 

Which by the Sign thereof was termed ſo. 

Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, 

And beſtial appetite in change of Luſt, 

Which ſtretch d unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives, 
Ev'n where his ranging Eye, or ſavage Heart, _ * 
Without controul, luſted to make a Prey. 


Nay, for a need, thus far come near my Perſon: 


Tell them, when that my Mother went with Chiid 
Of that inſatiate Zdzvard, "Noble Park, 

My Princely Father then had Wars in France, 
And by juſt Computation of the Time, 


bo 


Found that the Iſſue was not his begot + 


Which well appeared in his Linea ments 5 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father: 
Yet touch this ſparingly as twere far off, 
Becauſe, .my Lord, you know my Mother lives. © 
Bnck. Doubt not, Lord, III play the „ ra A 
As if the Golden'Fge, he which I picad, + | N 
Were for my ſelf; am ſo, my Bord, adieu. d 
Gh. If you chrive well, bring them to bee Call, 
Where you ſhalffind me; well accompanied ' - i 


With reverend Fathers, and well learned Biſhops. 


Buck. I go, and towards three or four a clock 


| Look for. the News that the Gxi/d-Hall affords. 


xit Buckingham, 
0b Go, Towel, with all f or Shaw, | 


Go thou to Friar. Pexker, them fry e \ 


Meet me Within this hour at Baynard's Caſtle. 
[Exeunt. Lov. e 


No- will I go to take ſome privy Order 


To draw the Brats of Clarence out of ſight, | "a 
And to give order, that no ſort of Perſon ett 


Have any time recourſe unto the Princes. 2 (Ert. 


Enter # Scriventr. 


2 Here is the Indictment ofthe good Lord 2 
2 8 
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Which in a ſet Hand fairly is engroſs'd.., 
That it may be to Day rezd ofer in Paus, * 
And mark how Well the ſequel hangs together : 2 8 
Eleven hours I have ſpent to write it r 
For yeſternight by Cacgiby was it ſent me, | 
The Precedent was full as Jong a daing, G 
And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings liv d, 
Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. _ . 

Here's a good World the while ; "who | is 4 Wen: 
That cannot ſee this palpable Device; . { 
Yet who ſo bold, but ſays, he ſees i it not? 

Bad is the World, and zl will come to nought, 
When ſuch ill deafin gs mult be ſeen in thought, Exit. 
Enter Glouceſter . Buckingham at ſeveral Doors. 
Gh. How tow, how now, what fay the Citizens ? 

Buck. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mum, ſay nct a word. 

Ob. Fouch'd'youthe Baſtardy of Edzward's Children? 
Buck. I did, wich his Contract with, Lady <a 

- Ard his Contract by Deputy in Franc, p 
Th' unfatiate greedineſs of his Deſire, _, _ 

And his enforcement of the City Wives; 


His Tyranny for 'Triftes, his own Baftardy, F 
As being got,” your Father then in France, - | 
And his reſemblance, being not like the Duke. 

Withal, I did infer your Lineaments, _ is 


"Being the right Idea of your Father, 8 
Both in your Ferm and nobleneſs of Wea: * .. 
Laid open all your Victories in Scotland, _ 1 
Your Diſeipline in War, Wiiecm in Peace, 
Vour Bounty, Virtue, fair Humility : 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the Purpoſe. 
Untouch'd or flightly handled in Diſcourſe. - 
And when my Gratory grew toward end, 

I bid them that did love their Country's good, * 

Cry. God fave Rithard, England's Royal King. 

Gh. And did they fo ? 
Buck. No, fo God help me, they ſpake not a Word, 
But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, 

Star d each on other, and look d deadly pale: ed 
Which when I faw, I reprehended them, | 
And 26d the Moor, what meant this mg filence A 


Vs 
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His anſwer was, the People were not "uſed 
To be ſpoke to, except by the Recorder, 4 
Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale P 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath ny inferr'd, 
But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himfelf, | 
When he had done, ſome Followers of mine own, 
At lower end o'th' Hall, hurl'd up their Caps, 
And fome ten Voices cry'd,: God fave King We, | 
And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few 1-115; 5 
Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, "I. 
This general applauſe, and chearful Shout. 
Argues your Wiſdom, and your love to. Richard : 
And even here brake off and came away. 

- Glo; What Tongue-leſs : Blocks were they ? 
Would they not ſpeak ? 
Will not the 3 then and his Brethren come? 

Buck. The Mayor. is here at hand; intend ſome fear, 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit; _ - 
And look you' get a Prayer-Book in your Hand. 
And ſtand between two Churchmen, good and, Lord, 

For on that ground I'll build a holy 1 
And be not eaſily won to our Requeſts, Were 
Play the Maid's part, ſtill anſwer, nay, and Ae | 

Gh. I go: And if you plead as 08 them, 
As I can ſay nay to thee, for my ſelf, | 4) 
No doubt/we bring it to a happy. ine. Bait Glo. 

Buck. Go, gogup to the 8, the Lord Mayor knocks. 

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. _ 
Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, L 
1 think the Duke will not be {poke withal.._ 
Ener Catesby. 

Buck. Cateiby, What ſays your Lord to a 7 

Cate/. He doth intreat your Grace, my noble 
To viſit him to Morrow, or next Day; 1 
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 2 
Divinely bent to Meditation, * ad \ 
And in no worldly Suits would he be moy d, „ e 
To draw him from his holy Exerciſe, 

Buck, Return; good Catesby,:;to "ber 8 5 
Tell him, my Telf, the Mayor and Aldermen, .. -. 
In deep Deſigns, | in matter of great Moment. 1 
No leſs ee * our rer Good, - | 

„ll. Cs --» Are 


* 
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Are ceme to Was eee his Grace... Þ 
Catel. I'll ſigniſie fo much unto him ſtraight. [Exi7. 
Buck. Ah, ah, my Lord, this Prince is not an Edward, | 

He is not lulling on a lewũd Love- Bed. — . 

But on his Knees at Meditation: 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtezans, 

But meditating with two deep Divines: 

Not ſleeping, te en his idle Body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful Soul. - 

Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince 

e on his Grace the Sovereignty thereof, 

But ſure I fear we ſhall not win him to it. 

Mayor. Marry, God ſhield his Grace ſhould ay us nay; 
Buck I fear he will; here Carey comes * | 

| Eau Cateſby. 

Now Cate „ what fays'his Grace? 

Cate:by. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled 

Such Troops of Citizens to come to him 

His Grace not being warn'd thereof before: 
He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to .- pid 
Buck, Sorry I am, my noble Couſin. ſhould. 
Suſpect me, that I mean no good to him: 
By Heav'n, we come to him in perfect Love, 
And ſo once more return, and tell his Grade. ¶ Exit. Catef. 
When holy and devout religious Men 

Are at their Beads, tis hard to draw them thence, 

So ſweet is zealous Contemplation. 

Enter Glouceſter above, between two Biſhops. Onteſ. e. 
Mayor. See where his Grace ſtands tween twoClergymen. 
Buck. 'T'wo Props of Virtue, ſor a Chriſtian — 

To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity : A 

And fee a Book of Prayer in his Hand, 4 

True Ornaments to know a holy Man. | 

Famous Piautagenet, moſt gracious Prince, fo 

Lend favourable Ear to our requeſts, 225 426k 

And pardon us the interruption | by N 

Of thy Devotion and right Chriſtian Zeal. IG 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apotogy x P? 

I do beſeech your Grace to parden mem 

Who earneſt in the Service of my God, 5 = 1 

Defer'd the Vifitation of my Friends. 

But leaving this, what is your Grace $ late! 
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Buck. Evin that, 1 hope, which pleaſeth God _ 
And all good Men, of this ungovern'd Iſle. 0 - 
Glo. I do ſuſpect I have done ſome. offence, 
That ſeems diſgracious in the City's Eye. 
And that you come to reprehend my 8 
Buck. You have, my * 17 
Would it might pleaſe your Grace, 2 
On our entreaties to amend your Fault. . 
Gb. Elſe „ breathe T in a Chriſtian Land, 
Buck, Know then, it is Fault that you IG. - 
The Supream Seat, the . Majeſtical, | 
The Sceptred Office of your Anceſtors, | 
1 Your State of Fortune, and your due of Birth, 
» The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houſe, . 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd Stock ; 
While in the mildneſs of your fleepy 1 
Which here we waken to our Country's good, 
1 The noble Iſle doth want her proper Limbs : 
Her face defac'd with fkars of. Infam | 
Her Royal Stock graft with ignoble Pune, | 
And almoſt ſhoulder'd in the ſwallowing Gulf 
Cf dark Forgetfulneſs, and deep Oblivion, 
Which, tore-cure, we heartily ſollicit 
: Your gracious ſelf to take on you the charge 
- And kingly Government of thia your Land: 
Not as Protector, Steward, Subſtitute, 
Or lowly Factor for another's gain; 
| But as ſucceſſively, from Blood to Blood, 
; Your right of Birth, your Empery, your own. 
| For this, conſorted With the Citizens, 
Vour very worſhipful and loving Friends, 
And by their vehement Inſtigation, 
In this juſt Suit come I to move your Grace. 
Gh. I cannot tell, if to depart in . 
Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, 
Beſt fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 
For not to 2 you might haply think 
Tongue gue N Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the Golden Yeak of Sovereignty, 
Which fondly you would here impoſe on me. 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 
Sa ſeaſon d wh your faithful Love to me, 
Naa 


* 


Nn 
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Then, on the other fide; I check'd my Friends, 
Therefore to NSA and to avoid the firſt, 
Ard then in ſpeaking not incur the laſt, | 
Definitively thus I anfwer you, 
Your love deferves my hands but my deler 
Unmeritable, ſuns your high requeſt. 
„ Firſt, if all obſtacles were cut away, 
And that my Path were even to the Crown, 
As the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth; 
Vet ſo much is my poverty of Spirit, 7 
80 mighty, and ſo many my Defefts, N * — 
That I would rather hide me from my greatneſs, 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea; 
Than in my Greatneſs covet to be hid, 
And in the Vapour of my Glory mother d. 
But God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to help you, were there need: 
The Royal Tree hath left ue Royal Fruit, 
Which mellow'd by the ſtea lin — of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Majeſt, : 
And make us, doubtleſs, by his Reign. 
On him I lay what you Hon. : lay on me, 
The Right afid *Fortune of his happy Stars, 
Which God defend that I ſhould wring from him. 
Buck. My Lord, this argues Conſcience in your * 
But the reſpects thereof are nice and trivial, | 
All Circumſtances well conſider C. 
Vou ſay that'Fdwerd is your Brother Son, 
So ſay we too, but not by Edward's Wiſe: 
For firſt was he contract to Lady Lucy. 
Your Mother lives a Witneſs to that Vow, 
And afterward'by Subſtitute betroth'd _ f 
To Bona, Siſter tothe King of Fance. 
- Theſe both put off, a poor Petitioner, -' 
Aare craa d Mother of a many Children, 
A Beauty- waining, and diſtreſſed Widow, 5 
Ev'n in the Afternoon of her beſt Days, N — 
- Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 
© - Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his Thoughts, 2 
To baſe Declenſion, and loath'd Bigamy. 1 TH. 
This £ in his unlawful Bed, he got - 
Edwerd, whom, our Manners call tho Prince. 
224 ore 
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More bitterly could I expoſtulate, * 
Save wy reverence. of uns BW: 05 cr 1h dT 
J give a fparing limit to my Ton 3 ey . 
Then, good my Lord, take to 25 Royal Sell AT. 
This proffer'd benefit of Digniry 7: o 
If not to bleſs us, and the Land withal, | 
Yet to draw forth your noble Anceſtry, 
From the corruption of abuſing time, of 
Unto a lineal true derived Courſe. 
Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you. 
Buck. Refuſe not, mighty Lord, this proffer'd Love. 
Cate. O make them joyful, grant their lawful Suit. 
Gh. Alas, why would you heap theſe Cares on me ? 
I am unfit for State and Majeſty : 8 
I do beſeech you take it not amiſs, r 
I cannot, nor I will not yield to you, 7) 30H 
Buck.. If you refuſe it, as in Iove and al, i bak.” 
Loath to depoſe the Child your Brother's Son,. 
As well we know your Tenderneſs of Heart. 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, 1. 
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, nk 
And equally indeed to all Eſtates: - FI. 
Yet know, whe'r yeu accept our Suit, or ney. Aar 
Your Brothet's Son ſhall never reign our King, 0 
For we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 


To the diſgrace and down- fall of your Houſe: N 
And in this reſolution here we leave ou. 
Come, Citizens, we will intreat you more. Exe. 

Cate/. Call him again, ſweet Prince, accept their Suit“: 
If. you deny them, all the Land will rue it. 
Gh. Will you enforce me to a World of Cares 2 
Call them again, I am not made of Stone, 2: DAA 
But penetrable to your kind Intreatie es 
Albeit againſt my Conſcience and my Soul. 11 
Re. 2 Buckingham and the af. AT 


Couſin of Buckingham, and ſage, grave Men,» + A. 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back 
To bear her Burthen, whether I will or ney. {14 
I muſt haye patience to endure. the Load: Mew. 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac'd. — L 
Attend the ſequel of your Impoſition, | FT: 
Your meer enforcement ſhall acquittance ne 


62 Woe L ife bn Death 
8 7 N * and ſtains thereof 
For 0 ow, and you may partly ſee, 

How far I am Rus the ehre of he. 1 | 
Mayor. God bleſs your Grace, we ſee it, and will fay i it. 
Gb. In faying ſo, you ſhall but fay the truth, 

" Buck. Then F falute you with this Royal Title, 
Long live King Richard, England's worthy King. 

All. Amen. 
| Buck. To-morrow may it pleaſe yon to be Crown'd. 
b. Ev'n whettyou pleaſe, for you will have it fo. 

. Buck. To-Morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And ſo moſt joyfully we take our leave. 

2. Come, let us to our holy Work again, 

Farewel my Couſin, farewel gentle Friends. [Exe. 
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Ac IV. 8 CENE RE Tower. 


Eater the Queen, Dutcheſs of York, and A 17 Dor- 
ſet,” at one Door; Anne Dutcheſs of Glouceſter,  _— 
Clarence's young n at we other, - 


Dutch: V 7 H o meets us dare ? 
My Niece Plantagenet, 
Led in the Hand of her kind Aunt. of Cher 
Now, for my Life, ſhe's wandring to the Tower, - 
On pure Heart's Love, to greet the tender Princes. 
Daughter, well met. | 
Ame. God give your Graces both a happy 
43 a joyful time of Day. 
Auen. Siſter, well met; whither away fo faſt? 
Anne. No. farther than the Tower, and as I guets, 
Upon the like devotion as your ſelves, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. | 
Lueen. Kind Sitter thanks, we'll enter all erde. 
And in good time, time, here che Lieutenant comet 
Maſter Lieutenant, 322 by your leave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of ? 


Lien. Right well, dear ; 8 your Patience, £ 


of Ricnand nm. „ 


I may not ſuffer you to viſit them 
The King hath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary. 

Queen. The King ? who's that; 

Lieu. I mean the Lord Protector. 

Queen. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath he ſet bounds between their love, and me?) | 
I am their Mother, who ſhall bar me from then ? - 

Dutch. T am their Father's Mother, I wilf ſee them. 

Anne. Their Aunt I am in law, in love their Mother: 
Then bring me to their Sights, Pit bear thy blame, 
And' take thy Office from thee, on my Peril. 

Lieu. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo: 

Iam bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. [ Exit. Lins 
Enter Stanley. 
Stan. Let me but meet you, Ladies, one hour hence, 
And I'll ſalute your Grace of York as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come, Madam, you muſt ſtraight to Weftminſter, 
There to be Crowned Richard's Royal Queen. 
Queen. Ah, eat my Lace aſunder, 
That my pent Heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 
Or elſe I ſwoon with this-dead-killing News | 

Anne. Deſpightful tidings, O unpleaſing News! 

Dor/. Be of good Chear; Mether, how fares yourGrace, 

Queen. O Darfet, ſpeak not to me, get thee hence 
Death and Deſtruction dog thee at thy Heels, 

Thy Mother's Name is ominous to- Children. 

If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, go croſs the Seas, 

And live with Richmond, from the reach-of Hell, 

Go hye thee, hye thee from this Slaughter-houſe, _ 
Left thou increaſe the number of the dead. ; 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's — 

Nor Mother, Wife, nor Euglands counted 
$:ar. Full of wiſe Care is this your. Counſet,) +7: an 
Take all the ſwift advantage of the time; | 

You ſhall have Letters from me to my Son, 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way: 
Be not ta'en-tardy by unwiſe delay. "36: i 

Dutch. O ill difperſing Wind of Miſery, _ 7? 
O my accurſed Womb, the Bed of Death,» 178 2 
A — haſt thou hatch'd to the World, 
Whoſe unavoided Eye is Murtherous. 


it. 
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Stan; 
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Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all haſte was ſent. 
Anne. And I with all unwillingneſs will go. - 
0 would to God, chat the incluſive Verge 
Of Golden Metal, that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red-hot Steel, to ſear me to the Brains. 415 
Anointed let me be with deadly Venom. 
And die ere Men can ſay, God fave the on. 
teen. Go, go, poor Soul, I envy not y Glory, 
To feed my Humour wiſh thy ſelf no harm. | 
Arnt. No why ? When he that is my Huſband now, 
Came to me, as 1 follow'd* Henrys Coarſe: © 
When ſcarce the Blood was well waſh'd from his N- f 
Which iſſued from my other Angel Huſband, 
And that dear Saint, which then 1 weeping e . 
O when, I fay, I look d on Richard's Face, 27 
This was my Wiſn; Be thou, quoth I, accurſt, 
For making me, ſo young; ſoold a Widow : 
et 


And when thou wed'ſt, let Sorrow haunt thy 158 * 
And be thy Wiſe, if any be ſo mad, | E POW 
More miſerable, by the Liſe of the, ö 


Than thou haſt made me, by my dear Lord's Death, 
Lo, ere I can repeat this Curle again,” N 
Within ſo ſmall a time, my Woman's Heart 
Groſsly grew captive to his Honey words, 
And prov'd the ſubject of mine own Soul's Curſe ; 
Which ever ſince hath held mine Eyes 2 reſt; 
For never yet one hour in his Bec 

Did I enjoy the golden Dew of 8 

But with his timorous Dreams was ane awake" TY 

Beſides, he hates me for my Father Warwick, 

And will, no doubt, ſhortly be rid of mme. 
Qucen. Poor Heart, adieu, I pity thy complaining. I 
Anne. No more than with my Soul I mourn for * 
Dorſ. Farewel; thou woful welcomer of Glory. 
Anne. Adieu, poor Soul, that tak'ſt thy leave of it. 
Dutch. Go _ wo Richmond, and . Fortune 

D:0Sheey , {fo Dorſet. 

Go thou to Richard, and good: A ngels tend . To 2 

Go thou to Sanduary, ”m_ Thooghts Point 


[To the 4 Der. 
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And each Hours joy wrack'd with a Week of Teen. 
Queen. Stay, yet look back, with me, unto the Tower. 
Pity, you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes, | | 
Whom Envy. hath immur'd within your Walls ; 4, 
Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, 4 


Rude ragged Nurſe, old ſullen Play- fellow. m 
For tender Princes; uſe my Babies well 3; ; _ 
So fooliſh en bids your Stones fare wel. [Cæe. 


SCENE changes to the Court, 


* of Trumpets. Enter Glouceſter as King, Ducking 
ham, Cateſp yy. 
* Rich. Stand all apart Couſin of Puckinghane= 
Buck. My gracious Sovereign. 
X. Rich. Give me thy Hand. Thin kigh by thy advice, 

And thy aſſiſtance, is King Richardſeated : 

But ſhall we wear theſe Glories for a Day ? - 

Or ſha!l they laſt; and we rejoice in them? -, 92 
Buck. Still live they,:and for ever let them u. d. ARK 
K. Rich. Ah Buckingham, now do I play the Tel. | 

To try if thou be current Gold indeed: 

Young Edward — ous what I would ſpeaks. | 
Buck, Say on, | 
X. Rich. Why, jy Sort ucking — " ay 1 would be King. 
Buck Why fo you are, my thrice. renowned Liege. 
X. Rich, Hal am I king? mann — 
Buck. True, noble Paince. 

K. Rich. O bitter Conſe e |! 1 | 

That Edward (till ſhould live — tree noble Prince. | 

Couſin, thou wert not wont to be ſo dull. 

Shall I be plain? I wiſh the Baſtards dead, | 

And-I. would have it ſuddenly perform'd. C 

What ſay'ſt thou now? ſpeak Eadenly, b de brief. N. 7 
Bucl. Vour Grace may do your Pleaſure. 

X. Riab. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy Kindneſs freene : 

Say, have I thy conſent, that they ſhall die? , 
Buck. Give me ſome breath, ſome little pauſe, akon, 

Before I poſitively ſpeak in this: 

Iwill — — your Grace immediately. [ExitBuckingham. 
2 The King is angry, ſee he gnaws his Lip. 

Rich. I will converſe with Iron-witted. _— 


Au anheb e Boys; none are for me, 
A 


&> - 


That 
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That look into me with conſiderate Eyes, 
: 1 Buckingham grows circumſpect. 


Ys 
Page. My Lord. 


K. Rich. Know'ſt thou not any, whom comping Gold 


Would tempt unto a cloſe exploit of Death? 
„ I know a diſcontented Gentleman, 
e humble means match not his haughty Spirit: 

Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

EK. Rich. What is his Name ? 

Pag. His Name, my Lord, is Tirrel. - 

K. Rich. I partly know the Man ; go call him hither 


Sams Bey. 


| revolving witty Buckingham, 
No more ſhall be the Neighbour to my Counſels. 
Hath he fo long held out with me uptir'd, 
And ſtops he now for Breath ?- Well, be it ſo. 
Enter Stanley. 
How: now, Lord Sranley, what's the News? 
Stan. My Lord, the Marquis Dorſet, 
As I hear, is fled to Richmond, 
In the Parts where he abides. 
. Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumour it PESEY 
That Anne my Wiſe, is Sick and like to die. 
I will take order for her keeping cloſe. 
2 uire me out ſome mean born Gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence Daughter: 
The Boy is fooliſh, and I fear not — | 
Look how thon dreamt——I ſay <4 og . 
That Anme m y Queen is ſick, — Ie de 
About it ; for i it ſtands me much upon 
To ſtop all hopes, whoſe growth may damage me. 
I muſt be married to my Brother's Daughter, 
Or elſe my Kingdom ſtands on brittle Glaſs : 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gain. But I am in . 
So far in Blood, that Sin will pluck 2 SA 
Tear--falling Pity dwells not in this TION iS 9 4 


Enter Tirrel. Kd 4 
Is thy Tirrel? 
Tir. James me, and your moſt — 
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K. Rich. Art thou indeed? [He takes him afide. 
Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 2 
K. Rich, Dar'ſt thou reſolve to kill a Friend of mane ? 
Tir. Pleaſe you: 

J had rather kill two Enemies. n 
. Rich. Why then thou haſt it; two deep Enemies, 

Foes to my Reſt, and my ſweet ſleep's diſturbers, 

Are they that I would have thee deal upon; 

Tirrel, I mean thoſe Baſtards in the Tower. 

Tir. Let me have open means to come to them, 

And ſoon T'll rid you from the fear of them. 

K. Rich. Thou fing' ſweet Muſick : 

Hark, come hither Trrrel, * 

Go by this token; rife, and lend thine Ear, [Whiſpers. 

There is no more but ſo; ſay it is done, 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. | 
Tir, I will diſpatch it ſtraight. | [Zx1t. 

© Renter Buckingham. walls 
Back. My Lord, I have conſidered in my mind, 

That late Demand that you did ſound me in. 

K. Rich. Well, let that reſt; Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
Buck. I hear the News, my Lord. | 4 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your Wife's Son; well, look to it. 
Buck. My Lord, I claim the Gift, my due by Promiſe, 


For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn'd. | 


Th' Earldom of Herz$6rd, and the Moveables, 

Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. ry 
X. Rich. Stanley, look to your Wife; if ſhe convey 

* to * you ſhall anſwer it. " a 

uc. What ſays Highneſs to my juſt requeſt? 

K Rich. Pw remember ras, Henry the Sixth 

Did * — that Richmond ſhould be King; 

When Richmond was a little peeviſh Boy. 

A King perhaps. | 8 
Buck, My Lord, your Promiſe for the Earldom. 
K. Rich. Thou troubleſt me, Tam not in the Vein. [ K 
Buck, Is it ev'n ſo? repays he my deep Service 

With ſuch contempt? made I him King for this? 


O let me think-on Haſpings, and be gone | 


To Breemack, while my fearful Head is on. [Exit. 
2 T0 Enter Tirrel. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloody Act is done» - 

ah. e 
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N 
| No 
| The moſt Arch-deed of piteous 3 Ws At 
| + That ever yet this Land was guilty of. | 1 Ane 
Dighton and Forreft, whom. I did ſuborn To 
| To do this piece of ruthleſs Butchery, 10 
| Albeit they were fleſht Villains, bloody Dogs, 
. Meited with Tenderneſs, and mild Compaſſion; ( 
. Wept like to Children, in their deaths 44 r 3 1 
| O thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle Babes, ( 
1 Thus, thus, quoth Forreſi, girdling one another An 
| Within their innocent Alabaſter Arms: 205 Is i 
3 Their Lips were four red Roſes, on a Stalk, - 1 
| And in that Summer Beauty kiſs 'd each. other. EN,» Th 
| A Book of Prayers on their Pillow lay, Co! 
Which once, quoth Forreſt, almoſt chang'd. Fs mind, | Ih 
But oh the Devil-—there the. Villain ſtopft:: De 
When Dighton thus told on, we ſmothered ) 
The moſt repleniſhed fweet Work of N es, To 
That from the prime Creation e'er, ſhe. framed. 60 


Hence both are gone with Conſeience and Remote, We 
They could a k, and ſo T left them both, 

To bear theſe Tidings to the bloody King 
Enter King Richard. |  W 
And here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord. An 

K. Rich. Kind Tirre/—am I happy i in thy News ? He 
Tir. If to have done the thing you gave in charge o 


Beegget your happinefs, be happy chen, aA 
Pe'or it is done. 10 Ar 
K. Rich. Bar dil then fee them dad: A W 


Tir 7. The 7 SO of the Tower hath buried ap 
But where, to ſay the Truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me; Girrel, ſoon, ſoon aſter same. M 
When thou ſhalt tell the proceſs of their Death. 


Mean time Hut think how I may do thee * * A 
And be inheritor of thy deſire. BY 4 A H 
Farewel till then... + 7 5125 A 


Tir. I humbly, take my leave. . 734 
K. Ricb. The Son of Clarence have I pent up claſs; In 
His Daughter meanly have I match d in Marriage, 
The Sons of Edwar: ſleep in Abrubam's Boſom, T 
And Arne my Wife hath bid this World good N ight. 

- Now 


* 
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Now, for I know the Briton Richmond aims 
oung Elixabetb my Brother's Daughter, 
yt by that knot looks proudly on the Crown, 
To her go I, a jolly thriving Wooer. 


Enter ar. 


Cate /. My Toit” oa [bluntly ? 
K. Rich. Good ar bad News, that thou com'ſt in fo 
Cateſ. Bad News, my Lord, Morton is fled to Richmond; 
And Buctingban, backt with the hardy Veiſſbmen, 
Is in the F eld, and fill his Power increaſeth. 

K. Rich. E h with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his raſh levied Army. td 
Come, J have learn'd that fearful commenting 
Is leaden Servitor to dull Delay, 
Delay leads impotent and ſnail-pac'd Beggary : | 
Then fiery Expedition be my Wing, - 
Jove's Mercury, and Herald for a King: 

Go muſter Men; my Council is my Shield, 
We muſt be brief, when Traitors braye the Field, [Exit. 


. . Enter Duecen Margaret. 


Queen Mar. 80 now Proſperity begins to mellow; 
And drop into the rotten mouth of Death: 5 
Here in theſe Conſines ſlily have I lurkt, 

To watch the waining of ming Enemies. 

A dire Induction am I witneſs to. | 
And will to France, hoping the Conſequence 5A. 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. | 
Wan thee, wretched Margaret, who comes here; c 


Enter Dutcheſs of York and Queen. 


8 Ah my poor Princes! ah my tender Babes! | 
My unblown Flowers, new appearing Sweets : | 
If yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, - | oy 
And be not fixt in doam perpetual, . ö 4 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And your. Mother's Lamentation. 

9. Mar, Hoygr about her; fay, chat right for right A 


Hath dimm'd your infant Morn to aged Night. H 
Dutch, So many Miſeries have craz d my Voice, -Z fl | 
That, my e Tongue i is fill and mute. 
E award 


70 The Life and Death of 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? | 

2. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying Debt. 

Queen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from ſuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the Intrails of the Wolf? 
When didſt thou fleep, when ſuch a Deed was done ? 

' 2, Mar. When Holy Henry dy'd, and my iweet Son, 
Dutch. Dead Life, blind Sight, poor mortal livingGhof, 

Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Graves due, by Life uſurpt, 

Brief abſtract and record of tedious Days, 

Reſt thy unreſt on Eglaad's lawful Earth, | 
- Unlawfully made drunk with innocent Blood. 

ucen. Ah, that thou wouldſt as ſoon afford a Grave 
As thou canſt "yield a melancholy Seat ; 

Then would I hide my Bones, not reſt them here. 

Ah, who hath any Cauſe to mourn but we ? 

. Mar. If ancient Sorrow be moſt reverent, 

Give mine the benefit of Signiory ; 

And let my Griefs frown on the upper hand. 

If Sorrow can admit Society, 

Tell Oer your Woes, by viewing mine. 

T had an Edward till a Richard Kill'd him: 

I had a Huſband till a Richard kilbd him ; 

Thou hadft an Edward till a Richard kill'd him; 

Thou hadſt a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dutch. I had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him: 

T had a Rutland too, thou holp'ſt to kill him. him. 

2. Mar. Thou hailſt a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd 

From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept 

A Hell hound, that doth hunt us all to Death : 

That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 

To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle Blood; | 

That foul defacer of God s handy-work, | 

Thy Womb let looſe to chaſe us to our Graves. 

0 herd apright, juſt, and true diſpoſing God, 

I thank thee, that this carnal Cur - :  F'V 
| — on the Iſſue of his Mother's Bod //, 
And makes her Pue fellow with others mean. 

Dutch. Oh Harrys Wiſe, triumph not in my Wes 
God witneſs with me, I have wept for thine. 2 


2; Mar. Bear with me: Tam bargy z 
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And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward, he is dead, that kill'd my Edward, 
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edeuard: 
mbe. Ml Young. Tor, he is but boot, becauſe both they 
"WF Xlatch'd not the high Perfection of my Loſs. 
? Thy Clarence he is dead that ſtabb'd my Edwards | 
= And the Beholders of this tragick Play, 
hoſt Th' adulterate Ha/tings, Rivers, Jaugban, Gray, EY 
rp, Untimely ſmother'd in their dusky Graves. "PF 
"WM Richard ſtill lives, Hell's black Intelligencer, 
Only referv'd their Factor to buy Souls, 
And ſend them thither ; But at hand, at hand, 
. Inſues his piteous and unpitied End. 
Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray for 
V 


Cancel his Bond of Life, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live to ſay, the Dog 1s dead, 
Queen. 6 thou didſt Propheſy the time would come, 
That I ſhould wiſh for thee to help me Curſe 
That bottel'd Spider, that foul byunch-back'd Toad. 
Q. Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flouriſh. of my Fortune: 
I call'd thee then, poor Shadow, popes Queen, 
The Repreſentation of but what I was; 
The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, 
One heav'd on high to be hurl'd down below: 
A Mother only mock'd with two fair Babes ; 0 
lim. A dream of what thou waſt, a gariſh Flag 
id To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous Shot; 
A ſign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; 
A Queen in Jejt, only to fill the Scene. i 
Where is thy Huſband now where be thy Brothers ? 
Where be thy Children? wherein doſt thou joy? 
Who ſues and læneels, and ſays, God fave the Queen ? 
Where be the bending Peers that flatter'd thee ? 
Where be the thronging Troops that follow'd thee? 
Decline all his, 4 ſee what now thou art; 
For happy Wife, a moſt diſtreſſed Widow ; 
For joyful Mother, one that wails the Name ; 
For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly ſues ; 
For Queen, à very Caitiff crown'd with Care; 
For one that ſcorn'd at me, now-ſcorn'd of me; 


- 


. 
$a ff Fer ene being fear'd of all, now ring one; 


For 
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For one commanding all, obey'd of none. - - 

Thus hath the courſe of Juſtice wheel'd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to Time, - 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didſt * my Place, and doſt thou not 

Uſurp the j n of my Sorrow? 

Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen'd. Yoke 

From which, ev'n here I flip my wearied Head, 

And leave the Burthen of it all on thee. 

Farewel, York's Wife, and Queen of fad Miſchance, 

Theſe Englihi Woes ſhall make me fimile in Franc. 
veen. O thou well ſkild in Curſes, ſtay a while, 
teach me how to curſe mine Enemies. 

| 2 Mar. Forbear to ſleep the Night, and faſt the Day: 

Compare dead happineſs with living Woe; 

Think that thy Babes were ſweeter than they were, 

And he chat ſle them fouler than he is: 

Bett ring thy loſs makes the bad Cauſer worſe, 

- Revolving this, will teach thee how to curſe. 


Queen. My. Words are dull, O quicken them with thine, 


2. Mar. Thy Woes will make them ſharp, 
And pierce like mine. [ xit Margaret. 


Dutch. Why ſhould Calamity be full of Words ? - © 


Queen. Windy Attorneys to their Clients * | 
Airy ſucceeders of inteſtine Joys, . 
Poor breathing Orators of Miſeries. : 

Let them have ſcope, tho? what they do impart 
Help nothing elſe, yet they do eaſe the Heart. 

Dutch. If ſo, then be not tongue ty'd ; go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter Words, let's ſmother 
My damned Son, that thy two ſweet Sons ſmother'd. 

I hear his Drum, be copious in'Exclaims. [Drum within. 
Emmer King Richard and his Train; 

K. -Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 
Dutch. O ſhe that might have intercepted thee, | | 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed Womb, | 
— all the Slaughters, Wretch, that thou haſt 3 

Nuten. Hid'ſt thou that Forehead with a Golden 


Where ſhould be branded, if that right were WR IS 


The Slaughter of the Prince that'ow'd that Crown, 
ARC, the dire Death af my . 
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Tell me, thou Villain ſlave, where are — + agg a 


Dutch. Thou Toad; ou Toad, TH. 
Where is thy Brother Clarence?” by! ie 
And little Ma Plantagemet his Son? 


' Where is kind Haſtings, ' Rivers, — Gray ? | 


K. Rich. Aflouriſh, Trumpets ſtrike Akin; Dns | 
Let not the Heavens hear theſe Tell-tale Women 6, 1 
Rail e ee Anvinted: Serikes I fay: © 

N e Claris Aue, 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair. 
Or with the elamorous report of War 9 
Thus will I drown your Exclamations. 5 5 

Dutch. Art thou my Son? 

X. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my Father, and your ſelf. 

Dutch. Then patiently hear my Impatience. > 

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your Condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of Rep bo, | 

Dutch. I will be mild and nile in my Words, 

K. Rich. Aud brief, good Mother, for Tam in kate,” 

Dutch. Art thou fo maſty ? I have ſtaid for thee, 97 
God knows, in Anguiſh, Pain, and Agony. 1 

K. Rich, And came I not at laſt to comfort you? * 

Dutch: No, by the holy Rood, thou know'ſt it well, 
Thou cam'ſt on Earth to malte the Earth my Hell. | 
A grievous burthen was thy Birth tome, 

Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancy ; 
Thy School-days s frightful, deſperate, wild, and Ativan, © 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold, and venturous: 
Thy Age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, fly, and bloody, 
What comfortable Hour canſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me in thy Company? ©. 
X. Rich. Faith none but Humphry Heure, 
That call'd your Grace 
To breakfaſt once, forth of my Company. 8 
If I be ſo diſgracious in your fight, | 
Let me march on, and not offend 2 
Strike up the Drum. 4 
Datch. I ptithee hear me { 
KX . You ſpeak too . 
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RITES 
or never to hee a * 
X. Rich. 80, * gain. 
Dutch. Either thou wilt die by God's juſt Ordinance, 
Ere from this War thou turn a Conqueror ; 
Or I with Grief and extream Age ſhall periſh, 
And never look upon thy Face again. 
Therefore take with thee my moſt grievous Curſe, 
Which, in the Day of Battle, tire thee more, | 
Than all the compleat Armour N — 2 * ' 
My Prayers on the adverſe Party | 
And there the little Souls of . 
Whiſper the Spirits of thine — 
And iſe them Suceeſs and Victory; 
Bloody thou art, Bloody will be thy End : 
Shame ſerves thy Life, and doth thy Death attend. [ F xi. 
cen. Tho' far more Cauſe, yet much leſs Spirit to curſe 
Abides in me, I ſay Amen to her. | ILG. 
K. Rich. Stay, Madam, I muſt ſpeak a Word with you. 
veer. I have no more Sons of the Royal Blood 
For thee to ſlaughter ; for my Daughters, Richare, 
They ſhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens | ; 
And therefore leveſ not to hit their Lives. 
K. Rich. You have a Daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and Fair, Royal and Gracious. 
.... Duzen. And mult the die for this? O let her live, 
And HI corrupt her Manners, ſtain hrs . 
Slander my ſelf as falfe to Edward's Bed: 
Throw over her the veil of Infamy, 
So ſhe may live unſcarr d of bleeding Slaughter, 
I will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's Daughter. 
K. Rich. Wrong not her Birth, ſhe is of Royal Blood. 
Qucen. To fave her Life Pl fay the is not ſo. 
K. Rich. Her Life is fafeſt only in her Birth. 
nern. And only in that ſafety dy'd her Brothers. 
. Rich. Lo, at their Birth 417 Stars were 2 
FN . No, to their Lives Friends were con 
Rich 


All unavoided is the doom of Deſtiny, 


ween. True; when avoided" Grace makes * 
My were deſtin d to a fairer Death, 


| V a fairer Life. 


a, _ 


X. Rich. 
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K. Rich. You ſpeak as if that I had ſlain my Couſins ? 
ten, Couſins indeed, and by their Uncle cozen'd, 
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life 
Whoſe Hands ſoever lanc'd their Tender Hearts, 
Thy Head, all indirectly, gave Direction. 
No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy Stone-bard Heart, 
To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. | 
But that till uſe of Grief makes wild Grief tame, 
My Tongue ſhould to thy Ears not name my Boys, 
Til that my Nails were anchor'd in thine Eyes ; 
And I in ſuch adeſp'rate Bay of Death, 


Like 1 r Bark of Sails and Tackle reſt, 
to 


Ruſh all to peices on the rocky Boſom. 
K. Rich, Madam fo thrive I in my Enterprize, 
And dangerous ſucceſs of Bloody Wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm d. 
Queen. What good is cover'd with the Face of Heav'n, 


| Tobediſcover'd, that can do me good? 
K. Rich. Th' Advancement of your Children, . 


ueen, U 3 . eir Heads. 

« Rich. to the Dre and height of Fortune, 

this Earth's Glory. 
. Flatter my Sorrows with report of it; 
Te — what State, what Dignity, what Hondur 4 
Canſt thou demiſe to any Child * mine ? 
X. Rich. Ev'n all I have; ay, and myſelf and all, 

Will I withal endow a Child of thine : 
So in the Zethe of thy angry Soul 


Thou drown the fad remembrance of thoſe Wrongs, | 


Which thou ſuppoſeſt I have done to thee. 
Queen. Be brief, leaſt that the 81 of ay kindneſs 


Laſt longer telling, than thy kindneſs do 


K. Rich. Then know, 
That from my Soul I love thy Daughter. | a 
Queen. My Daughters Mother thinks i ir with ber Soul. 

Ricb. What do you think ? | 

| Queen. That thou doſt love my Daughter from thy Soul. 
So from thy Soul's Love'didit thou love her Brothers, 
; my Hearts love, I do thank thee for it. 

ö my meaning ; 


I mean, 


, . 
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I mean, that with my Soul 1 love thy Daughter, 
mn do intend to make her Queen of England. | 
Well then, whodoſt thou mean ſhall be her akk 
8 Rich. Ev'n he een _- 1 2:74 2 
Who elſe ſhould be? nn 
Queen What, thou! ig hn“. 
Rich. Even ſo; how think you ofity N41 
Queen. How canſt thou woo her? T8 
K. Rich. I would learn of you, | 
As one being beſt acquainted with her Adeos: 
Auen. And wilt thou learn of me? 
K. Rich. NR bye wa my Heart. 
een. Send to her, by the Man that „5 
A = of bleeding Hearts 3 thereon ingrave 
E dward.and York," then haply will ſhe weep : 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Marg res 
Did to thy Father, t in Rutland's Blood, 2 
A Handkerchief; which, ſay to her, did drain  -- 
The * Tyde from her ſweet Brothers Bodies, 
And bid her wipe her S Eyes therewith. / 4 
If this Inducement move her not to Love, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble Deeds; 


Tell her, thou mad'ſt away her Uncle an "OY | 


Her Uncle Rivers; ay, and for her fake, © 
Mad'ſt quick Conveyance with her good Aunt Ame. 
K. Rich. You mock me, Madam, ann _ 
To win your Daughter. | 
veer. There is no other way, 


Vnleſs thou could'ſt put on ſome other Shape, 2 


And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 

K. Rich. Say, that J did all this for love of her. 

2ucen. Nay, then indeed, ſhe cannot chuſe but hate thee, 
Having bought love with ſuch a bloody Spoil. 

K: Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now n. 
Men ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, 
Which after-hours give leiſure to repent of. 
If I did take the ingdom from your Sons 
To make amends, I'll give it to your Daughter: 65 9 
If T have kill'd the Iſſue of your Womb, , 
To quicken your increaſe I wii beget 
Mine Ifſue of your Blood, upon your Daughter: - 
Ae name les las in love, 222 


3 "+, 


pow 


2 


Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come, 


That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, ; 
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Than is the doting Title of a Mother; 
They are as Children but one ſtep below, 
Even of your Metal, and of your very Blood: 
Of all one pain, ſave for a Night of Groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like Sorrow. 
Your Children were Vexation to your Youth, 

But mine ſhall be a Comfort to your Age. 

The loſs you have is but a Son being King. 

And by that loſs your Daughter is made Queen. 

I cannot make you what amends I would. 
Therefore accept ſuch Kindneſs as I can.” 

Dorſet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul 
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Leads diſcontented Sous in Foreign Soil, 


This fair Alliance quickly ſha ll call home 

To high. Promotions and great Dignity. 1 
The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wiſe, 
Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet Brother: | 
Again ſhall you be Mother to a King; 

And all the ruins of ditreſsful Times, 

W with double Riches of Content. 

What? we have many goodly Days to ſee: 


The liquid drops of Tears that you have ſned 


Shall come again, trans ſorm'd to Oriel Pearl, 
Advantaging their Loan with Intereſt, 

Of ten times double gain of Happineſs, A 
Go then, my Mother, to thy Daughter, go,. 
Make bold her baſhful Years with your Experience, 
Prepare her Years to hear a Wooer's Tale. X 
Put in her tender Heart th' aſpiring flame 
Of golc@Zovereignty ; acquaint the Princeis 
With the ſweet ſilent Hours of Marriage Joys; 
Aad when this Arm of mine hath chaſtiſed 
The petty Rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingharr, 


And lead thy Daughter to a Conqueror's Bed ; 
To whom Iwill retail my Conqueſt won, 


And ſhe ſhall be ſole Victreſs, Cæſar's Cæſar. 


Queen. What were J belt to ſay, her Father's Brother 


Would be her Lord! or ſhall I ſay, her Uncle? 


Or he that ſlew her Bi&thers ?. and her Uncles ? 
Under what Title ſhall I woo for thee, © - 
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Can make ſeem pleafing to her Tender Years ? | 
X. Rich. Infer fair England's Peace by this Alliance. 


# The George profan'd, hath loſt his holy Ho 
The Garter blemiſh'd, pawn'd his knight! 
The Crown -ufurp'd,. diſgrac'd his Kingly Glory: 

If ſomething thou would'it ſwear to be believ'd, 5 

Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong d. 


Queen. Thy ſelf thy ſelf miſuſeſſ, 


2. 


Queen. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill laſting War. 
K. R.-Tell her, the King, that may command, intreats, 


2. That, at her Hands, which the King's King forbids. 


. Rich. Say, ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queen. 
Queen. To veil the Title, as her Mother doth. 
X. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaſtingly. 
Queen. But how lorig ſhall that Title ever laſt? 
K. Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair life's end. 


Queen. But how long, fairly, ſhall her ſweet Life laſt? 
K. Rich. As long as Heav'n and Nature tengthen it. 


Ducen. As long as Hell and Richard like of it. 
K. Rich, Say, I, her Sovereign, am her Subject now. 
Queen. But ſhe, your Subject, loaths fuch Sovereignty. 


K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 


een, An honeſt Tale ſpeeds beſt, being plaitily told 
X. Rich. Then in plain Terms tell her my loving Tale. 
Queen. Plain and not honeſt, is tod harſh a Stile. 


2 Richi You Reaſons are to ſhallow, and too quick. 


Aucen. Ono, my Reaſons are too deep and dead; 


Two deep and dead, poor Infants in their Grave; 
Harp om it ſtill ſhall I, till Heart-ſtrings break. Þ - 
X Rich. Harp not on that String, Madam, that is paſt. 
Now, by my George, my Garter, and my Crown 


deen, Profan'd, -diſhonour'd, and the third uſarp'd. 
2” - 


"VR 
irküe, 


Kich. I Wear. ; 3 
Auen. By nothing, for this is no Oath : 


K. Rich. Now by the World 
een. Tis full of thy foul Wrongs. 
Rich. My Father's Death 

Queen. Thy Life hath that diſnonour'd. 

I Rich. Then by my ſelf — —— 


*. 
- 


XK Rich. Why then by Heavin ——— 


Qreen. Heaven's Wrong is molt of all: 5 


If taou didſt fear to break an Oath with Heav'n, - 


1 
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The Unity the King my Huſband made 
Thou hadſt not broken, nor my Brothers dy d. 
If thou hadſt fear d to break an Oath with Heav' 0, 
Th imperial Metal circling now thy Head, | 
Had grac'd the tender Temples of my Child ; 
And both Princes had been breathing here ; 
Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made a prey for Worms.” 
What canſt thou ſwear by now? 
X. Rich. By Time to come. 
Queen, That thou haſt wronged in the time o'erpaſt : 
For I my ſelf have many Tears to wann 
Hereaſter time, for time-paſt, wrong'd by thee. 
The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt W 
Ungovern'd Vouth, to wail it in their Age. 
The Parents live, whoſe Children thou hait butch :r*d, 
Old withe:'d Plants, to wail it in their Age. 
Swear not by Time to come, for that thou haſt e 
Miſus'd ere us'd, by Times ill-us'd o'erpait, 
K. Rich. As I intend. to proſper, and repent ; 
So thrive I in my dangerous Attempt 
Of hoſtile Arms ; my ſelf, my ſelf confound, 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours, 
Day yield me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reſt, 
Be oppoſite all Planets of good Luck 
To my proceeding, if with Heart's Love, 
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous Prince] y Daughter, 
In her conſiſts my Happineſs and thine ; 
Without her, follows to my ſelf and thee, 
Her ſelf, the Land, and many a Chriſtian Soul, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruin, and Decay : 
It cannot be avoided, but by this; 
It will not be avoided, but by this : 
Therefore, dear Mother, I muſt call you ſo, 
Be the Attorney of my Love to her ; 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
od. Deſerts, but what I will deſerve : 
the neceſſity and ſtate of Times; 
An be not _—_ found in great Deſigns. 
Keen. SHA I be tempted of the Devil thus ? 
Rich. Au. if the Devil tempt you to good. 
24 Nuten. 
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Queen. Shall I forget my ſelf to be my ſelf? _ » 

K. Rich, Ay, if your ſelf's remembrance wrong year ſelf, 

Queen. Yet thou didſt kill my Children. 

K. Rich. But in your Daughter's Womb I bary them; 
Where, in that Neſt of Spicery, they will breed | 
Selves of themſelves, to your recomſorture. 

Qucen. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy Will? 

K. Rich. And be a happy Mother by the Deed. 

veen. Igo; write to me ſhortly. [Exit Queen. 

K. Rich, Bear her my true Love's kiſs, and fo far wel— 
Relenting Fool, and ſhallow, changing Woman. 
How now, what News? 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. Moſi mighty Sovereign, on the Weſtern Coaſt 
Rideth a puiſſant Navy to our Shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends, 
Unarm d and unreſoly'd to beat them back. 

Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral : 


And there they hull, expecting but the Aid 


Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore; [ Norfolk. 
K. Rich. Some light-foot Friend poſt to the Duke pf 


Ratcliff, thy ſelf, or Catesby, where is he? 


= #7 Here, my good Lord. "wy 
<>. Carb fy to the Duke, 
Cateſ. I will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte, 


K. Rich. Ralf, come hither, poſt to Salih ] 

When thou n thither— Dull unmindful Villain, 
D T5 Catesby, 

Why ſtay'ſt thay here, and go'ſt not to the Duke? 

Cateſ. Firſt, mighty Leige, tell me your Highneſs plea- 
What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. (ſure 
K. Rich. O true, good Carey bid him levy ſtraight 
The greateſt Strength and Power he can make, 


And meet me ſuddenly at Sa//orry. 


, Cateſ. I go. Exit. 

Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I 18 at Sal Bury? 
. Rich. Why, what wouldſt thou do there before I go ? 
Rat Your Highneſs told me I ſhould poſt before. 


KX. Rich. My Mind is chang'd 
Enter Lord Stanley. 


„ 
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Stan. None good, my Liege, to pleaſe you with the 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may reported. hearing, 
K. Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle; neither good nor bad : 
What need'ſt thou run ſo many Miles about, 
When thou may'ſ tell thy Tale the neareſt way? 
Once more, what News ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the Seas. or: C40 

K. Rich. There let him fink, and be the Seas on him, 
White-liver'd Run-a-gate, what doth he there ? 

Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by gueſs. 

'K. Rich. Well, as you gueſs. 

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 

K. Rich. Is the Chair empty ? is the Sword unſway d? 
Is the King dead? the Empire unpoſſeſs'd ? 

What Heir of Vert is there alive, but we? 
And who is Eng/and's King but great Yor#'s Heir ? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas? 

Stan. Unleſs for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſs. 

K. Rich. Unleſs for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot gueſs wherefore the Veſſb-man comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty Liege, therefore miſtruſt me not. 

K Rich. Where is . then to beat him back? 
Where are thy Tenants, and thy Followers? 

Are they not now upon the Weſtern Shore. 
Safe conducting the Rebels from their Ships? 

Stan. No, my good Lord, my Friends are in the North, 

K. Rich, Cold Friends to me: what do they in the North, 
When they ſhould ſerve their Sovereign in the Weſt? 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King; 
Pleaſeth your Majeſty to give me leave, | 
Pi muſter up my Friends, and meet your Grace 
Where, and what time your Majefty ſhall plcaſe. 

X. Rich. Ay, thou would'ſt fain be gone, to join with 
But I'll not truſt thee. | Richnond. 
Stan. Moſt mighty Sovereign, . 19 % 
You have no cauſe to hold my Friendſhip doubtful, 

I never was, nor never will be falſe. 

* K.*Rich. Go then, and muſter Men; but leave behind 

Your Son George Stanley + Look your Heart be firm, 

Or elſe his Head's aſſurance is but frail. | 
| | D 5 t 
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Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. | 
[Exit Stanley; 


1 Enter a Meſſenger. | 
ef. My gracious Sovereign, now in Devonſhire. 
As I-by Friends am well — 


Sir Edmund Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 
Biſhop. of Exeter, his elder Brother, 
With many more Confederates, are wa Arai. 
Enter another Me 
Me/. In Kent, my Liege, the Gag 
And every hour more Competitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their Power — ſtrong. 
Enter azother Me 
Me, My Lord, the of the Dake of Buckingham--- 
K. Rich. Outon ye, Ow „ nothing but Songs of Death. 


are in Arms. 


There, take thou that, till thou bring better 

Mef. The News I have to tell your Majeſty, 

Is, that by ſudden Floods, and fall * Waters | 
Buckingham's Army is diſpers'd and ſcatter d. 
And he himſelf wandered away n | 

+ No Man knows whither. 

K. Rich. I ery thee Mercy 

. There is my Purſe, . 
Hath any well-adviſed Friend proclaim'd 

Reward-to him that brings the Traitor in? | 
Me. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Leise 

Enter another Meſſenger. 

Mef. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquis Dorſet, 
Tis ſaid, my Liege, in Yor#frrre are in Arms; _ 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highneſs, - 
The Britain Navy is diipers'd by Tempeſt. 
Richmond in Dorfeifhire lent out a Boat 
. Unto the Shore, to aſł choe on the Banks, 
If they were his Afſillants, yea or no: | 
Who anſwer'd him, they came from . | 
Upon his Party ; he miltruſting them, 8 | 
Hois'd Sail, and made his Courſe again for Britain, F 

E. Rich. March on, march on, „ 019 VP 
If nor to fight with Foreign Enemies, 7 
Yet to beat down theſe Rebels here at Home. 

2 Enter Catesby. 
My Lies Dub of Buc 
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That is the News; that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty Power landed at Mir, 
Is colder News, but yet it muſt be told. | 

K. Rich. Away towards Salliabury; while we reaſon here, 
A Royal Battle might be won and loft : 


Some one take order that BuckingZam be brought 
To Salisbury, the reſt march on with m. [Exe 


SCENE changes to the Lord Stanley's Houſe. 
Enter Stanley, and Sir Chriſtopher Urſwick. 

Stan. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the Sty of the moſt bloody Boar, 

My Son George Stanley is frankt up in hold: 

If I revolt, off goes young George's Head, 

The fear of 'that holds off my preſent Aid. 

So get thee gone ; commend me to thy Lord. 

Say to, the Queen hath heartily conſented 

He ſhould eſpouſe Elizabeth her Daughter. 

But tell me, Where is princely Richmond now ? 
Chri/. At Pembroke, or at Hertford-Weſt in Wakes. 
Stan. What Men of Name refort to him? 

Chrif. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Soldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley, a 
Oxford, redoubted Pembrate, Sir Famet Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great Name and Worth : 

And towards London do they bend their Power, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Well, hie thee to thy Lord: T kiſs his Hand, 

My Letter will reſolve him of my Mind. 

. 


a 1 __ let. 


ACT v. SCENE Sakbury. 


Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham, with Halberd: led © 


| it * to Executiasn. 5 
Buck: X JILL natKing Richard let me ſpeak with him r 
* | Sher No, good my Lord, therefore be pa- 


1 * 


| | 
1 
1 
1 
' 
| 
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Buck, Haſtings, and Edward's Children, Gray and 

Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edward, ORs, 

Vaug ban, and al that have miſcarried 

17 under hand corrupted foul Injuſtice ! 

I that you moody diſcontented Souls, 

Do through the Clouds behold this preſent hour, 

Even for revenge mock my Deſtruction. 

This is / Souls Day, fellows, is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

Buck: Why then A Soub Day is my Body's Doomſday. 
This is the Day, which in King Edward's time 
I wicht might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his Children, or his Wife's Allies. $3 
This is the Day, wherein I wiſht to fal! 

By the falſe Faith of him whom moſt I truſted. 
This, this A Souls Day, to my fearful Soul, 
Is the determin d reſpite of my Wrongs. 
That high All Seer, which I dallied with, 
Hath turn'd my feigned. Prayer on my Head, 
And given in earneſt, what I begg'd in jeſt. 
Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked Men 
To turn their own points on their Maſter's Boſoms, | 
Thus Marg're:'s Curſe falls heavy on my Head. | 
When he, 8 ſhe, ſhall ſplit thy Heart with Sorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Propheteſs | 
Come, Sirs, convey me to the Block of Shame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
8 6 * Buckingham, Sheriffs and Officers, 


8 0 E N E en 1 Borders of Leiceſterſhire. 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and. others, 
| wh Wed and Colours. 5 


Richer. Fellows in Arms, and my moſt loving 1 
Bruis d underneath the Yoke of Tyranny, _ 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, © 
Have we marcht on without Im 8 ; 

And here receive we from our Father „ 
Lines of fair Comfort and Encouragement: 

The wretched, bloody, and uſurping Boar, EE. 
'That ſpoii'd your Summer Fields and fruitfal Vines, © - 
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In your embowell'd Boſoms ; this foul Swine 
Lies now ev'n in the Center of this Iſle, 
Near to the Town of Leiceſter, as we learn: 
From Tamworth thither is but one Day's march. 
In God's Name cheerly, on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveſt of perpetual Peace, 
By this one bloody trial of ſharp War. | 
OH. Every Man's Conſcience is a thouſand Swords 
To fight againit that guilty Homicide. 
| Herb I doubt not but his Friends will fly to us, 
Blunt. He hath no Friends, but who are Friends for fear, 
Which in his deareſt need will fly from him, 
Richm. All for our vantage, then in God's Name march, 
True hope is ſwift, and flies with Swallow's Wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings, 


J. 


SCENE changes to Boſworth- Field. 


: 1 
Enter King Richard in Arms, with Norſolk, Surrey, Rat- 
eliff, Cateſby and others. | 


K. R. Here pitch our Tents, even here in Boſworth-field, 
My Lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad ? | 
Sur. My Heart is ten times lighter than my Looks, 

K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk. | 
Nor, Here, moſt gracious Liege. 
K. Rich. Norfolk, we muſt have knocks : 
Ha, muſt we not ? Wn 
Nor. We muſt both give and take, my gracious Lord. 
K. Rich. Up with my Tent, here will I live to Night, 
But where to Morrow? —— well, all's one for that, 
Who hath deſcry'd the number of the Traitors ? 
Mor. Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt Power. 
K. Rich. Why, our Battalion trebles that account: 
Beſides, the King's Name is a Tower ot Strength, 
Which they upon the adverſe FaQtion want. 
Up with the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, 
Let us ſurvey the vantage of the Ground. 
Call for ſome Men of ſound Direction: 
Let's want no Diſcipline, make no delay, 
For Lords, to Morrow is a buſy Day. I Tenni. 
| : Enter 
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Enter Richmond, Sir — Brandon, Oxford, and 0 
Richm. The weary Sun hath _ a Golden fet, _ 10 

And by the bright TraQ of his fiery Car, Pef 
Gives fignal of a goodly Day to Morrow, int 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my Standard: Fil 
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his Regiment; Sac 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good Night to * | Lo 
And by the ſecond hour in the Morning, f | Ra 
Defire the Earl to ſee me in my Tent. 1 
Vet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou goeſt, 
Where is Lord Sranle quarter d, doſt thou know ? 

Blunt. Unleſs I — miſſa en his Colours much, M 
(Which, well Lam aſſur d, I have not done) v 
His Regiment lies, half a Mile at leaſt, | | 
South from the mighty Power of the King, "4 1 

Richm. If without Peril it be poſſible, | N 
Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to you with . 1 
And give him from me this moſt needful 

lunt. Upon my Life, my Lord, III undertake i it. | 

— Give me ſome Ink and Paper i in my Tent; / 

TIl draw the Form and Model of our Battle, „ 1 


Lid each Leader to his ſeveral x Charge, 25 
in juſt proportion our ſmall Strength, 
Let . upon to Morrow's Buſineſs; 
In to our Tent, the Air is raw and cold. | 
[They withdraw into the Tent. 
Enter K Richard, Ratclif, Norfolk, a 9 
L. Rich. hat is't a Clock ? 
Cate/ oe oye time, my Lord, it's nine a Clock. 
K. Rich. I wall not ſup to Night, | | 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper: 


— 


What, is my Beaver eaſier than it was ? 


And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? 
Cateſ. It is, „ 
K. Rich. Good Neolt, hie thee to thy e 

Uſe careful Watch, chuſe truſty Centinels. 

Nor. I go, my Lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with the Lark to Morrow, gentle Nerf 
Nor. I warrant you, wy Loed. Exit. 
n 3 
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Cat. My Lord. | 

K. Rich, Send out a Purſuivant at Arms 

To Stanley's Regiment ; bid him bring his Power 

Before Sun riſing, leaſt his Son George fall 

Into the blind Cave of eternal Night. 

Fill me a Bowl of Wine; give me a Watch: 

Saddle white, Szrrey for the Field to-Morrow : 

Look that my Staves be ſound, and not too heavy. 

Ratcliff- | 
Rat. My Lord? [/and. 
K. Rich. Saw'ft thou the melancholy Lord Nurthumber-. 

Rat. Thomas Earl of Surrey, and himſelf, 

Much about Cock-fhut time, from Troop to Troop | 
Went through the Army, cheering up the Soldiers. 
EK. Rich I am fatisfy'd; give me a Bowl of Wine. 
I have not that alacrity of Spirit, 
Nor cheer of Mind that I was wont to have. 
There, ſet it down. Is Ink and Paper ready? 
Rat. It is, my Lord. | 
K. Rich. Bid my Guard watch and leave me, 
About the mid of Night come to my Tent, 
And help to Arm me. Leave me now, I fay. [Exit Rat. 
Enter Stanley te Richmond is his Tent. 

Stan. Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 

Richm. All comfort, that the dark Night can afford, 
Be to thy Perſon, noble Father-in-Law, 

Tell me, how fares our loving Mother ? 

Derby. I, by Attorney, bleſs thee from thy Mother. 
Who prays continually for Riehmond”s good: | 
So much for that The filent Hours ſteal on, 
And flaky Darkneſs break: within the Eaſt, 
— brief, for — the Seaſon bids us be, 

th ttle early in the Morning, 

And put 8 Fortune 5 th' — 

Of bloody Strokes, and mortal ſtaring War: 
I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot) 
With beſt advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of Arms. 
But on thy 2s 1 * be too forward, 
Leſt, being feen, rother tender George 
Be * in his Father's Sight. 
Farewel ; the leiſure, and the fearful time 
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Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 


And ample interchange of ſweet Diſcourſe, 1 
Which fo long ſundred Friends ſhould dwell upon: . 
God give us are for theſe rites of Love. T 
Once more, Adieu; be valiant, and ſpeed well. G 
Richm. Good Lords: conduct him to his Regiment: 8 

PII ftrive, with troubled thoughts to take a Nap, 

Left leaden flumber poize me down to Morrow, 

When I ſhould mount with Wings of Victory: R 


Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 

[Exeunt. Manet 8 
O'thou, whoſe Captain I account-my ſelf, | 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye: + I 
Put in their Hands thy bruiſing Irons of wrath, | 
That they may cruſh down, with a heavy fall, 
Th uſurping Helmets of our Adverſaries. 
Make us thy Miniſters of Chaſtiſement, ©» © 
That we may praiſe thee in thy Victory: 
To thee I do commend my watchful Soul, 
Ere I let fall the Windows of mine Eyes 
Sleeping, and waking, oh, defend me ſtill. { Sleeps, | 
Enter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Sen to Henry the $ ixth. 

_ 4: Ghoſt. Let me ſit heavy on thy Soul to morrow: 
f7o K. Rich. 
Think, how thou ftabb'ſt me in the rime of Youth 
At Tewkſbury ; therefore deſpair and die. 
Be cheerful, Richmond, for the wronged Souls [Ts Richm, 
Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry's iſſue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Henry the Sixth, 
Chop. When I was mortal, my anointed Be 


[To K. Righ. 
By thee was ond full of deadly lights ; ; 
Think on the Tower, and me; deſpair, and die. | 
Henry the Sixth bids thee deſpair, and die. 
Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror. [79 Rihm. 
Harry, that propheſied thou ſhould ' ſt be King,  _ 
Doſt comfort thee in fleep ; live thou and flouriſh; 


„ . by 


* 


- Enter the Ghoſt of Clarence. 2 

SGboß. Let me fit heavy on y Soul wk 
K. Rich. 
Ithat was waſk'dto death in fulſum Wine, | 8 


.. 
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Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray d to death: 
To- morrow in the Battle think on me 10 
And fall thy edgleſs Sword; deſpair and die. 1 
Thou Off- ſpring of the Houſe of Lancaſer, [To Richm. 
The wronged Heirs of York do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy Battle, live and flouriſh, 
Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. | 
Riv, Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrow. I 
We * 9 [To K. Rich, [ 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret ; Deſpair, and die, | 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy Soul deſpair. +- 
; : 
; | * [To K. Rich, 
Vaugh. Think upon Yaughan, and with guilty fear 
Let fall thy Launce! Richard deſpair and die [To K. Rich, 
All Awake, | 
And thinic our wrongs in Richard's Boſom. 
Will conquer him, „4 and win the Day. [To Richm; 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings. 1) 
Gh. Bloody and guilty ; guiltily, awake; [To K. Rich. 


And in a bloody Battle end thy Days, | 
Think on Lord Heftings ; and deſpair and die. 7 
Quiet, untroubled Soul, awake, awake. To Richm, 

Ghefts. Dream on thy Couſins ſmother'd in the Ye: 


Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair Eng/and”s ſake. 
Enter the Ghoſts of the two young Princes, 


a | (7 K. Rich, 
Let us be lead within thy Boſom, Richard, Ba 
And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death, 
Thy Nephews Souls bid thee deſpair and die. | 
Sleep Richmond, ſleep in Peace, and wake in Joy. 
| E. [To Rickm, 
Good Anyels guard thee from the Boar's annoy, | 
Live, and beget a happy race of King: | 
Edward's unhappy. Sons do bid thee flouriſh. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Anne bis Wife, we 
Ghoſt. Richard, thy Wife, that wretched Anne, thy Wife, 
That never ſlept a quiet Hour with thee, [To K. Rich, 
Now fills thy Sleep with perturbations : | 
To morrow in the Battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgleſs Sword; deſpair and die. 
Thou quiet Soul, ſteep thou a quiet Sleep; [ Richm. 
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Dream of Succeſs, and Dappy Victory, b Meth 
Thy Adverſaries Wiſe doth pray for thee. Cam 
Enter the Ghoſt f Buckingham. To r 

. Ghoſt. The firſt was I, that help'd thee to the Crown ; 
[To K 2 N 
The laſt was I, that felt thy Tyranny. - K 
O, in the Battle think on Buckingham, | | R 
And die in the terror of thy Guiltineſs. Hat! 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody Deeds and Death, You 
Faintin 1 deſpairing yield thy breath. * k 
I dy'd for hope, ere I could lend thee aid; k 
But cheer thy Heart, and be thou not diſmay'd. [ToRichm. 4 
God and good Angels fight on Richmond's fide, * Ha 
AndRichard fall i in nn all his Pride. [TheGhe/ rats. Thi 
LX. Richard farts out of his Dream, Arr 
E. Rich. Give me another Horſe, bind up my Wounds: 'Ti 
_ Have mercy, Feju—- Soft, I did but dream. Un 
O coward Conſcience ! how doit thou afflict me? To 


The Lights burn blue — Is it not dead Mid-night ? 
Cold fearful, D Drops ftand on my trembling Fleſh : 
What? do fear my ſelf? There's none elſe by; 
Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I: | 
Is there a Murtherer here ? No, Yes, I am. . 

The fly — what, from my ſelf ? great reaſon ; Ws f TI 

Leſt I revenge. What? my ſelf on my ſelf? 

I love my ſelf. Wherefore ? For any x 

That I my ſelf have done unto my oy fel T 
O no. Alas, I rather hate my ſelf, | | H 
For hateful Deeds committed y my elf. *X 4 þ 

I 
I 
E 


Iama Villain; yet Ilie, I am not. 

Fool, of thy ſelf ſpeak well Fool, do not flatter. - 

My Conſcience hath a thouſand {everal Tongues, 

And every Tongue brings in a ſeveral Tale, | 
And every Tale condemns me for a Villain; 
Perjury, Perjury, in the high' degree, 
Murther, ftern Murther, in the dir'ſt degree, 
— * 1 in each degree, 

hrong all to r, ing all, Gu ] | 
1 ſhall deſpair, there is by Creature 8 * £ 
And if I die, no Soul ſhall pity m * 
Nay, wherefore ſhould hey ? — that I my er 
. | 


as wank ws 9 tw} 


Metboughn,, 


a+ 
— 


of RicnAaRrD III. 91 
Methought, the Souls of all that I had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and every one did threat 
To morrow's Vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 


K. Rich. Who's there? 
Rat. Ratcliff; my Lord; the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done Salutation to the Morn ; 
Your Friends are up, and buckl'd on their Armour. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear 
Rat. Nay ; good my Lord, be not afraid of ſhadows. 
R, Rich. By the Apoltle Paul, Shadows to night 
Have ſtruck more terrour to the Soul of Richar 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Soldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
'Tis not yet near Day. me, go o with me, 
Under our Tents; 1'll play the Eaves-dropper, 
To hear if any mean to 12 * from me. | 
[Exeunt K. Richard and Ratcliff. 
Enter the Lords to Richmond {itting in his Tent, 
Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
| Richm. Cry your mercy, Lords, and watchful Gentle- 
men, 
That you have talen a tardy Sluggard here. 
Lordi. How have you ſlept, my Lord ? | 
Richm. The ſweeteſt Sleep, and faireſt boading Dreams, 
That ever entred in a drowiy Head, 
Have I ſince your departure had, my Lords. 
Methought chei eir Souls, whoſe Bodies Richard murther'd, 
Came to my Tent, and cried out Victory. 
I promiſe you my Heart is very jocund, 
In the remembrance of ſo fair a Dream. 
How far into the Morning is it, Lords ? 
Lords. Upon the ſtroke of four. 
Richm, Why then 'tis time to Arm, and give direRion 
More than I have faid, loving Countrymen, 
The leiſure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on; yet remember this, 
God, and our good Cauſe, fight upon our ſide, 
The Prayers of holy Saints and wronged Souls, 
Fre high rear'd Bulwarks, ſtand before our Faces, 


AE? thoſe, e we fight againſt, 
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Had rather have us win, than him they follow, 
For, what is he they follow ? Truly, Gentlemen, 
A bloody. Tyrant, and a Homicide ; _ | 
One rais'd in Blood, and one in Blood eftabliſh'd ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 
And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the means to help him; 
A baſe foul Stone, made precious by the foil 

Of England's Chair, where he is falſly ſet. 

One that hath ever been God's Enemy ; 

Then if you fight againſt God's Enemy, 

God will in juſtice ward you as his Soldiers. 

If you do ſweat to put a Tyrant down, 

- You ſleep in Peace, the Tyrant being ſlain: _ 

If you do fight againſt your Countries Foes, © 
Your Country's Fat ſhall pay your pains the hire, 

If you do fight in ſafeguard of your Wives, 
Your Wives ſhall welcgme home the Conquerors. 
If you do free your Children from the Sword. 


Pour Childrens Children quit it in your Age. 


Then, in the Name of God, and all theſe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt, 
Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth's cold face. 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt, 
The leaft of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, chearfully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and victory! 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Cateſby. 
X. Rich. What ſaid Northumberland, as touching Rich. 
r | 
Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms. | 
K. Rich, He ſaid the truth: And what ſaid Surrey then? 
Rat. He ſmil'd and ſaid, the better for our urpoſe. 
K. Rich. He was in the right, and ſo indeed it is. 
Tell the Clock there. [d ftrikes. 
Give me a Calendar who ſaw the Sun to Day? 
Rat. Not I, my Lord. ; . 
K. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine; for, by the Book, 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an Hour ago — 
A black Day it will be to ſome body, Rate/:F. 
% , Tis ep. 
K. Rich, The Sun will not be ſeen to day; * 
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The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army—— 
would theſe dewy Tears were from the Ground. — 
Not ſhine to day ? why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the ſelf-ſame Heav'n 
That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 
; # Enter Norfolk. 
Nor An; arm, my Lord, the Foe vaunts in the Field» 
K. Rich. Come, buille, buſtle—Capariſon my Horſe. 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power, 
I will la d forth my Soldiers to the Plain, 
And thus my Battle ſhall be ordered, 2 
My Forward ſhall be drawn out all in length, 
Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foot: 
Our Archers ſhall be. placed in the midſt ; 
Jobn Duke of Norfo/k, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horſe. 
They thus directed, we our ſelf will follow 
In the main Battle, which on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeſt Horſe : 
This, and St. George to boot, What think'ſt thou, Norfolk P 
Nor, A good direction, warlike Sovereign. 
This Paper found I on my Tent this Morning. [Giving 2 
Scrowl 
Jocky of Norfolk, be not ſo bold [Reads, 
For Dickon thy Maſter is bought and fold. 


K. Rich. A thing deviſed by the Enemy. 

Go, Gentlemen, go each Man to his Charge, * 
8 Let not our babling Dreams affright our Souls, 8 

For Conſcience is a Word that Cowards uſe, | 

Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe, 

Our ſtrong Arms be our Conſcience, Swords our Law: 

March on, join bravely, let us to't pell mell, 

It not to Heav'n, then hand in hand to Hell. 

What ſhall I ſay more than J have inferr'd ? 

Remember whom you are to cope withal, 

A ſort of Vagabonds, of Raſcals, Run-aways, 

A ſcum of Britons, and baſe Lacke y-Peaſants, 

Whom their,o'er-clofed Country vomits forth 

To deſperate Adventures, and Deſtruction. 

You fleeping ſaſe, they bring you to unreſt 

Von having Lands, and bleſt with beauteous Wives, 
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They would reſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 

And who doth lead them, but a lery Fellow ? 
Long kept in Britais at his ex's Coſt, 

A muk-{op, one that never in his Life 

Felt ſo much Cold, as over Shoes i in Snow. 
Let's whip theſe Stragglers o'er the Seas again, 

Laſh hence theſe over-weening Rags of France, 

Theſe famiſh'd Beggars, weary of their Lives, 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond Exploit, 

For want of means, r Rats, had hang'd themſelves, 
If we be conquer'd, ler M Men conquer us, 
And not thoſe Baſtard-Britains whom our Fathers 
Had in their own Land beaten, bob'd and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the Heirs of Shame. 

Shall theſe enjoy our Lands? lie with our Wives? 
Raviſh our Daughters??? [Drum far of. 

Hark, I hear their Drum, = 

Right Gentlemen of Exglaud, fight boldly, Yeomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head. 
Spur your proud Horſes hard, and ride in Blood, 
Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves, | 


_—_ 
Lord Stanley, will i, £5 his Power ? 
| . Lord, he doth deny to come. 
1) E Rus, OF with his Son George's Head. 

Ner My Lord the Enemy is paſt the Marſh; 
Aſter the Battle let George Stanley die. 


. Rich. A thouſand Hearts are great within my Boſom. 


| Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, 
Our ancient word of Courage, fair St. George, 
Inſpire us with the Spleen of-fiery Dra 


Upen them; Victory fits on our Hos. - _ | [Ex 


- "Alarum, Excurſion. Enter Cate ſby. | 

Cate/. Reſcue, my Lord of Norfa/k, Reſeue, Reſcue: 

8 onders than a Man, c 
in te to every Dan 
His Horſe TX — and pl oe ke fights, 
Secking for Richmoud in the throat of Death: 
Reſcue, fair Lord, or elſe the Daß is loſt. 
Alarum. Enter King Richard. 


" K. Rich; A Horſe,*a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 


Cate) Withdraw, . nn © Kal. 
* Ric 


8 


» 3 - >» 


c 


But tell me firſt, is pg George Stanley living? 
Whither, if you ſo pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 


Sir Robert Brakenbury, Six William Brandon. 


What Traitor hears me, and fays not Amen ? 


Divided, in their dire Diviſion. 


P RICHARD III. 
K. Rich, Slave, I have ſet my Life upon a caſt, 

And I will ſtand the hazard of th the Die: 

I think there be fix Richmond; in the Field, 

Five have I ſlain to Day, inſtead of him. 

A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. [Exe. 


Mlarum. Enter Ki Richard and Richmo 
nter King * nd, they fight, 


95 


Retreat, and Fhuriſs., Enter Richmond, Stanley bearing 
; the Crown, with dryers other Lords. 


Richm. God and our Arms be prais'd, victorious Friends; 
The Day is ours ; the bloody Dog is dead. 
Stan. Couragious Richmond, well haſt thou acquit thee : 
Lo, here theſe long uſurped Royalties, 
From the dead Temples of this bloody Wretch, 
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal, 
Wear it, enjoy it, make of it much. 
© -Richm. Great God of Heaven, fay Amen to all. 
Stan. He is, my and ſafe in Liicefter Town ; 
Richm. What men of Name are ſlain on either Side? 
Stan. John Dake of Norfolk, Walter, the Lord Ferris, 


Richm. Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births, 
Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled, 
That in Submiſſion will return to us : 
And then, as we have ta'en the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. 
Smile Heav'n upon this fair Conjunction, 
That long hath frown'd upon their Enmity : 


England hath long been mad, — ſcar d her ſelf; 
The Brother blindly ſhed the Brother's Blood; 
The Father raſhly Mu hter'd his own Son; 

The Sons, com par, n Butchers to the Sire ; 
All this divided York and Lancafter, 


O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of eag 
By God's fair Ordinance 
Aud let their Heirs, (GW, 


96 The Life and Death 

Enrich the time to come, with ſmooth-fac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and fair proſperous Days. 

Abate the edge of 'Traitors, gracious Lord, 

'That would reduce theſe bloody Days again, 

And make poor England weep in ſtreams of Blood. 

Let them not live to taſte this Land's increaſe, 

That would with Treaſon wound this fair Land's Peace, 
Now Civil Wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives again; 

That ſhe may long live here, God ſay, Amen. [Exeurr. 
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LLDVERTISEMENT. 


| JLCOB TONSON, and the other Proprietors of 
i Jie Copies of ow Plays, deſigning to finiſh 
8 ir Edition now publiſhing with all ſpeed, give Notice, 
That with the laſt Play, they will deliver Gratis General 
Titles to each Volume of the whole Work, ſo that each 
Play may be bound in its proper Place: And alſo do 
give further Notice, That any Play of-Shakeſpear's that 
© now 1s, or hereafter ſhall be out of Print, will be Re- 
printed without delay. So that all Gentlemen who have 
ht theſe Plays ſhall not . be diſappointed, but may 
depend on having their Sets 3 | 


N. B. Whereas one R. Walker has propoſed to Pirate 
all Shakeſvear's Plays; but through Ignorance of what 
Plays are Shakeſpear's, did in ſeveral Advertiſements pro- 
foſe ro print Oedipus King of Thebes, as one of Shake- 

_ Ipear's Plays ; and has ſince printed Tate's King Lear in- 

fiend of Shakeſpear's, and in that and Hamlet has omitted 
alnoſt one half of the Gans Editions printed by Tonſon 
and Proprietors. The therefore judge how likely 
they are to haue à q 7 Shakcipear's Play: 
from the ſaid R. als | 
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ADVERTISEMEN T. 
HERE AS R. Walker, with his Accomplices, have 
| inted and publiſh'd ſeveral of Shakeſpear's Plays; 
aud to ſcreen their innumerable Errors, advertiſe, Phat 

they are Printed as they are ated, and Induſtriouſly 
report, that the ſaid Plays are printed from Copies made 
' of at the Theatres: I therefore declare, in Juſtice 
to the ,Proprictors, whoſe Right is baſely inyaded, as 
well as; in Deſence of Myſelf, That no Perſon ever had, 
directly or indirectly from me, any ſuch Copy or Co- 
pie; neither wod'd I be acceſſary on any Account 
in Impoſing on the Publick ſuch Uſeleſs, Pirated, 
and Maim'd Editions, as are publiſh'd by the ſaid 
. Walker. — ; 


W. CHET WOOD, Prompter to His 
FP. » Majeſty's Company | of Comedians at 
_ he Theatte- Royal in Dram L. 


* 


l . LY IIS 


PROLOGUE 


I Come mm more to male you 2 alin 

That bear a weighty and a ſerious brow, 

sad, high, and working, full of ſtate and woe, 

Such noble ſcenes, as draw. the eye to flow, 

We ſhall preſent. Thoſe that can pity, here 

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear; * 


4 | The ſubjett will deſerve it. Such as give 
at Their 2 out of hope they may believe, 
ly May here find truth too. Thoſe that come to [ee 
de Only a ſhow or two, (and ſo agree, 
ce The "i may paſs) if they be ſtill and willing, 
” ll undertake may ſee away their ſhilling 
J, Richly' in tao ſhort hours. Only they 
* That come to hear a merry, bawdy y plays 
it A noiſe of targets; or to ſee a fellow 
. In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow; 
d Will be deceiv'd: for, gentle hearers, know 
To rank our choſen A with ſuch a ſhow 


As fool and fight is, (beſi des for feiting 
Our own brains. and th opinion that we bring 
To make that only trus we new intend) 
Will leave us ne er an underſtanding find. 
Thor ore, ſor. goodneſs ſake, as you are known 
| and happieſt hearers of the town, 
Be — * as we would make ye. Think ye ſee 
The very perſons of our noble ſto 
As they were living: think aa them grate, 
Anil follow'd with the gen ral throng, and ſweat 
Of thouſand 3 Then, in a moment, ſee 
1 htineſs —_—_ 
And if you can be warty then, Pl 27 
A man may weep upon his * 
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D ramatis Perſons. 


* r * & Henry the eb n 


2 Wolſey, his firſt Re and Favourite. 
Cranmer, 5 0 Canterb ry -- £ 
1 t of * DD. 41 q 


Duke of . 

Duke of Suffolk. 

Earl F Surrey. n 

Tord Chamberlain. 453 

Cardinal Campeius, the Pope's Legur. 

* e from * be, Charles the 
Fift 182 

Gardiner, Biſhop of Winchefter. >. 

Lord Abergavetiny,” 

Eord Sands. | 

Gr Henry Guildford. 

Sir Thomas Lovell. NI. 9 

Sir Anthony De * IF AAS OPT: 0 

Sir Nicholas — 

Cromwell, fff Servant "20 wolfey, neuen, the 
King. 
Griffith, Gendleman-Uſher t Auer Katharine, 

Three —_— 

Dr. Butts, Phy ian to the King, 

Surveyor to the Dole of VIRB, 

Porter and his Mabe". e 


z K. 


; + Queen 8 bf „M eo Kü Ban TOE 


Divorce d 


Anne Bullen, deve by the Ring, and mu. 


ried to him. 
An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. 
Patience, Woman of the Bed-Chamber to Queen Kirin 


Several Lords * Ladies i in. the dumb. Shams, Wome 


ding upon the © _ 8 bear 
= 2 were 6) ap — mg 1 a 0 ws 
| ad other Attondans 


My * ru g 1 * 
| The SCENE Hes mei i LONDON 


4d 
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The LIFE of 


HE N RI VIII 


ACT L | SC E NEL 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk at one door: at the other the 
Duke of Backingham, and the Lord rs 


be cn e x. ky 


=. 0D morrow, and well met, How 
: have you done 
Since laſt we ſaw y'in Prone} 
Nor. 1 thank your Geace::r: 
St; Healthful, and wer ver dace GN 14 
= mirer _ 
Of what I ſaw 2 

Buck, An untiwely ague_ - 
Staid me a priſoner in my chamber, when 


Thoſe + ſuns of glory, thoſe two lights of men 
Met in the vale of Arde. \ 


Nor. 'Twixt Guynet-and Arde: + 
I was. then preſent, ſaw em ſalute on hoeſe-beck; | 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together; | 
by had "a 8 four on'd ones could hae. 
1 252 K Suach 


6 King HEN VIII. 
Such a compounded one ? n 
Luck. All the whole time 

I was my chamber's priſoner. 

Nor. Then you loſt | 
The view of earthly glory : men might ſay 
Till this time pomp was fingle, but now marry'e. 
To one above it ſelf, Each —_— day — 
Became the next day's maſter, till the laſt 
Made former wonders, its. To-day the Frenoh, 
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods 
Shone downe the Engliſh, and to-morrow they 
Made Britain, India: every man that ſtood, 
Shew'a like a mine. Their dwarfiſh pages were 


4s Cherubins, all gilt; the Madams too, 


Not us'd to toil, did almoſt ſweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting. Now thjs mask 
Was cry'd incomparable; and gong” , night 


Made it a fool and beggar. The two Kings 


Equal in luſtre, were now beſt, now. wort,” | 


As preſence did preſent them; bim in eye,” 

| Still him in praiſe; and being preſent both, 

'Twas ſaid they ſaw but one, and no diſcerner 

Durſt wag his tongue in cenſure. When theſe ſuns, 
(For ſo t N 2 em) by their heralds, challeng'd 
The noble ſpirits to arms, they did perform 

Beyond thought's compaſs, that old fabulous ftory 
(Being now ſeen poſſible enough) got credit; 


That Bevis was believ'd. 


Buck. Oh, ou go far. 2 1 

Nor. As I belong to worſhip, and affect 
In honour, honeſty; the tract of every thing 
Would by a good diſcourfer loſe fome life, 
Which action's ſelf was tongue to. 

Buck, All was royal ; 
To the 2 of it nought rebell'd, 
Order'gave each thing view, The office did 
Diſtio&ly his full function. Who did guide, 
I mean who ſet the body and the limbo 


*® The ell romantic legend Bevis of mi. 
5 Y * 4 * 2 ot 


/ 
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King HENRY VIII. 7 


Of this great ſport together, as you guefs? 
Nor. One ſure, that promiſes no f element 
In ſuch a buſineſs. 
Buck. Pray you, who, my lord? 3 
Nor, All this was order'd by the good diſcretion- 
Of the right rey'cend Cardinal of York. | 
Buck. The devil ſpeed him: no man's pye is freed! 
From his ambitious finger, What had he | 
To do in theſe fierce vanities? I wonder - 
That ſuch a + ketch can with his very bulk |, 
Take up the rays o'th' beneficial ſun, 
And keep it from the earth. 
Nor. Yet ſurely Sir, 
There's in him Ruff that puts him to theſe ends. 
For being not propt by anceſtry, whoſe grace 
Chalks ſucceflors their way; nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to th' crown, neither ally'd 
To eminent aſſiſtants; but ſpider like 
Out of his ſelf-drawn web; this gives us note, 
The force of his own meric makes bis way, 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys. 
A place next to the King. | 
Aber. I cannot tell 
What heay'n hath giv'n him; let ſome graver eye 
Pierce into that: but I can ſee his pride 255 
Peep through each part of him; whence has he that, 
If not from hell? the devil is a niggard, | 
Or has giv*n all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himſelf, 
Buck, Why the devil, 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o'th' King, t'appoint 
Who ſhould attend him? he makes up the file 
Of all the gentry; for the moſt part ſuch 
To whom as great a charge as little honour _ 
He meant to lay upon: And his own letter 
(The honourable board of council out) 
$6 Sha) Ae | Muſt 
| J 10 e or beginning. 
4 ketch, from the Italian Caicchio, gnifying @ Tub, 


| Barre), or Hogſhead. Skinner. 


— 


After the hideous Norm that . 


The ſudden breach on't. | 


1 


8 an- vm, 


Muſt fetch in him he * 

Aber. T do know 8 . 
Kinſmen of mine, three at the leaſt, has — 
- By this ſo ſicken'd their aſtates, that e kT 
They thall abound'as ey: ;. K. 

Buck. O man 7 | 
Have broke their backs wich laying mannors on py | 
For this. great journey, What did this gone Roy | 
But miniſter communication f 
A, molt poor iſſue? 

Nor, Grievingly I think, 
The peace between the French and us, not values. 
The coſt that did conclude 83 

Ruck. Every man, 


as. tw a. ac. ot i. © 


A thing inſpir'd; and not conſuking, — 
Into a general propheie ; that this tempeſt, 
Daſhin 8 garment of this peace, aboaded 


Nor. de rd ee budded {RN gt 10 
For France hath flaw'd the ier. att 
Our merchants 2 at 4 | 
Aber. Is it therefore | * 
Th ambaſſador is filenc'd?. . een 
Nor. Marry is't, 
Aber. A proper title of a peace, and pic 
At a ſuperfluous rate! 
Buck. Why all this buſineſs. - 
Qur rev'rend Cardinal carried, d 
Nor, Like it your Grace, | 
The ſtate rakes notice of the private. a 
Betwirt you. and the Cardinal, I adviſe you 
(And take it from a heart that wiſhes you 
Honour and plenteous 1 . that you read. 
The Cardinal's malice. and tency ; 
Together :.to confiller further, that 


ops Whit, 
* he rs, a verb; His own 4 AY his own 
ao without the concurrencs 22 Conncil 2 
Hub in Him u hem he papers dowp, * . 
* unleſs this be. the PRE. p 


And Buckingham ſhalleffen this big look. 


Kiy Heawyr VIII. 9: 
What his high hatred would effect, wants not 

A miniſter in his por You know his nature. 

That he's revengtul ; and I know his ſword 

Hath a ſharp edge: It's long, and't may be ſaid, 

It reaches far; and where 'twill not extend, 

Thither he darts it, Boſom up my counſel, 

You'll find it wholſome, | Lo, where ct mes that cock. 


That I adviſe your ſhunning. 


5 580 ENE II. 


Enter Cardinal Wol ey, the purſe born before him, __ - 
tain of the guard, and two ſecretaries with pa 

the Cardinal in his paſſage fixerh- his e. 75 en Bucki 

ham, oy Buckingham on him, both full of diſdain... 


Wol. The Duke of | wore, ed s furyeyor tha? - 
Where's his examination? 
Secr. Here, ſo pleaſe you, | f 
Wol. Is he in perſon ready? 


Seer, = an t pleaſe your Grace. 
Wol. Well, we fhallthen know more, 


Exeunt Cardinal ud his tram 
Buck. This butchers cor is fe ge r 
Have not the pow'r to muzzel him, therefore beſt- 

Not wake him in bis flumber. A beggar'Fbook .. 

Out-worths a noble's blood. - 
Nor. - are you chat'd 2 | ; 

Ask God for temp'rance, that's -the appliance o 

Which your dileſ requires, ppl ar 
Buck. I read in's loo 

Matter againſt me, and his eye revibd 

Me as his ab ject object; at this inſtant ror 

He bores me with ſome trick, he's gone 0 King z 

I'll follow and out- ſtare him. 
Nor. Stay, my lord, 

And let your reaſon wich your eholer que ſtibn 

What 'tis v ougo about To climb ſteep bills. 

Requires flow pace at firſt. Anger is like - | 

A full. het harte, Who — : 8 

* * 


ak 
* 


20 King Henxy VIII. 


Self-mettletires him: not a man in England' 
Can adviſe me, like you: be to your ſelf 
As you would to your friend. 
Buck. I'll to the King) An 
And from a mouth of honour quite cry down. 
This Iiſwich. fellow's inſolence, or proclaim 
| Jhhere's diff rence in no perſons, at 
Nor. Be advis'd:; ALL 


Heat not a fut nace for your foe ſo hot | 

That it do ſinge your ſelf/ We may out- run 

By violent ſwiftneſs, that. which we run at; 

And loſe by over- running: know you not, 

The fire that mounts the liquor till't run o'er;, 

In ſeeming to augment it, waſtes it: de 

Advis'd I'\ay again, there is no Exęliſh 

Soul ſtronger to dire ct you than yourſelf, | 

If with the ſap of reaſon you would quench,. 

Or but allay the fire of on. = 

Buck; Sir, | 

Fm thankful to you, and Ell go along: oh 1? 

By E but this top · proud fellow. 

Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 

From. ſincere motions ;. by intelligence 

And proofs as clear as founts in July, when. 

Wi'ͤa ſee each grain of gravel, I do know 

To be corrupt ãnd treaſonous. 

Nor. Say not, treaſonous. | 

- Buck, To th' King Pll ſay't,, and make my vouch as: 
ron . . 

As Be or rock — attend. This holy fox, 

Or wolf, or both(for he is equal rav nous 

As he is ſubtle, and as prone to miſchief. . 

As able to perform't) his mind and place 

Infe cting one another ;. yeareciprocally,. 

Only to hew his pomp, as well in France 

As here at home, ſuggeſts the King our maſter- 

To this laſt coſtly rant, th' enterview, 

That ſwallow d ſo much treaſure, and like aglaſs: 

Did break i'th* rinſing. | 
Nor, Faith,, and fo it did. 


* 
_—Y ** Buek, 


Fg 


King Henmay, VIII. 11 


Buck, Pray give me favour, Sir = this cunning 
Cardina | 
The articles 0'th' combination drew 
As himſelf pleas'e; and they were 'ratify'd 
As he cry'd, let it be to as much end, LI 
As give crutch to th* dead, But our Court-Cardinal 
Has done this, and tis well for worthy Wolſcy, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I takeit, is a kind of puppy . 
To th' old dam, treaſon) Charles the Emperor, * 
Under pretence to ſee the Queen his aunt, | 
(For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whiſper Wolſey) here makes viſitation: 
His fears were, that the interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him ſome prejudice ; for from this league 
Peep'd harms that menac'd him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal, and as I troy ; | 
Which I do well for I am ſure the Emperor 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his ſuit was granted 
Ere it was ask'd. But when the way was made, 
And pay'd with gold; the Emp'ror thus deſir'd, 
That he would pleaſe to alter the King's courſe, 
And break the foreſaid peace. Let the King kao, 
(As ſoon he ſhall by me) that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and ſel] his honour as he pleaſes, 
And for his own advantage. | 
Nor. I am ſorry 
To hear this of him! and could wiſh you were 
Something miſtaken in't. 
Buck, No, nota 1 — 9 
I do pronounce him in that very ſnape 
He ſhall appear in proof. te | 


SCENE III. 


Eyter Brandon, a ſerjeant at arms before him, and tu 
vr three of the guard, . 


+ Bran, Tour office, Serjeant; execute in 


count. 


| 21 


AL 


King H Nn V 11 


12. 
Sir, 


Serj. | 
My lordthe Duke of Buckingham, and karl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Norchampron, I. 
Arreſt thee of high treaſon, in the name. 

Ot᷑ our moſt oo reign King. | 

Buck. Lo you, my lord, 


The net has I” upon me; I fhall periſh. 


Under device and practice. 
Bran, I am(orry 
To ſee you talen from liberty, tologken.. 

The buſigeſs prefent. is his Highneſs pleaſure. 
You ſhall to th' Tower. 


Fuck. It will help me nothing. 
Fo plead mine innocence ; for that dye is ag me, 2 
Which makes my whit part black. Than of bn. 
Be done in his and all things : 4 obey. 8 
Q my lord Aberganny, — ye well. 

Bran. Nay, he mũüſt bear you . N * 
Is plezw'd you ſhall tom Tower, "Wy you know 
How he Lieywoines further. 93 3 


Aber. As the Duke ſaid, 
The will of heay*n be — and, the King's plodure 


1 
ere is a wirrantfrom ** 
The King, Yartachlord Menfagae, and the bodies 


t the Duke's confeſſor, John dela Car, 
And Gilbert Peck, his chancellor. 


Buck. So, ſo; 


. Fheſeare the limbs 0'th* plot: no more, per. 


Bran, A monk o 'th' Chartreux. 
Buck. Nicholas Hopkins } 2 


Bran. He. , | 
Buck, My ſurveyor is falſe, the. o'er-great Cardinal 
Hath ewe him . my life is ſpann'd already: 
I am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham, 
Whole figureev'nthis inftantcloud puts on, 
By Ark l ning wy, clear ſun. My: lord, r le 


* 


* 
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. 


— — 5 a — _ — — — — 
8.0 ENE IV; | 

Cornet. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinal's 
aide; the Noble and ie Thomas Lovel; the. 
Cardinal places himſelf under the King's feet, on his. 
right ſide, noone e 164 


Ling. M Y, life itſelf; and the beſt heart of it, 
757 N my for this great care I ood: 

| #5 5 1 ' Jeve j TH » ; 
Of a full-charg'd confed'racy, and give thanks 

To you that choak d it. Let be call d before us 

That gentleman of Backingham's in perſon, 

III hear him his confeſſions juſtifie, - 

And point by point the treaſons of his maſter 

He ſhallagainrelace, 1 cr 7 


A. noiſe, with crying, Rem for the-Queen: 1 e 1 
. of Norfolk, Enter the Men, Norfolk — 2 
Suffolk; ſhe kneels._ The Ki — bis flats, takes, 
her up, laſſes and — ENTS | 


Queen, Nay, we muſt longer kneel ;. Iam à ſuitor. 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us; half your ſuit. 
Never name to us; you have half our power: | 
The other moiety ete you ask is given; | 
Repeat your will and take it. —X 4 K 
cen. Thank — 1 
That you would love your ſeif, and in that love. 
Not unconſider'd leave honour, nor 
The dignity of your 6 is the point 
Of my petition. 
King. Lady mine, proceec. 
Queen. I am ſollixitod, not by a few, - 
And thoſe. of true condition, that your ſubjects 11 
Are in great grievance, There have been commiſſions 
Sent dow” among em, Which have flagw'd the heart 
Of. all Meir loyalties ; wherein althopgh (To Wolſey. 
Xs (Wy; 


Ag Hz nar VIE 3. 


++ . King HE NAV VIII. 
(My good lord Cardinal). they vent reproaches 


— bitterly on you as putter on 
Of theſe exactions, vet the King our maſter 
(Whoſe honour heav'n ſhield from ſoil) eſcapes-not- 
Tanguage unmannerly ; yea ſuch which breaks . 
The ſides of- loyalty, and ale bs conn a 
In loud rebellion;.- --: aq" POT 
Nor. Not almoſtioppears; 

It doth appear; for upon theſe taxations, . 
The clothiers all, notable to maintain 
The many to them longing, have put off. 
The ſpinſters, carders, fullers, weavers, who 
Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger 
And lack of other means, indeſp'rate manner 
Daring th' event to th' teeth, are all in _—_— 
And danger ſerves among them, : 

King. Taxation? 
 Wherein ?. and what taxation? my. lord. Cardinal,. 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
. Know you of this taxation?. 

Nl. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
I'know but of à ſingle part in ought- 
Pertains to th' ſtate, and front but in that file- 
Where others tell ſteps with me. 

Queen. No, my lord, 
You know ns more.than others: but ) you fake 
Things that are known alike, which are not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt: 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Theſe exactions 
 (Whereof my Sov'raign would have note) they are 
Moſt peſtilent to th — g; and to bear n, 
The back is ſacrifice to th' load ; they ſay. 
They are devis'd by you; or elfe you oller 
Too hard an excla mation. 

King. Still exaction! 
The nature of it, in what kind er know 
In this exsction) 

Queen! I am much too veit'rous 
In tempting of your patience, but am bolden'd © 


> ne your- — pardon, The ſubjects grief ; 
Comes 


. : 
' 
* 
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Comes through commiſſions, which co from each 
The ſixth part of his ſubſtance, to de Ned * 
Without delay; and the pretence for this * 
Is nam' d your wars in France. This makes bold mouths, 
Tongues ſplit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them; All their curſes now | 4 
Live where their pray'rs did; and it's come to paſs, 
That tractable obedience is a flave | ; 
To each incenfed will. I would your Highneſs: 
Would give it quick conſideration, for. l 
There is no primer baſeneſs. | 

King. By my life, 

This is againſt our pleaſure.. 

Wol. And for me, | | 

have no further gone in this, than by- 

A ſingle voice, and that not paſt me but 

I learned approbation of the judges. 

If. I't-traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perſon, yet will he 

The chronicles of my doing ; let me ſay, 

Tia but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue muſt go through: we maſt not ſtint⸗ 
Our neceſſary actions, in the fear | 

To cope malicious cenſures; whichever, 

As rav'nous fi ſhes, do a veſſel follow 

That is new trimm'd; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beſtz. 
By fick interpreters, or weak ones, is 

Not ours, or not allow'd: what worſt; as oft: 
Hitting a groſſer quality, is ery'd u 

For qur beſt act: if we ſtand till, in fear 
Our motion will be mock'd or carped at, 

We ſhould take root here where we fit :- 

Or fit ſtate;ftatues only. 

King. Things done well; fed Rect Sens 037 . 
And with a care;. exempt themſelves from fear: 
Things done without example, in their iflue 
— + be _— ＋ | a precedent: 

this commiſſion ? I believe not any. 

We muſt not rend our ſubjecks un our laws, 


And 
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And ſtick them in our will. Sixth part of each! 
A trembling contribution Why we take 
From ev'ry tree, lop, bark, and part o'th' timber: 
And Rr a root thus hackt, 
The air will drink the ſap. To ev'ry countr7 
Where this is queſtion d, ſend our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd 
The force of this commiſſion; pray look to't, 

J put it to your care. 1 


Wol. A word with you, {To the Secretary; 


Let there be letters writ to ev'ry ſhir 


Of the King's grace and pardon: The griey'd commons. 


| Hardly conceive of me; let it be nois'd, 
That through our interceſſion, this revokement 
And parton comes; I fhall anon adyiſe you 


Further in the proceeding. © {Exit Secretary. 


rent ] v. 
Enter Surveyor, Sr % 
Queen. I'm ſorry that the Duke of Buckiwgham 
It run in your diſpleaſure. ne gs. 
ing. It grieves many; | : 
1 7 — a moſt rare ſpe ker, 
To nature none mere bound, his training ſuch, 
That he may furni ſu and inſtruct great teachers, 
And never Teck for sid out of himſelt. 5 
Yet ſee, when noble benefits hall prove 
Not well diſpos d, tbe mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man ſo. complear, 
Who was enrolPd 'mongft wonders; and when we 
Almoſt with liſt ning zaviſt'd could not find | 
His hour of ſpeech, a minute ; he, my lady, 
Hath into monſtrous habits put the praces-. 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if beſmear'd in hell. Sit, you fall herr 
(This was his gentleman intruſt) of him 27 No 
Things to ſtrike hawour ſad. Bid him reconnt 
To: fore. recited practiges, whezedf— © 


- / * v 
We. 


— 


| His will is 
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We cannot feel too little, hear too much. ; 
wed. Stand forth, and with bold ſpirit relate, what you,, 
Moſt like a careful Subject, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 
King. Speak freely, 
Surv, Firſt, it was uſual with him; ev'ry my 
It would infett his ſpeech, that if the King 
Should without iſſue die, he'd-carry*t ſo 
To make the ſcepter his. ' Theſe very words.- 
I've heard him utter to his ſon-in-law, 
Lord Aberganny, to whom by oath he mene d 
Lg pon the Cardinal. 
eaſe your Highneſs, note 
His Jangerous conception in this panes (4:2 
Not 1 his wiſh to your 8 N 
malignant, and it ftretche 
Beyond you to your friends. 
Queen, My learn'd lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. ; 
King. Speak on; | 


\ How _grounded he his title to PER crown 


Upon our fail? to this point haft thou heard bn 
At any time ſpeak ought? | 
Surv, He was brought to thie, 


By a vain r of Nicolas Hopkins, 


King.” t was that Hopkins ? 
Surv, Sir, a Chartreux Friar, © 
His confeſſor, who fed him ev'ry minute 
With words of Soy* reign ty. 
King. r ou _ 2 nefs ſped = 
Sury, Not re your $ to _ 
The Duke being as the SH within the pariſh 
St, Lawrence. Poultry, did of me demand 
What wasthe ſpeec among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey ? I reply'd, 


Men fear'd the French” would prove perhdious 


To the King's danger: preſently the Duke 


| Said, 'twas the fear indeed, and that he doubted 


'Twould by the vetity of certain words 


ft, he, „ 
Spoke _—— ſays i, 
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Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit | 
Jann de la Gar my chaplain, a choice hour. As 
To hear from him a matter of ſome moment: = LU 
Who (after under the commiſſion's ſeal f S bY 
He ſolemnly had ſworn, that what he ſpoke | Ma 
My chaplain to no ctesture living br (A 
To me ſhould utter) with demure confidence Ha 


Thus pauſinglyenſu'd; Neither the King, nor's heirs. 
(rell you the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid him ſtrive 
To gain the love o'th' commonalty, the Duke An 
Shall govern England - pe peat | 
Queen. If 1 know you well; -. 

_ You were the Duke's ſurveyor, 2 Jol your office: 

On the complaint o'th' tenants ;. take good heed 

You my ef not in your ſpleen. a noble perſon, H. 
And ſpoil your' noble foul; 1 fay take heed,, . At 
Yes, nora I beſeech you. = 
King. Let him 3 4 Fa : 
1 | | 
D 


Go forward. 
Surv. On my ſoul, I'll food but wich, 
I told my lord the Duke, by th*-devil's illuſions 
The Monk might be deceiv'd; and that'twas'dang'rous T 
= — to ———— — — 124 ** 15 | - 
It forg'd' him ſome deſign, (Which, bei ew | 
It 5 5 like to do) be — Nd. 4 L 
It can do mè no * adding. further, 1 
That had the 1K is laſt ſickneſs fail'd, 
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas. Lovell's heads 
| Should have gone off. | 
| King. Ha! what ſo rank? ah ha 
| — There's milchief in this man 3. wer fer 
Sun I can, my Liege. 1 8 0 
King. Proceed. | = | 
Surv, Being at 3 
After your Highneſs had . the Duke. 
— Sir Willam Blomer 
Kin I remember of; Yo 
Of rs time, he being my ſworn ſervant: ad 
The Duke retain'd him his. But on; What tence? 
A * quoth, he, Lfor this had. been enn. 


1 
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As to the Tower, I thought ; I would have plaid 
The part my father meant to act upon 
Th' aſurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence; which, if granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his duty) would 
Have put his knife into him. 
King. A giant traitor! ks 
Wol. Now, Madam, may his Highneſs live in freedom, 
And this man out of priſon? | | 
eee ewe rnd wg 
King. There's ſomething more would out of thee; 
what ſay'#? my 
Surv, After the Duke his father with the knife, 
He ſtretch'd him, and with one hand on his dagger, 
Another ſpread on's breaſt, mounting his eyes 
He did diſcharge a horrible oath, whoſe tenour 
Was, were he evil us'd, he would out- go 
His father, by as much as a performance. - 
Does an irreſolute purpoſe. / I" 
King. There's his period, 3 belt! 
To ſheath hig knife in us + he is attach d 
Cill him to preſent tryal; if be may - +»! + tn A 
Find mercy in the law, tis his; if none, 
Let him not ſeek't of us: by day and nige 
He's traitor to the height. : '  [Exeunt. 


_—__ — — 


s cENE VI. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands. 


Cham. I S't poſſible the ſpells of France ſhould juggle 
Men into ſuch ſtrange myſteries? 
Sands, New cuſtoms, 
oy they be never fo ridiculous, 
us et 'em be unmanly, = are follow'd, 
Cham, As far as I ſee, all the good out Engliſ# 
Have got by the laſt voyage, is but meerly 
A fit or two o'th' face, but they are ſhrewd ones; 


for when they hold em you would: err dire 0 
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Their very noſes had been counſellors Th 
To Pepis or Clotharius, they keep ſtate fo. - 
| Sands. They're all new legs, and lame ones; one 


would take it. | 4 
(That never ſaw em pace before) the ſpayin 
And ſpring-halt reign among em. | 
Cham. Death! my lord, | 
Their cloaths are after ſuch a pagan cut too, 
That ſure they've worn out Chriſtendom : how now? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovell? 
| Anter Sir Thomas Lovell. 
Tov. Faith, my lord, 
I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clap'd upon the court gate. \ 
Cham. What is't for? | 
Lov.The reformation of our travell'd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk and tailors, - 
Cham. I'm glad 'tis there; now 1 would pray ous 
; 


c 1. MonGenrs | 

To think an Engliſh eourtier may be wiſe, - 

And never ſee the Louvre. | 

Tov. They muſt either 9 90; | 

(For ſo run the conditions) leave thoſe remnants 

Of fool and feather, that they got in France; 

With all their honourable points of ignorance 

- Pertaining thereunto, as br and fife-works; 

Abuſing bet er men than they can be 

Out of a foreign wiſdom, clean renouncin 

The faith they have in tennis, and tall ockinge, 

Short bolſter'd breeches, and thoſe types of trayel, 

And underſtand again like honeſt men 

Or pack to their old-fellows; there, I take it, 

They may, cum privilegio, wear away 

The lag-end of their lewdneſs, and be laugh'd at. 
Sands. Tis time to give them phyſick, their diſeaſes 

Are grown ſo catching. | n 47 „ 

_ Cham, What a loſs our ladies 

Will have of theſe trim vaoities ! 


Lov. Ay, marry, 


S © ws 
— 
nere 


One 


mW? 
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There will be woe indeed, lords; the ly whoreſons 
Have got a ſpeeding trick to lay down ladies: 
A French ſong and a fiddle bh fellow. . 
Sands, The devil fiddle em; I'm glad they're goings 
For ſure there's no converting em: now Sirs, 
An honeſt country Lord, as I am, * 


A long time out of play, may brin lain ſong, 
And * an hour of , of hearing, aur by'r « lady 


Held currant.mulick too, 


Cham. Well ſaid, lord Sands, 
Your colt's tooth is not caſt yet? 
Sands, No, m 2 
Nor ſhall not, while 1 have a ſtump. 
Cham, Sir Thomas, . 
Whither are you going? 
Lov, To the Cardinal's : 
Jour lordſhip is a gueſt too. 
Com 1 3 4 | . 
This night he es a ſn , an a great one, 
To = lords and 88 will be 
The as of this kingdom, I'll aflure you. 
The churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed z 
A hand a fruiul as ch land that feeds ws, | 
His dew falls ev'ry where. 
Cham. No doubt, he's noble; | 
He had a black mouth that ſaid other of — dT 
Sands, He may, my lord, h'as wherewithal in _— 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe than ill dofrine, 
Men of his way ſhould be moſt liberal, - | 
They're ſet here for examples. | p 
1 True, — are ſoz 
t few now give ſo great ones: my b e ſtays; 
Your lordſhip ſhall ” 5 come, — 85 Thomas, 
We ſhall be late elſe, which I would not be, 
For I was-ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford, 
This night to be-comptrollers, _ 125 
Sands. Im your — _ EP [Exenne, 


val | SCENE 
" , 
ks * « <4 * & - & 4 &# ® - : 4 


22 King HENRY VIII. 

AT 7 5 

Kautboys. A ſmall table under a ftate for the Cardi. 

nal, a longer table for the gueſts, Then enter Anne 
Bullen, and divers other Ladies and gentlemen, a; 


geſts — one door ; at another door, enter Sir Henry 
"4s 1 r . 


Guil, Ladies, a gen'ral welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all: this night he dedicates 
To fair content and you: none here he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad: he would have all as merry, 
As, firft, good company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands and Lovell. 


O my lord, y'are —_ $447k 3 e | 
The very thoughts of this fair company | 
Clap'd wings to me. | ee 
Cham. You're young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
Sands.” Sir Thomas Lowell, had the Cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts'in him; ſome of theſe 
Should find a running banquet ere they reſted; 
I think would better pleaſe em: by my life, 
They are à ſweet: ſociety of fair ones. | 
':Zov, O chat your lordſhip were but now confeſſot 
To one or two of theſe, ey. 
Sant, I would I were, 
They ſhould find eaſy 1 
Tov. Faith, how ealy} © | 
8unds. As eaſy as a down bed would afford it. 
Cham. Sweet ladies, will it pleaſe you fit : Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, I'll take the charge of this: 
His Grace is entring; nay you muſt not freeze: 
Two women plac'd together make cold weather: 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep 'em waking; 
Pray fit between theſe ladies. 
Sands. By my faith, 


-And thank your lordſhip, By your leaye, ſweet n 


. 


ardi. 
Anne 


, 4s 


enry 


ce 


lor 


Y, 
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HI chance to talk a little wild, W me: 
1 had it from my fatber. | 
Anne. Was he mad, Sir? 
Sands, O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
But he would bite none; juſt as I do now, 
He'd kiſs you twenty with a breath. 
Cham. Well ſaid, my lord: 
So now y'are fairly ſeated: Fg far | 
The penance lies on you, i theſe fair ladies 
Paſs away frowning, | 08 
Sands. For my little cue, 
Let me alone. | 


Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolſey, and takes 
his flate, 
Wal, Vare welcome, my fair gueſts ; that noble lady 
Or gentlewan that is net freely. merry, 
Is not my friend. This to confirm my welcome, 
Andito:you all good health. 
Sands. Your Grace is noble: 
et me have ſuch a bow! may hold my hank 
And ſave me ſo much talking. 
Wol. My lord Sands, tr 
I am beholden to you; cheer your neighbour: 
Ladies, you are not merry; gentlemen, 
Whoſe fault is this? Ted 
Sands, The red wine firſt muſf riſe _ _ N 
In their fair cheeks, my lord, then we ſhall have. e 
Talk us to ſilence. 
Anne. You're a merry gameſter, 
My lord Sands. 
Sands, Yes, if I make my play: 
Here's to your ladyſhip, and pledge it, madam: 
For *tis ro ſuch a thing 
Anne. Tou cannot ew me, 
Sands. told your Grace that they would talk anon. 
| * [Drum and trumpets, chambers diſcharged. 
Wd, What's that? 
Cham. Look out there, ſome of ye, 
| We What warlike voice, 


* . 


And 


— ——— — p — —— — —ü—ñ 
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And to what end is this? nay, ladies, __——— 
By all the laws of war y'are privileged,” 


Enter a Servant. 


Cham. How now, what is't? 

Ser. A noble troop of ftrangers, 
For ſo they ſeem, have left their barge, td landed, 
And hither make, as great ambaſſadors { We 
From foreign Princes. 

ol. Good Lord Chamberlain, oa 
Go, give em welcome; you can per the French 

tongue, 
And pray receive em nobly, and conduct 0 
Into our preſence, where this beav'n of beau 
Shall ſhine at full 1 them. Some attend him, - | 
A ariſe, and tables removed. 

You've now a broken banquet, but we'll mend it. 
as di en q 

wre 2 1 chk on ye: welcome all, 


— 4 Enter King and others 4s matters, habited 
like Shepherds, uſher'd by the Lord Chamberlain. They 
paſs 4 —_— od cor the Cs. * nn _ 


A noble e Whac are © theit' Jeafultes? 

Cham. Becauſe they ſpeak no Engliſh, thus they pray'd 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame 
Of this fo noble and fo fair afſembly, 
This n night to meet here, they conld do no len, 
Out of the great reſpect they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks, and under your fair conduct 
Crave leave to view theſe ladies, and intreat 
An hour of revels- wirb em. | 

Wol. Say, Lord e 
They've 8. my poor Houfe, grace 6. which 1 


Pa) 
A blend thanks, and pray em take their pleaſures. 
[Chuſe Ladies, Kmy and Anne Bullen. 
King. The faiteft hand 1 ever touch'd! O Beauty. 
Till now I never knew theet * Daher, 
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pol. My lord. 
Cham, Lour Grace? 
mol ten em thus mach gan me: 
There ſhould be one amongſt em by his * 
More worthy this place than my ſelf, to — 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
4 ] would ſurrender it. I (#hiſper. 
©, Cham, 1 will, my * A 2 +. 2 
ol. What f a 


| - Cham. _ one they y all conf | 
Thereris i ich they wo ve on 0 
N Find out, and he will une . 55 N are 
ol. Let me ſee then: | 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen, here II mike. 
My royal cho 
Wi. King. You've found him, Cardinal: * 
f You hold a fair aſſembly: ao do well, loed, © 
You are @ AT Lyon or LM ten you, Cardinal, 
1 ſhould r W 
ol. I'm gla W 
ited Your Grace is grown lo 5 r 
hey King My ford Chambers, Pros 
lute Pr'ythee come hither, what fair lady“ $ chard Tos | 
| Cham, An't pleaſe your Grace, Str Thomas Bullies 
daughter, a * 
va (be Viſcount Rochford,) one cher Whol women, , 
7 King. By heaven The's 4 drinty one: 3 of t, , 
I were unmannetly to take you ont, To A ” of 
And not to kiſs you. A , gen el, " 


Let ir go vou. | = 
| Wel. Sir Thomas Level is che FOO ready. 
| I th' privy chamber? 
Lov, Yes, my lord. | 1 | 

| Wel. Your Grace, 8 . 9 
1 I fear, with dancing i is a little bene. fp; 4 
g King, r too mu | 2 
"X Wit * Thea Geir air, my lord, | 
_ In the next ber 
| King, Lead iu oer ladies every one: ſweet partif 


1 * not yet u yd; Cl let's be merry, 
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Good my lord Cardinal: I have a dozen{healkhs- : 
To drink te'theſe fair ladies, and a meaſure 
To lead them once again, and then let's dream 


nan en Let the muſick knock it. 
e . i 


5 a by Theres noo 6 6 A0 
ern SCENEL” 
Erne two. Genrlemen at ſrowa Doors. | 


1 Gen. Hick awa 6 al? EE 
W 2 Gen, ul God fare ye: - | 


 Ev*n to the hall, to hear what ſhall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. | 
Sen. Ell fave you 
| That — Sir. All's now - ran, but the eere- 
4 in back ihe pris'cer. 94812 1 9 
3 Of bringing back n "FE ee 
> Jes in was IJ. R 7) 
1 1 Pp. 15 * ſpeak what has bappen'd?. 178 I 
= at ou may N what. _ 


Is he found | 
1 Gen, Yes, truly is 2 conderua' men. 4 
2 Gen, I'm ſorry for” 4 K 
1 Gen. So are a number more. 
2 Gen But pray how paſt it? 
1 Gen, I'll tell you ina little. The great Duke 
Came to the Barz where, to his Fern nr. 
I He pleaded till not guilty, and alledg'd d * 
” Many. ſharp reaſons. 10 defeat the law. 9 | E. 1 
The King's Attorney, on the contra. 
Urg'd 99/1 examinations, bleeds e 1 


— 3 , - 
* * 
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Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke defir'd' 
To have brought viva voce to his Face; 
At which appear'd againſt him, his ſurveyor, - 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his chancellor, and Fohn Car 
Confeſlor to him, with that devil monk 
Hopkins, that made this miſchief. 
2 Gen, That was he 
That fea him with his prophecies. 
1 Gen. The ſame. | 
Al theſe accus'd him ſtrongly, which he fain + 
Would have flung from him; but indeed he could not 
And ſo his' peers upon this evidence | 
Have found him guilt 9 of, 1 treaſon. Much 
He ſpoke, and — ly for life; but al! 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 
2 Gen. After all this, how did he bear himſelf? 
I 2 When be was brought again to * Dar, 4 te. 
ear 
His knell rung out, bis judgment, he wos dier 45 
With ſuch, an agony, be ſweatextrea mm. 
And:fomething ſpoke in choler, ill and baſtyz ; 
But he fell to himſelf again, and. ſweetly. + 
In all the reſt ſhew'd a moſt noble patience, 
2 Gen. I do not think he fears death. 8 


1 Gen, Sure he does not, | »7} ts £5 
He never wos (6 womaniſh ; the Aud t 
He may a little grieve . 21G) aol Fs 
2 Gen. Certainly, | 207 $44! S001. 114 
The Cardinal is the end of this, A 10s ieee od 
1 Gen, Tis likely, : Fe2s" 287 29 


A all conjectures: firſt Kildare $  attainder,.. 
en deputy of Treland ; who remov'd, 
Earl Surrey was ſent thither, and in haſte N 
Leſt he ſhould help his father. 3 — 
2 Cen. That wick of ſtate 
Was a deep envious one. 
1 Gen, At his return,” 
775 ·˖[òN he will requite it; this is noted, 5 
. 'rally, Whoever ibe King favours, | 00. 
dinal — will -— whe 1 ment " 8 


2 King HENRY VIII. 
And far enough from court too. 

2 Gen. All the commons 
Hate him perniciouſly, and o' my conſcience 
Wiſh him ten fathom deep: this Duke as much 
They love and doat-on, call him bounteons Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all courteſy. 


$CEN'E II. 


Enter F ham from his Arraipamaut. Nover be- 
fore him, the Axe with the edge towards him. Fal- 
berds on each ſide, accompanied with Sir Thomas 
Lovel, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Walter Sands, and com- 


mon People, &c. 
1 Gen. Stay there, Sir, 

And fee the Aebi ruin'd Man you "EY of. 
2 Gen, Let's ſtand cloſe and befold him, 
Euck; All good People, 

You that thus far have come to pity me, | 

He r what L ſay, . go home and loſe me: 

1 have this day receiv'd.a traitar's jodgment, 

And by that . muſt die; yet heiv'n bear wicnefs 

And if I have a confcience, kt it fink me 

Even as the axe falls, if 1 be not faithful. 

To th' Jaw 1 bear to malite for my death, 

T has done, upon the Premiſes, but Juſtice: _ 

But thoſe that 1 ught it, I could wiſh more chriſtians; 

Be what they will” I heartily forgive "em; 

Yet let em look they glory not in wilchief, 

Nor build their evils on the graves of mei-; 

For then, my guiltleſs blood muſt cry againſt em. 

For furthgg life in this world 1 ne'er hope, 

Nor will I ſue, although the King have mercles 

er than 1 dare make faults, You few that loy'd'me, 
nd dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave _ 

Is only bitter to him, only dying; 

| Go with me like good Angels to my end, 

And as the long divorce et ſteel falls on m:, 

| Mike of your prayers one ſweet ſacrifice, 


- 


kin HN AY VU. 2 


And lift my ſoul ta heav'n. Lead an a Gad's name. 
Lov. I do heſeech your 5 ſar charity, 
If ever any malice. in yaur 
Were hid againſt me, vow forgir me frankly. | 
Buck, Sir Thaynas; Luc 42 tree 1e you 
As I would hs fargiven 
There cannot be CE 2 ſs _ 
'Gainſt me, I can't take peace with: no black envy. 
Shall make my grave— Commend me to his Grace: 
And if he ſpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him 
You meg him balt in heaven: : my vows and pray” 8 
Yet — ud dil my ul farkake Mes. 
$hall.cry for b Rogaop kj. , ive 
onger 2 l bay time to 9 bis 1 
* ov'd a vin Hy e de; 
1 og lf eng ak lead him to his end, 
Goodneſs 0 one monument 
Lov, To thy amy Nees I muſt conduct your Gracez, 
Then give my. charge up 10 Wk! in Vaux, 
Vo denen — tg Four and. | 


gs Fe 7 
; (as the barge be ready,. ; 

And * N furniture a ſuits 4 
The greatneſs of his perſon, 4 op 
Buck, Nay, Sir Malen . as. | 


Let, it alone my Gate paw will but mock me- 
When I came hither, 1 was Low high conſtable; . . 


And Duke of Buckingham ; now, poot Edward Bobun- 


Yet I am tichet than m baſe accuſers, - 
* 1 knew what truth meant; I now ſeal it; 


Wich that blood will wake em ane day groan fort. 


noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who firſt rais'd head Zan ulorpiog Richard, 

Flying for ſuccour to his ſervant Bier, 

Being diſtreſs'd, was by thay wrerch betray'd, 

And withest wel fall; Gad's peace be with him !* - 
Henry the Seventh ſucceeding, irvly pitying 

My father's loſs, like a maſt royal Priace | 

Reſtor'd to me my hon A from ryins, 

Made my name once more noble. Now his ſon 


Ka- 1 we Henry 


WY + * 
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Henry the Eighth, * name; honour, life, and all 
That made me happy, at one ſtroak has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my tryal, 
And muſt needs ſay, a noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched" father: 
Vet thus far we are one in fortune, both 
Fell by our ſervants, by thoſe men we lov'd. 
A moſt unnatural and faithleſs ſervice! 
Heav'n has an end in all: yet, you that hear me, 
Tt-is from a oying man receive as certain: | 
Where you are lib'ral'of your loves and nee 
Be fure you be not looſe; thofe you make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceiye 
The leaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away * 
Like water from ye, never found again, Is, 
But where they mean to ſink ye. Al good People — 
Pray for me! I muſt leave ye; the Taft our | 
Of my long $ eaſy life is come upon me ': © 
Farewel'; and w ou would "ay ſomething fad, 
Speak how I A tern God'forgi 1 me. 
© e eee ans Train: 
1. Gen, O, this is f pity ; Sir) it call 
1 fear, too many curſes on their heads, We 3:39, 
That were the authors. 7 
2. Gen. If the Duke be guilileſs, © * 
»Tis full of woe; yet I wal, you wang 
- Of anenſving evil, if ir 
Greater than this, — 
I Gen, Good angels keep e u: * 
What may it be ? you do not doubt my . Sir? 
« 2: Gen. This ſeeret is ſo weighty,” t. ill require 
A ftrong faith to conceal it. Lg oe 
1 Cen, Let me have it; 1 4 74 | 
I do.nottalk -much, 
| 2. Gen. 1 am confident; 
© You ſhall, Sir; did you not of late: days hear | 
A buzzing of a 'ſeparation © 
Between % King — Kath'rine? 


i 3034 © © 
3 Gen. Yes, burr ls nors em e ae N 
a FOT Por 


© lin, honour, name, and all, 


have all, Ithink. 
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For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtrait 
To ſtop the rumour, and allay thoſe tongues 
That durſt diſperſe it. 

2. Gen, But that ſlander, Sir, 
Is found a truth now; for it grows agait® - 
Freſher than e'er it was; and held for certain 
The King will venture at it, Either the Cardinal, 
Or ſome about him near, have (out of malice .: 
To the Fate poſſeſsd him with a ſeruple 
That will undo her: to confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately, 
As all think for this buſineſss. 4 
1 Gen, Tis the Cardinal; 17 


And: meerly to revenge him on the Emperor, 
For not beſtawing on him, at his asking, 


The Arch-biſnoprick of Toledo, this is pur pos'd. 


2 Gen. I think you've hit the mark; but is't not cruel, 


That. ſne ſhould-feel the ſmart of this? the Cardinal 
Will have his will, and ſhe-muſt fall. RAT. 

: 13 Gen. 17 Tis wokal. 

We ue tod open here to argue this 
Let's think ia private more. | [ Exeumt. 


SES . | — 


K 


8c ENB I. | 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter. 


Y lord, the horſes your: lordjbip ſent for, with all 
the care Thad I ſaw' well choſen, ' ridden, and fur- 
niſh'd; . They ere young and handſome, and of the b 

breeil inthe North, Whew they were ready to ſet out 2 
London, 4 man of my lord Cardinal's, by commiſſion 


and main power took 'em from me, With this reaſon , 


his maſter would be ſerv'd beforea ſubject, if not before 
the King; whigh fopp'd our mouths, Sir. * _— 


I fear he will indeed; wel}, let him have them; he will 


Enter 
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Enter to the t Chamberlain the Dukes 9.1 Norto x 
and Suffolk, 


Nor, Well met my Lord Chamberlain. 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces. | 
Suf. How ihe King employ'dÞ 5 
Cham. I left him private, | 

Full of ſad thoughts and trgubles.. . 
Nor. What's the caufe # 


Cham, It ſeems. the marriage with ks brocher 5 wit 


Has crept too near his confeience; 
Suf. No, his conſcience 

Has crept too near angther. gy. 

Nor. is ſoy 1. 
This is the Cardinal's de ing; the Kin Caidinal «/ : 
That blind prieſt, like = eldeſt ſon of fortune, 


Turns what he ſiſt. The King will know bim one dap 


Su. Pray God he do; he'll never know himſelfelſe. 
| Nor. How holily he works in all his buſineſs, 
And with what zeal} for now beascrackrche leigre 


"Tween us and th' Emperor, the Queen? s great nephew: 


He dives into the King's ſou}, and there ſcatter- 

Doubts, dangers, wringing of the conſcience, © / 

- Fears and deſpair, and all theſe for his . 

And out of all theſe to reſtore the Ring, 

He counſels a divorce, a loſs of her 

That like a- jewel bas hung, 9 Fears: ..... 

About his neck, yet never loſt her luſtre, | 

Of her that loves him wich that excellence, 4 

That angels love good men with; even of ber, ö 

That, when the greateſt ſtroke of fortune: falls, 

Will bleſs the King; and is not this courſe pious 7 
Cham. Heav'n r ſuch counſel! "ris moſt 

true, 

Theſe news are ev'ry where, ev'ry tongue ſj ks? er, 

And every true heart weeps "for 't, All —— 

Look into theſe 1 ſee his main cad, | 

The French King's Neav'n will one open 

The King's eyes, that Ls long have . 2 +6: 

This bold, bad man. | © 

Sf, 


2 4 wal = 2» 


Bit Hern VIII. 33 


And free vs; flay 
1 We had dee pra an early. for dure *. 


Or this imperipys man will work us all | 
From Princes Into paged; all 25 honours 
Lie like one lump before h be faſkion's * 
Into what pitch he 7 — r 
Suf. For, nie, my n 
I love him not, po Wa m ed | 
As I am made without him, fo Pt ſtand, 
If the King pleaſe; his curſes and his bleflings © 
Touch me alike; rhey'r& breach not believe in 
I knew him, and I know him; fol leave him 
To him, that made him proud, the Pope. 
And with fome other buſineſs, pat the King” (him 
with ſome other buſineſs, put the Kin "= 
From theſe A thoughts that "work too ha gh 
My lord, you'll bear us comply 2 © 
Cham. Excuſe nie; 


The King hath fi Vos t me other. were: Meder PINE 


13 ' 


Tour. 50 Ag Tip kme 8 — & & ti 
cal. 0 or 77 C am erlain. 
Nor. Trotz, by 128 Chamdeftein. oY — | 
The Sate m — mo b = nn and 
| ADE... ot voly. 
2 How tees $1 fare he is much died. . 
Who's tele fa? 7 
we Pray G d he de notangry:'t >. v6/13/* $+1 
ang, wa 5 there, 1 fax? how dye ener - 
elves | 
Ito my private meditations? * | by 
Who 4 1? Ha: 1 


Nor, A gracious King, that ha al oder 
Malice ne er meant: our breach of duty this way, 
Þ buſineſs of eſtate; in which we comme 
To know your royal pleaſure. | 

King. Ve are too bo 
Go to; i'll make ye know your times of buſineſs: - 


hs «is an hour for temporal #fairs'? ba? | 
35 Enter 


I 


—- ” 
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Enter Neuen and Campeius the e La, 0 
- with « Commiſſion.” 1 EE % f 
Who's there? my god Lord Cardinal i Ony Wally, 


The quiet ot Laos conſcience; 
Thou art à cure fit for the King.. You're welcome, 
Moft learned rev'rend Sir, ingo our Kingdom, ä | 


by ' 


Ule us, and, itz, my are ee care 


I be not found a tal 
Wol. Sir, you cannot: 
1 would you Grace would gire ws vr an low 
Of private conf'rence, 0 
King, We are buſy; | 
Nor. This prieſt ky - pride jn him! 
Su. Not to ſpeak of; | 
I would, not he to lick. hk for his FOE 14. 


But this cannot continge. . 


Nor. If 1 it do, ROE wy 5 11 bo ad 
Fl venture one 1 


2 Your Grace, 1 Sie þ receden uf wiſdom 
Above all, Pringes, in commiiting freely, :... 
Your . to the voice 3 om: 
Who can nq w, what eny ch 
The Hen. 9 4 = 20d and ta Ig to l 
- Muſt now conteſs, if t n any goodneſs, 
Ther gryal juſt and nobles. All the.clerks, .. 

} mean the learned ones ig riſtian ingdoms, 
Have their free voices. Rome, the nucſe of judy ment, 
Ivies by Jon noble. ſelf, hath ſent, % 
One gen'rs] tongue unto us. this good man, 
This juſt and learned prieſt, "Card, inal.Campeins, _ - 
Whom once more l preſent unto your Highneſs. [come, 

King. And once more in my arms, 1 bid him wel- 
And thank. the holy conclaye for their loves, 
They've ſent me ſuch a man I would have wiſk'd for. 

fn Your Grace muſt needs deſerve all ſtrangers 
oves, 
Tau are fo noble: to your Highneſs hand 
1 tender my commiſſion j by whole virtue, *Y 
_ 2 En 


14 
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(The court of Rome commanding) you, my lord 

Cardinal of York, are join'd with me, their ſeryant, 

In the impartial judging of this buſineſs. . 
King. Two equal men: the Queea ſhall be acquainted. 

Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner? 

a Wol. I know your Majeſty has always lov'd het 
| So dear in heart, not to deny her what 

A woman of leſs place might ask by law, 

Scholars allow 'd —— argue for her. 
king. Ay, and thejbeft, ſhe ſhall have; and my favour 
To him that does beſt, God forbid elſe. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 

I find him a fit fello x. 

Enter Gardiner. 


. 


much joy and favour to you z 


Wol. Give me your hand; 
You are the King's now. 
Gard. But to be commanded | . 
| For ever by your Grace, whoſe hand has rais'd me. 
. King. Come hither, Gardiner. [Walks and whiſpers. 
n Cam, My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him: | 
Wol. Yes, he was, 5 : | 
Cam. Was he not held a learned man? 
wol. Yes, ſurely. | . 
Cam, Believe me, there's an ill opinion ſpread then 
Ev'n of your ſelf, lord Cardinal. MIS WY 
ol. How? of me? 1 . 
Cam, They will not ſtick to ſay you envy'd him; 
And fearing he would rife, he was ſo virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man ſtill : which ſo griey'd him 
Tliat he ran mad and dy'd. | | 
Wol. Heav'n's peace be with him! * 
That's chriſtian care enough: for living murmarers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool, | 


For he would needs be virtuous. That good f:llow, 


If 1 command him, follows my appointment ; 

1 will have none ſo near elſe. Learn this, brother, 

We live not to be, grip'd by meager perſons. _. 
* 4:21 2 1 n 41. bs wa King, 


. « 4A 


_ BY King HNA * VIII. 
King. Delirer this with modeſty to th' Queen; 


The moft convenient place that 1 can think of, 

For ſuch receit of learning, is Black-ſrqars + 

There ye ſhall meer about chis weighty buſineſs. 

My Wolſey ſee it furniſh'd.  O my lord, SIND 
Would it not grieve an able man to leaye - 

So ſweet a bedfellow } but conſeſence, confcience «— 


O. 'tis a tender place, and 1'muſt leave her. ¶ Extunt. 
220 2 enen eg. een 
0 X _ 1 * N * 


” #7 
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mn 


- — 


. 


CENE_V. 
Enter Anne Bullen. and an old Lady. ' 


| Anne, NJ Tr that gender bere's the pang: 


# Xx, ee 

His Highneſs Jiv'd ſo long with her, and ſhe 
So"good a lady, that no rengue could ever 
Pronounce diftioheur:of her ; by my life, 
She never knew harm-doing :- oh, now after 
So many eourſes of the fun enthron'd, 
Still growing in a majeſty and pomp, _ F 
The which to leave, a thoufand fold mote bitter 
Than, ſweet at firſt acquire, After this procefs, 
To glve her the aviuuc ! if is a pity ; 
Would move-a-monſter. IN 

Old L. Hearts of moſt hard temper. 
Mele and lament for ber. 

Anne. In Gdd's will, bettet 4 
She ne'er had known pomp; t be temporal. 
Yet if that quarrel, fortuge, do divorce,  _ 
It from tbe. bearer, tis a ſuff®rance paogjng. 
As ſoul and body fey'ting,. 

od L. Ah poor lady, boys 
Shes ſtranger now again, 

Ani. $6 much the more 
Muft- pity drop upon her; verily 
F ſwear tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with bumble livers in content; 


7 


Ian 


Exit Gardiner. 
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Than to be per 4 in a Den 2 f 
And wears ol orro | " 


Old” b. Of Eentene 
Is our beſt having. 
Anne. By my ih . 
IL would not be a Queen, 
Old L. Beſtirew me f would, th 
And venture maidenhead fort; ahi fo would 70. 
For all thf fpice of your hypoerlfyß; 
You that have fo fair parts of woman an you. 
Have too a woman's heart, which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, ſovereiguty; 
Which, to fay ſooth, ate bleffings ; and which gte 
(Saving yout mincing) the ca 
of .your ſoft + cheyeril conſcience would per; 
It you tniphe pleaſe to ſtreteh it. 
Anne. Nay, good troth Oey. 
Old L, Yes, Frock: and troth; you 4b not be a 
Anne. No, not for all rhe riches under heay'n. 
Old Z. Tis Rirange; a three-pence- bow'd would: 
hire me, 
Old as I am, to queeh it; but 1 b 
What think you of 4 Dutchef; ? ve you limbs. 
To bear that load of tile? 
Ande. No. in truth. 
Old L. Then you are weakly mes pluck tf a little 
I:would not be a young oung Count i LW our way, 
For more than bluſhing comes to: it your back. 
Cannot vouchſafe this burden, tis too weak, 
Ever to get a boyz 
Anne, How do you talk! 
I ſwear again, I wofild not be 2 Queen · 
for all the world.- | 
Old L. In faith for little England 
You'll venture an emballing: 1 my ſelf - 
Would for Carnarvanſbire, wa, Agr 6 belong 
No more to th' trown but that. Lo, who comes here? 
Enten 


Te. Tender, from Caprellus, Let. Claverello, Ir. 
reul,. Fr, a young Goat or Kid... 


3B M#igHzxax Vik 
Eiter Lord Chamberlain, | * q 2d * 


Cham. Good-morrow, ladies; what were t ork 
to know 

The ſecret of your conf?rence.? 

Anne, My good lord, 
Not your demand, it values not. your ur acking: | 
Our miſtreſs* ſorrows, we. were pity Tg. * 

Cham. It was a gentle buſineſs, an rns 
The action of good women: there j hope ps 
All will be w. H wy 

Anne. Now I pr pray God, amen, a 4075 

Cham. Jeu bear a gentle mind, and heay” 4 blel- 
Follow ſuch creatures. That you m A. fair lady, 
Perceive I, ſpeak ſincerely, 25 high notes 
Ta'en of your many virtues; the King's 95 W. 
8 s his good opinion to you, and, © 

oes purpoſe honour to you no leſs flowing 
Than Marchioneſs of Pembrooł; to which aue 
A thouſand pound a year, annual e 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know - 
What kind of 1 4 obedience I ſhould N 
More than iy all, is nothing: for my prayers 
Are not words duly ballow'd, nor my wiſhes © 
More worth than yanities ; yet pray'rs and wiſhes 
Are all I'can return. Beſeech your lordſhip, ' 
Vouchſafe to {i k my thanks and my obedience, 
As from a bluſhing bandmaid to his Highneſs; 
Whoſe health and royalty [ pray for, 

Cham. Lady 55 
1 ſhall not 3 approve the fair. conceit 
The King ha you. I've perus'd her well. 
Beauty and ee in her are-ſo mingled [A de-. 
That they have caught the King ; and who robs: 1 
But from this lady i may proceed a gem 
Je Fo high ten all this Ifle ? il to the King, 

ay I ſpoke with you, [Exit can n. 
pores My honour'd lord, 


4. Why hs. it is: Mrd \ 


. > % » ST % w [4 — 
* 
_ wh. * 


* F * 
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ts 
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This compell'd fortune) have ou mouth bara © 
Before you open Ay 


King Hs NA v1VIl 39 


] have been beggin ſixteen Tye in co re. 


(Am yet a courtier te ggarly) nor coul "MeL 
Come pat betwixt, zoo 2705 and too late, e 
For any ſuit of pounds: And you, oh lee; | 

( \ very freſh fiſh here; fie, fie upon 


> 
* 1 


Anne. This is ſtrange WA 255: 

 Ol4L, "How taſtes ic? is it bigs ol pence, no: 
There was a lady once ("is an old ſtor 
That would not be a Queen, that we ul ah ſhe not, - 
Fot Al the mud in Egypt; have you heard it? 

Anse Come, you are pleaſant. 

ONE With! your theme, Il could | 
0's-mount the lark. The marchionefs of wore 1 

Net ounds a year, for pure 1 
tber ligation! ) 'By my life n 

That promiſes' more thduſands: honeur's tr. ia 
Is longer 2 = Fore-skirt, * By this time” | 
J know your 8555 will bear a Dutcheſs, Say, 


Are you not Than you were? 
Anne. Good lad 7. * 4 
Make your ſelf mirth with your — fancy, 


And leave me but on'c.. Would I had no being, 


If this ſalute my blood a jot; it faints me 

To think what follows. . 

The Queen is comfortleſs, and we forgutfal . 

In our long abſence; pray do not deliver 

What here y'ave heard, to her. | N oe) 
Ola l. W at do you "think me: [Exeunt, 


, 4 * . — 
1 


SCENE vi. 


Trumpets, © Sonnet, and Corrtts. Enter tuo Fergers, | 
with ſnort ſilver wands, next them tuo Scribes in 
the habits of Doctors: after them, the Biſhop of Can- 
terbuty alone; after him, the Biſhots wi Lincoln, 
BY Rocheſter, ans St. any next K with 


4 1 N heine 
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ſome ſmall Mance, follows 4 gentleman bearing th, 
purſe with 42 great ſeal. -r 6 the Cardinal's at; 


then tuo Prieſts, bearing each a ſilver croſs; then 4 


gentleman-uſher bare-heaged, accompanied with a-ſer- 
Jeant at arms, bearing 4 mace; then two gentlemen, 
bearing two ſilver pillars; after them, ſide by ſide, 
the two Cardinals, two noblemen with the fo? 
and mace. The King takes place under the cloth of 
ſtate; the tm Cardinal: ſit under him as. judges, 
I” Query takes. place ſome diſtange from the King. 
The biſhops. place themſelves on each. ſide the court in 
manner of 4a conſ1 ry: below them, the ſeribes, he 


= 


lords fit next the biſhops. The reſt of ibi attendans. 


fand in convenient order. about the age. 


Wol. WW Hit our commiſſion from Rome is read. 
2 Let ſilance be commanded. * 

- King, What's the need? 

It hath A publickly been read. 

And on all ſides th' authority all w'dz 3 


You may then ſpare that time. 
Wal, Be't ſo, proceed, * > Y (46 A As J2- 
Scribe, Sey, ewry King of England, coms into the 


court, . ae toc gears MY ot" 
Cryer. Henry King of England, &c. * 
King. Here. » - * 5 "I" 331 
Scribe. Say, Katherine Queen of England, 
Come into the court. 
Cryer. Katharine, Quetn of England. & c. 
[The Queew makes no anſwer, riſes out of her chair, goes 
_ about the court, comes to the King, and kneets. at his. 
feet, then ſpeaks; } * | 2 
Sir, I deſire you do me right and 2— 
And to beſtow your pity on me; for 
I am a moſt poor woman, and a ſtfanger, 
Born out of your dominions; having here 
No judge indiff rent, and no more affurance - 
Of equal friendſhip and proceeding. Alas, Sr, 
In wht have I offended you? what cauſe __' 
Hach my behaviour giv'n to your diſpleaſure, .. © 


* 


1 
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That thus you ſhould proceed to put meoff, 
And take — good — from — Heaven wiinels, 
Pye been to-you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable: - + | 
Ever in fear to kindle your diflike, + 4 
Yea, ſubje& to your 8 ot forry, - 
As I aw it inclin'd: when was the 10 a 
lever contradicted your deſire? * a 
or made it not mine too? which of your friends 
Have I not ſtrove to love; although I knew - 
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did! 
Continue in my liking d nay, give notice - + . 
He was from thence diſcharg'd? Sir, er PORE 
That I have been your wife; in this obedience, 
Upward"of twenty years, and have been blaſt 
With many chere by yon. If in the courſe: » 
And proceſs of the time you can report, 
And prove it too, againſt mine hondur ought,... - 
My bond of wedlock,” or my love and dux 
Againſt your ſaered perſons in God's name 
Torn me away; and jet the ſoul'ſt contemfe 
Shut door vpon me, und ſo give me upp 
To the ſharpeſt kind of juſtice. Pleaſe yon, Sr. 
The King your father was reputed for 5 
A Prince maſt prudent, of an ecell enen 
And unmatch'd wit and judgment. Ferdinand! 
My father, King of Spain, was reckon' d es 
The wiſeſt Prince that there bad reign'd, by many 
A year before. It is not to be queſtion'd, * 
That zhey had gather'd a wiſe council to them 
Of ev'ry realm, that did debate this dufinefs, 
Who deem'd our marriage lawful. Wherefore humbly, 
vir, I beſeech you, ſpare me; till I may | 
be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whoſe counfet. 
| will implote. If get, Fth' name of God 
Your pleaſure be fulfill. 76 1 Io 
Wol. You have here, lade. 
(And of your choice) thefe- reyrend fathers, men 
Of ſingular integriey and learning: 5 
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Tea, the elect o'th land, who are aſſembled © 
To plead your cauſe. It ſhall be therefore un 
That longer ydu defer: the court, as Toll. 

For your own quiet, a8 to PR: 

What is unſettled in:the. . 
Cam. His Grace 

Hath fpoken well and, juſtly: therefore, — 2 

Ir's fit this royal ſeſſion do proceed. 

And that without delay their . 

Be now n ava --01:$TTie] 
Queen. Lord | : mark 1 

To you I fpeak. | 
Wol. Your pl 


I — 90 Rey 333 deren chat 
We are 2 Queen, or long have «io, l 
re T1 


F 


The daughter of a King, — en 
III turn to ſparks of 110 
Wol. Be patient yet — — 
ven- I will, when you are bumbles nay befor, 
Or. God will puniſh, we. I do. believe, : -,/ 'F 
Induc'd by potent circumitances, that 
You are mine enemyn and make my, challenge, 
You ſhall not be my judge. For it is 9 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, 
Which God's dew quench! therefor ore I a again, 
I utterly. abhor, yea 2 M n 
Refuſe yaw fox my judge, whom yet once more 
I held my moſt malicious Moe, ne Waben not 
At All a friend to truth. b i | F 
Wol,,.1 do profeſs, Wits. 6 
You ſpeak not like your dall. A. * of NIN 
Have ſtood. to charity, and diſplay d th' 2 
diſpoſition gentle, and of wiſdom 
_ O'er-topping woman's power. Madam, you wrong me. 
I have no ſpleen et 3 ou, nor injuſtice 
For you, or any; how far I've. proceeded, | 
Or how far further ſhall, is warranted...  ..- W 
a-commiſlion from che. conſiſtory 


Fn, the whole conſiſt ry of Rome, . Lou charge me, 


3 


| 
i 
: . 
; 
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I That 1 have blown this coal; I do deny it. 
The King is preſent ;” it 't be know to him 
That I gainſay my deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my falſhood? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth, But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows 
1 am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lyes to cure me, and the cure is to 
Remove theſe thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highne's ſhal} prak- in, 1 do beſeech dh 
Tou, gracious madam, to uathink your ſpeaking; 
And ſay no more. err 
© een, My lord, my lord, I am 
A ſimple woman, much too weak toppoſe 
in Your cunning, Lou are meek, and humble-mouth'd ; 
1 You ſign your place and calling, in full ſeeming, 
With meekneſs and humility; but your heart 
ls cramm'd with arrogance, ' with ſpleen and pride. 
You have by fortune and his Highneſs? favours ' 
Gone lightly o'er low ſteps; and now are mounted 
Where pow'rs are your retainers; and your words, 
Domeſticks to you; ſerve your! will, av't pleaſej- 
Your felt pronounee their office. I muſt tell you, 
You tende more your perfon's honour, than 
Your high profeſſion ſpiritual,” That again 
| 1 do retuſe you for my judge, and here 
Before you allz>appeal unto!the Pope 
To bring my whole cauſe fore his holineſs, 
And to be judg'd by him, 0 oe te 1 nn PG! 
[She curtſies to the King, and offers to depart. 
Cam. The Queea is obſtinate, -4 + cr 
Stubborn to Juſtice, apt't*aceuſe'it,- and? 
Di:dainfut to be try'd by't; "tis not well. 
She's going away. Pate | 
King. Call her again. I d Fein 
Cryer, Katherine, Queen of England, come into the 
court. POLY = K 
| tſher. Madam, you are call'd back, + 4 
* Veen. What need you note it? pray you keep your 
That ——A Robe. 
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Why they are 6; 


The Queen is put in anger; Yre excus'd + 


44 Lag Heng y VIII. 
When you are eyll'd, rezurn. Now the Lord help, 


Iwill gat taryy;/ no, not ever more 
Upon this buſineſs my rp % make 
In any of their courts. 
© {Exeunt Nee ane de pl 


SCENE VII. 


5 Mike: G0 thy ways, Kate, 

That man i'rh' wo 4. who ſhall report he hab 
A better wife, let him in nought be truſted; 
For ſpeaking falſe in that. Thou art atone; 

(If thy rare qualities, ſweet gentleneſs, 
Phy meekneſe ſaiut-like, wife-like government 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parte 
Sovereign and-pious, could but ſpeak thee out) 
The Queen of earth] —_— _ webs bora 
And We ber true no a 

Carried bee elf dow ds 2 x Pr oe 

_ Wok Moiſt gracious Sir, 1 
In bumbleſt manner 1 — _ WY 


Thar it mall ſe you to declare, 
Ot all — (for where I'm bow 


There muſt 1 be unloor'd; although not there. * 
At once, and fully ſatisfyd if 1 

Did broach this buſineſs to your Higbneſs, or 
Laid any, ſeruple in your way, hien might 
Induce — to the queſtion on't3-0r ever. n 
Have ta you, but with thanks to _— for ſuek 

A royal lady, ſpike one the leaſt word w 
Phat. might 7 of 7 ve aner | 

Or touch of her =p ty | | 

King. My lord 4 ra 

J do excuſe you; yea, upon mine Lebe 

E free you from t: you are not to be tagt, | 
That yow have many enemies, that know not- 

vlike the village eurs, 

Bark when their fellows do. By fome of theſe- 


* 


— vex me paſt my' patience — pray paſs on; 


Bat: 


Ip. 
on $ 


na, 


Leſpecting this our — REn the W 
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But will you de more juſtify*d ? you ever 
Have wiſh'd the fleeping of this — -.» HAAR 
Deſir'd it to be ſtitrꝰd; bur oft have — = 13 

The paſſages made tow'rds it: on my hotwur 

] ſpeak, my good lord Cardinal, to this point; 

And thus Yar cer him. New, what mov'd me to't, 
| will be bold with time and your awentien: 

Then mark th' inducement, Thus it came; give beed do d. 
My cenſcience firſt receiy d a rendernels, 

Seruple, and ptick, on certain ſpeeches utter'd 

By th'biſhop of Bayon, then Nuncb ambaſfrdor, 

Who had been hither ſent on the debating 

A marriage *twixt the Duke of . — | 

Cur daughter Maury: l of rhis neſs, 
Ere a Ts — reſo) Marion, be 

(1 mean the hop) Sid require a reſpice, - 

Wherein he wighr we King ki ford advenite, 

Whether our daughter were We | 


Sometime our Brothet's * 
The 3 of ey eee r., me, Me,. 
Yea with a { power; — ro tremble 
The region f which fore\l ford w. 
That many mes A conhd Nee dia throng 

And preſt it with! rhis Ns, pill mob 
] tood wot in the sd f Ned w. which had 
Commanded ture, thet r Indy word 
(If it conceiyd a mach de) Thoalt 
Do no more offices of life Wr, Wan 


— 


The grave des to the Cad; For her male - Iſue, 
Or died bete they were made, or ſhortly uſter 
This world had air'd them. Renee I teck 2rhought, - / 
This was a judgment on me, that thy Kkinzdom 
(Well worthy the; beſt heir O world) Ahould ot 
be glad in obe by me. Then follows, hr 
weigh'd the da Which my teams Rood in > 
1 this my iſſue d and 4. -: whoa D 
Many a groaning throe : thus kufling | 5 — 
The wild ſea of my conſcience, 1 604 — 
To vards this retttec y, whetcon We are 


w, 


Now 
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Now preſent here together: that's to ſay. rn 
I meant to rectifie my conſcience, (which  _ My 
I then did feel full ſick, and yet not well) | Prf 
By all the rev'rend fathers of the land = I 
And doors learn d. Firſt I began in private 14 
With you my lord of Lincoln; you remember 4 
How under my oppreſſion I did reel, * M 


When I firſt moy'd you. S991 
Lin. Very well, my liege. | 
King, I have ſpoke long; be pleas d your ſelf to ſay 
How far you lautet d me. Ae 
Lin. Pleaſe your Highneſs, IP 
The queſtion did at firſt ſo ſtagger me, 
Bearing a ſtate of mighty momenr in't, 
And conſequence of dread; that I committed 
-The daring'ſt counſel which I had to doubt: 
And did intreat your Highneſs to this courſe 
Which you are — Ss 51,” + 
King. I then mov'd you - "EXT 
My lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this preſent ſummons unſollicited, 
I left no rev'rend perſon. in this court, 
But by particular conſent proceeded. ., _ 
Under your hands and ſeals. . Therefore go en; 
For no diſlike i'th*-world 1 the perſon 
Ot our good Queen, but the 90 thorny points 
+ Of my alledged reaſons dtive this forward. 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my lie 
And kingly dignity, We are contented”: 
To wear dur mortal ſtate to come, with her, | 
(Katherine our Queen) beſors the primeſt creature 


-» © al 


— — * - 


She intends to his Holineſs. - . 
| Kang, I may perceiye __ / 


Theſe Cardinals 4rifle with me; I abboor fl v 
7 . This | 


* 


ſay 
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This dilatory ſloth, and tricks of Rome. | 

My learn'd and well-beloyed ſervant Crazmer, 
Priythee return; with thy approach, I know, 

My comfort comes along. Break up the court: I 
1 lay, ſet on. e in manner as they enter d. 


— * ad. wa. 


— 


—-— 30 9 mn 


ACTA s CEN E 1 


ui au 49 her Women, a1 of work. 


- 


du 


AKE thy lute, wench, my foul grows f:d With 


troubles: 
4. > and 10 ci em if thou canſt: leave * 


% x 6. 1 Wars) 


O® and with his lute, made RR 
And the mountain tops that freeze, | 
* themſelves when he did ſing. 
mſick, plants and flowers. 
1 ro) 5 Yo un and 7 
ere made a laſting. ſpring. 
ry thin 71 al him play, 
15 ns theb lows of the ſea, © 
Hung their heads, and then lay by. 
In ſweet muſick is ſuch art, [ 
Ki 12 care, and grief of heart, b 


aſleep. or bearing lie. 


—— 0 — 


Enter a Gentleman. 


dn How now? | 
Gent. And't pleaſe pen, dhe ne great Cardinals 
n in the preſence, | 


Qyeen, 


- 
— —— — ¶ Qͥ— Ü— re 


83 "hs THz nn Vt. 


Queen. Mrs oy rey {hos peak with wie Ft . * 
Gent. lo, Madam. 

Queen. ns their LO eee 
To come War; What can be their biffineſs 


Wim me, x pot WN won,” fall'n from wen 
J do not like their coming. "Now I think ore, 
But all hoods _ not monks, g —— — ih — 1 4 
BA, the (Eg welch 499 Gum . 
.Wol, Peace to you our Hi — ti DE K 
Queen. 'Yeur re h Wik 


1 would be all) againſt the worſt ina * pen: 
What are your 2 r lords? 
Wol. May't pleaſe you, noble Madam, to withdray 
Into, you privaro clathbet j-ave-Jhall give! you” 7. * 
cauſe vf our coming. "hy RI hp = | 3 
Queen. Speak it hargy 5 h 
There's nothing F have done yet, o' my — 
Deſerves a yaa ig would all other women 
Could ſprak this wins free 1 fotit as 1 do! 


My lords, I care not 6 moch I am ba 
Above a 2 Arens Tt, 


Were — —. N 885 | 
en cho TALE 5 
I _ my liſe 5 
Do ſeek me out; . Ion 
Out with it 8 Froilfh Me o'Jeaſfi 
Wel. 4 * ment I, Sert- 
** — wrden vo RB . 
I am not, ſucb a rum hnrce my coning, ry 
As not to ku o Hh I have li wo 
A. ſtrange 10nguga#es neee menge, ſuſpi- 
cious: 
Pray ſpeak in Englifhy' — thank you 
If you ſpeak truth, for their povr«miſtreſs* ſake. - 
n me —— bas had much wrong. Lots —_— 
5 dale A N 
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"oft wares £ 
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ol. Noble lady, 
I'm ſorry my integrity ſhould breed 
(And ſervice to his Majeſty and you) 
So deep ſuſpicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accuſation, _ 
To taint that honour every good tongue bleſles ; 
Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow; 
You have too much, good lady; but to know 
How you ftand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the King and you? and to deliver, 
Like free and honeſt men, our juſt opinions 
And comforts to your cauſe, | 
Cam, Moſt honour'd madam, 
My lord of York, out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience he ſtill bore — Grace, 
Forgetting like a good man your cenſure 
Both of his truth and . was too far) 
Offers, as 1 do, in a ſign of peace 
His ſervice and his counſel. 
brd, Tan — good will 
My II you your ills, 
Ye ſpeak like honeſt men, pray God ye prove ſo. 
But to make ye ſuddenly an anſwer 
In ſuch a point of weight, ſo near mine honour, 
(More near my life, I fear) with my weak wit, 
And torſuch men of gravity and learning, 
In truth 1 know not, I was ſet at work 
Among my maids, full lite, God knows, 
Either for ſuch men; or ſuch buſineſs. 
For her ſake that I have been, (for I feel 
The laſt fit of my greatneſs) | your Graces, 
Let me have time and council for my cauſe : 
Alas, I am a woman, frieadleſs, hopeleſs, 
Wol, 1 you wrong the King's love with thoſe 
cars, 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 
2 weep, In England, 
But little for my profit; can you think, lords, 
That any Engliſh man dare give me counſel > 
Or be a known: friend gainſt his Highneſs pleaſure, 
| C Though 


looking 


_ — n * 


o King HR NR Y VIII. 
Though he be grown ſo deſp'rate to be 3 


And live a ſubſect? nay forſooth, my friends 


That no King can corrupt. 


They, that muſt weigh out my affl (tions, 6 
They, that my truſt muſt grow to, live not here; 
They are, as all my comforts are, far er 
In my own country, lords. 

Cam. I would your Grace 


Would leave your griefs, and take my condſel. 
Veen. How, Sir? 


Cam. Put your main cauſe into the King' eres, 
He's loving and moſt gracious. Twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cauſe: 
For if the tryal of the law o'er-take ye, . 
You'll part away difgrac'd. | 


Wol, Heels you tightly, 

Queen, Ve tell me what ye wiſh for both, mins 
Is this your chriſtian counſel? out upon ye. 
Heav'n is above all yet; there fits a Judge, 2 

5 F 
Cam, Your rage miſtakes a 7 
Queen. The more ſhame for ye; holy n men l though! ye, 


Upon my ſoul, two rev*rend Cardinal virtues ; - 


But Cardinal ſins, and hollow hearts, 1 fear ye: 


Mend em for ſhame, my lords :; is this your comfort ? ? 


The cordial that ye'bring a L. | 


A woman loft among S Hug ha ugh'd at; leortb d 
I will not win ye half my miſeries, 


I haxe more 8 Bur fay I warn'd ye; 


Take heed, take. heed for heav'ns ſake, leſt at once 
The burthetr of my ſorrows fall upon ye. 


_ * 


Wol. Madam, this is a meer e, 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Queen, Ve turn me into nothing. © Wo aſian 5 ye, 
And all ſuch falfe profeſſors! Would you * me 
(It you have any juſtice, any pity, g 
If ye be any thing; but churchmens habits) 

Put my ſick cauſe into his hands that hates me? 
Alas, h'as baniſh'd me his bed already, 6 
His love too, long ago. I'm old, my Ia . 
* the * I hold now wu him 


Is 
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1s only by obedience; What can happen 2 

To me, above this wretchedneſs? all your ſtudies | 

Make me a curſe, like this. a 
Cam. Your fears are worfe Oo. 
Queen, Have I liv'd thus long (let me ſpeak my fel, 

Since virtue finds no frierids)-a wife, a true one? 

A woman (I dare ſay without vain-glory) + 

Never yet branded with ſuſpicion 2 
ave I, with all my full afte&ions ' | 

Sein met the King ? lov'd him next A obe yd him? 

Been, out of fondneſs, ſuperſtitious. to him? © 

Almoſt forgot my , prayers to content him ? 

And am 1 thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords: 

Bring me a conſtant woman to her husband, | 

One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleaſute; 19 

And to that woman, when ſhe has done moſt, 

Yet will J add an honour; a great patiencde. 
Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim ar; 
Queen, My lord, 1 dare not make my ſelf ſo guilty, 

To give up willingly that noble title | 

Your maſter wed me to: nothing but death 

Shall e'er divorce my dignities, * 

Wol, Pray hear me ks | SITS 
Seen. Would had never trod this Engliſh earthy 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it! 

Ye've angels faces, but heav*n knows your hearts. 

What ſhall become of me now]! wretched lady! 

I am the moſt unhappy woman living, 

Alas, Re rr where are now your fortalgis 
2 . ard. : [To her women. 
ip-wrack'd upon a kingdom, where, no pi 

No Friends, 3 Bone! no kindred wee} _— 2 py 
None no grave allowd mel like the lilly, 
That once was miſtreſs of the field and Houriſh's, 
I'll hang my head, and periſh. | 1 

Wol, If your Grace 


Could but be brought to. know our ends are honeſt, 


You'll feel more comfort. Why ſhould we, good lady, 
Upon what cauſe, wrong you? alas, our placer, 
The way of our profeſſion i ny againſt it: 


We 
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We are to cure ſuch ſorows, not to fow * 


For goodneſs ſake conſider what you 4 BE 
How you a fl. Kin hurt your ſelf, ay andy -* W 
Grow fro King's acquaintance, dy this 


oo a hey —＋ — Abbas r 

mus Ove It: to | 

They ſwell __ grow 2s . 25 D 
now you Ve nodle | ft og. 

A ſoul rats 2 — e a 51 

Thoſe we, profefs, prace-makers, friends and . 


| Virtues 
With theſe weak womens fears. A wh pid, wh 
got yours wes 06 0. yok ee W T3 5c 


evet caſts 
2 R 3 


Beware hn noe, for bs "@F 3 you pleaſe 
To — mn buſineſs): n af 
To uſe our utmoſt fudies in your ſer vice. 
Queen, Do what you. will, my Keds derne 
give me, P 
If I have us'd my ſelf 
3 — I 
eaſe anſwer to 
— 4. . = Av: to his Majeſty, 
yet; and. ſhall hive myr er 4 
Wheel | ſhall have. my life,. Cone, reu rend tatbert, 
Beſtow your counſels on me. She. hom bags, 
That little: thought When ſhe fer f ani fo 
She ſhould have bought her di — 
— 


34746" Mien E AJ 


ee * WITTY * K 91 5 en bn 


Eurer Dale ef Narpplb, n M 
Surrey, and Lord Chamberlain. _ eb, 


| ou will e in your ima | 
* JF Ang force 2 —— Edin! 


Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 5 


7220 


1 


239 - > 


King HEZN AY VIII. 


The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe 
But that you ſhall ſuſtain more new diſgraces, 
With theſe. you. bear already. | 
Sur, I am joyful, | | 
To meet the leaſt occaſion Ut may Nee Ru 
Remembrance. of m Ars the Duke, 
To be reveng'd on 17 RTE ON 
Suf. Which of the ed 0 
Have 15 0 'd ore by 1. or at tt * N 
Strangely ne ? When 90 he regard 1 
The ſtamp in any perſon A | my * 2 8 


Out 2 200 = | 
Cham. M you ſpeak 7 NO 510 
What he 40 0 ou and me, 1 Know: Vile 
What we can do to him (though now the time 
Give way to us) l = h ſear. If you Eaninor' | 
Bar. his acgeſa to tb "Rings never W u, -A 
2 2 on him for he hath'a Wit che ob due 

ver the King in's 4 u xt | 

Nor. O feat him 5 5 zan u 1 ot * „oN 


f i111 


His ſpell in hos. i aut; che King, harh' found Pers * 


Matter that for ever mars } 31 OY 
The honey of his language. "Ns, hes ſritled, 


Not to come off, in moſt di 


Sur. | ſhould be glad news af this © * 
Once every hour. 1 \, ens go 1 
Ner. Believe it this is rn 0 10 
In the divorce 8 contrary 9 C 7 
Are all wherein he appears, * 
As 1 would py mine nb $4 | 1 55 yg 
1 0 : 5 1 * 171 
His ices eb | en Sars” 
Suf. Moſt "2... get 5554 gol 316 


Tr; r ——7ç＋—.— 
Suf. The Cardinal's 42 ers to — 22 miſeatried, 
And came to th'eye o 2 was read, 
How. that the Cardinal 4407 — 2 his holineſs 
To Oy fp 8 o'th* —.— ſor © 544Z 
t did take place, I do, quot perceive - 
My * is I r in , IX 


© = 


5& Au Hexnay VMI. 
A creature of the Queen's, lady Arn. Bullen. | 
Sur. Has the King this? | PEAT 
Suf. Believe it. enn Sh 
Sur. Will this work? 
Cham. The Ring in dl e has be coaſts 
And hedges his Boe Way. Bat in this point 
All his tricks founder; and he brings his 4 
After his patient's death; the King ee 
Hath married the fair lady, ö 
Sur. Would he had! 
Suf. Ma ay you de happy in your wi, 5 0. 
For I profeſs you have it. 
Sur. eh all Joy e 3 $ | Y 
Trace the . __ $027 0026p 3364 9 
Suf. My Amen"to.” ich ot ils £55 |; | * 
Nor. All ene: {Ss vit! 
Suf. There's der Leh for Yer. coronation. $3, - 
Marry tbisis but aas, and may be leſt 
To ſome ears unrecounted; © But, my lords, 
' She is a gallant creature, and complet 
In mind and feature. g the me from her 


Will fall ſome ble this land, which ſhalk 
In it be memoriz'd. 13 E Had 


Sur. But WI the King Ka * N 21 
Digeſt this letter ot the bade, ec a 
The lord forbid. | n 

Nor. Marry, Amen. „ 

Suf. No, 2054 n e | — 
There be more waſps that 888 bone his 2 I 
Will make this ſting the- ſoo ner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is ftol'n away to Rome, has ta'en no mw, bes 

© Math left the cauſe to th' Kin unbandled. Th. 

& poſted as the agent of our Cardinal, * 
To ſecond all his plot. I do aſſure Jou. * | 

The King ery'd ha! at this. Lad 

Chats New God meenfe bim; 7 at 7 . 

And let him "ery ha, Jouder. iz oY $05 ELSE 

Nor. But my lord, 8 * 5 hs TIT 

| When rerurns CHawnerty + PP. cet war 5b 27 
of. He is e his oxnins bie * 


* 


gf 


"King HNA VIII. 77 


Have ſatisfy'd- the King for his diyorce, |, N 
Gather'd from-all-the famous colleges ; 
Almoſt in Chr ſtendom; ſoon, I believe,.... | 

His ſecond marriage. hall be publiſh” d, — U 2 
Her coronation, Katharine ng mere 1 
Shall he call'd Queen, bu: Princeſs Weesen * 
A widow to Prince Arthur. . | 

Nor. This ſame Cranmers 


A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
10 77. 's buſineſs. 
as, and we ſhall ſee . 
For? 2 — A er. o h ee 
Nor. So Fhear. * TIES 
Suf. * ſo, Füchse > & 


a * 
”= 1 * 1 17 14 


Enter Welſs7.s and ere. 


The Cardin. MOTH A 
Nor. Obſerve, obferye, he? 's nooks. 
Wol, The packet, Cromwell, 

Gave it you the King: > 
Crom. To his own hand, in . | 
Hol. Look'd he; g'ch' inlide of, the paper? 5 
Crom. Preſently ; 

Hedid unſeal them, and the felt he view -d, 

He did it with a ſerious mind; a heed 

Was in his countenance, You be bad 

2 him here this morning. 

- Wol. Is he ready to come abroad? 

"Erom. | think by this he is. 

Wol. Leave me 2 while. | 7 cromwell. 
It ſhall be to the Dutcheſs of Alenſon, L. 
The French King's ſiſter; he 9 0 marry her. 

Anne Bullen no, I'il no Anne Bullens for 9 8 


There's more in't than fair viſage lene 
No we'll no Bullens! ſpeedi Sls 1 


To hear from Rome the marchioneſs of 2 — 
Nor. He's diſcontented. 6 
Suf. May be he bears the King: vt | . 
n (246207 4 3H 
.. Sur. Sharp 3 ; 


C4 


— 
© £ 


176 King HzanmzY MIII. 


Lord for thyjuſfice#s 14 +5500) jor 0: 9057 
Wol. 15> ide] | There Queen ay ho) WT a 
= be hc miley emit! the Quectr's 
This candle bugs not Gear, u 1 
Then out it goes—— what though op hi 
And well-deſerving? yet I k her n un 
A ſpleeny Lutheraa, and — rs — ot 
Our cau {-— that ſhe ſhould 
Our hard-rul'd King! —agai hes N 2 
An heretick, aa urch mer o ace! * 
Hath crawli@ivtorhe Hour of e KAR, fo ary 
And is his oracle... 37 cg 9n 2d 06 00 g 


Nor. — — 016 tl. 


728 Is 5 1 73 4 
* 31 
# e ene 5 5 


4 101 n.6 ie » 4 ® 
Enter King, , reading of Al. 
Sur. I would were 1 | won Tu rhe 
"$57 6; a 


ſtring 452d £45 
The” Aae ede, aan, GY ni $287 SOS x 
Suf, The King the 
King, What piles of - 


pj: 


2 t4 # 


hk he we 


"% 434 I » % I 4 


25 0 en 


Seems to flow from him? bew teh? 4 

Daes he take this x f my lords, * 

Saw you the Cardinal ? 

b __ My lord, we hare him 5 
tood here obſervi -Sorgs farige Fomm@ertion 

Is in his brain rn; Honig his y. ns Karts, 

Stops on 2 aden looks upon og bp + 

Than lays his finger on hit remple ; * 
Springs out into faſt gate, then e 5 
— his breaſt hard, and "in moſt ets 15 = D 

His eye 2gajnft che men, m e 3 
We've ſeen him ſet himſelf. wo ng REO, 
King, lt may well be, CE 

There is a mutiny in 's mind. This moning” 

Papers of ſtate he ſunt me 40/peraſe, ' 


As 1 'd; and wot you what I found = 
re, 


iS N 


Beda, 2 


en and dd ed if wed if 


a aces i.a iD # Bo 


1 


Forſeokgh.; 
—— 1 — 


1 find at ſuch a 


Poſſeſſion ol 
Nor. It's beav 'n 


To 
King, 1 


His —— were 


Kg Henay VII. 


There, 09.9 4 —— put unwittingly ? 101 70.1 
. * — ; A&B 


Some ſpi — — —. 


77 


his areaſure, © 


Rich. ſtuffs and ornaments E an 19 
Dir — * 


* = 
4 5 7 7 a 
* 1 5 TLLS. 4 
L « N a 1 £ 


HY — . A 


And fix'd on ſpiritual object, be honld am 


Dwell in his making 
His thinkings are 

His ſerious conſideri 
He takes his ſeat, whi 


— — 


; but Lam afraid 1 


s Lovel; bs goes 66 Wolley. 


Wol. Heav'n forgive me 


Ever God bleſs your 
King. 


Good my Lord. 3 
You are full of heavenly at %, the inventory. | 


Of your beſt graces 


You were now running o'er ; 


To ſteal from ſpiritual 


in "your mind the which 
— m 


laiſure a 


To keep your carthly audit; ſure in that 


deem you an ill husband, and am glad | | 
m companion, 1 


To have you therein 
Vol. Sir, 


For holy offices I have a time; u 


A time to think upon the part of buſineis N 
I bear th' tate; and nature does —— 
Her times of keien. which per 


] her frail ſon. amovgſt my mee \ 1 855 * 


Muſt give my t 


King, You have faid 


ce. to. 93 
well. 


Wel. And ever, may you nen ee, ( 


9 411 


et 


As I willlend you cauſe, my doing well i 
With my well ſaying. ao aw. ve" Sort 
King. 'Tis well ſaid 3 134 8 619 * 


And 'tis a ki 


2 _— acl p26 de 
n — 07 backer e 4 3A 


C 3 


158 Mg tw r. 


He ſaid he did and with this deed did erown N 
His word upo yon, Since I had my He 
I've keppyounextmy heart, have Hf aloe 
 Imploy'd you thigh profits tight come home, 


But par'd myipreſent ha vings to beſto r 
„„ ˙—UU„ 101 oran epnoy who 
Wol. What ſhould this mean? © © . 
Sur. The lord inerraſe this'bulitiels, © Aide. 
King. Have I not made you” 0 000 
The prime man of the ſtate “I prey yon tell me; 
If what I now*pretioime&y ou have found true: 
And if you? may eonfeſs ir, fry withal © 
If you are bound to us, or no! what ſay you? 
Wol. My*Sovereipn,” Feohfeſs Four royal graces. 
N on me daily have e 
a ed purpoſes require, which went 
Beyond all man's — My endeavours 
Have ever come tog ſhort of my deſires, 
Vet fill'd with my abilitjes, mine own 
Ends have been {uch Wa ee they pothcet: 
Toth” ook of yer wolt icre® perſbä, d! 
The proſit of the ſtate: For * 5 ear graces, 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeferver, I 
Can nothing render but allegfant thanks, 
'My prayers toiheav*n for yo "my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever mall Be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 1 


1 


Ning. Fairly anſwer d? 
A loyal and o bedient ſubject i:?! 
Therein'illuftrared: the hohen of fr 
Does pay the act of it, i*th* contrary 
The fouſneſt is the puniſnment. I preſune 
That as my hand has open'd bounty td you, © 


My heart dropp'd love, my pow'train'd hogdour, more 
On gow than any; ſo your hand and Heart, 
Your brain, and ver function of ydur power, 
Should, notwithſtanding that your bond of 


As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
| 4.8 £444 $5 


To me, your. friend. than any. * | 5 12 4: { $64 "7 
„el. Vprofeſt, Volk 3©09-- V4: F3 Sun 24 * | 
8 | EI u0 


de. 
Je. 


That for your Highneſs” good-1 ever labour'd ( 4 


More than-mine own; that am I, have been, will be: 
Though, all the world ſhould crack their duty to you, 


And throw it from their ſoul; though perils-did-+ + 
Abound, as thick as thought could make em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid; yet, my duty, 
As doth a rock againſt the chiding flood, 
Should the approach. of this wild river break, 
And ftand un naken yours., IN 54g 8 hs 
King Ii noh ſpoken 
Take, notice, lords, be. has à loyal breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open't. Read o'er this, 


K. 


And after this; and, iben 0 breaktaſt, with 
What appetite yon may. ä 


([ [Giving him Papers... 


Exit King. frowning upon Cardinal Wolſey, * No- 


es ahrong; afur him whiſpering and ſmiling, © © 
Lg TO 
mal. What ſhould this mean . 


. What ſudqen anger's this? how have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if run 
Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chafed lion 

© Upon the daring huntſman that has gali'd him, 


* Then makes him nothing. I muſt read this paper: 


I fear, the ſtory of his anger —— tis (0 
Tais paper has undone me — tis th* account 

Of all that world of wealth Pve drawn together 
For mine own ends, indeed to gain the Popedom,, 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence! 

Fit for a fool to fall dy. What croſs devil 
Made me put this main ſecret in the packet 

I ſent the King? is there no way to cure this?“ 

No new device to beat this from his brains?“ 

I know *rwill tir him ſtrongly; yer 1 know 

A way, if 1 take right, in Tight of fortune 


Will bring me off again. What's this — To fh Pop 


The letter, as I live, with all the bufineſs 

I writ to's holineſs. Nay, then farewel;- - .. 
I've touch'd>thie higheſt, point of all my greatnels, - 
9 15 4 


% 


And! 


69 2 King ;1 _- AV, . 
And from that full m vidio of my, pads 10106 5. 
} haſte. now to my 5 ens yAT 4a; 


Like a rig gon an My — 151182) wag! 
me mare. i A * ren 21637 55 7 


And 
0 20 
bunte n fa! % 


we 1.3 * 
ng, N. E. N. *. . * 


Enter 16'Wolley, the 7225 . ad Suffolk, 

ae 15 PE WW, 

15 ve, ing's ene be cam. | 

37% * 

To "Wink | 48 So Amid . „lobe 
— aur — * n 


Moree a 19487 i 


Authority ſo 5 922 31252 Jet bas uf „d a1 


70 * — D VO a 

Bearing the King's will , 4, * expreſly 3. ef © 
Wol. Till 1 ill. or wo . 

I mean your malice, know officioug lo 
I dare, and muſt deny it, Now I feel 
Of cons metal ye are molded — fPovy: 
How esgerly ye follow my diſgrace |, ,,.. Tn” 
As if ig fed, ye, and bow fleek and Wanton. - 180 
I' appear jn every thing may bring my ruin. 
Follow your envious. courſes. men of _ 


MH arty 31 


You have a chriſtian warrant for em, ana 


In time will find their fit rewards. That. ſeal 
You ask with ſuch a violence, the King 
(Mine and your maſte. ) with kis own hand gave mez 
Bad me enjoy it, with the place and konogrs,.  _ 
During my life; and to confirm. his Keel 1 
Ty'd it b letters patents. Now, Boe ie2 | 

Sur. The King that gave it, 

Wel. It muſt be himſelf then, 

Sur. Thou'rt a proud traitor, prieſt, 

Wol. Proud lord, thou lieſt: 


Wichin theſe forty hours Surrey durlt better 


* 


"ay 50 181 we 


£145! 3% 217! * o 


N HNA VIII 61 


Have — that 8 than faid ſs. 21 wn 5 * 
Sur. T I 
Thou ſcarlet fin;' e vat d this vewalliog land 8 a 
of noble Rackivgham, my fathetr-ig-Jaw : 
The heads of all 1 5 
With thee and * by rag —4 m— 
nod a his. your — 01 
1 0 'me ne daphy lor N 1 { A 
** om the King, ﬆ& - 
Tir ave Way the fault thou 7 p- 2 


Whilſt y ee out of hol | 
Abſolv'4 r with * 1 ib 
Wol. This, and all elſe a7 r 3 
This talking lord can lay upon my fergie, mag 
] anſwer, is moſt falſe,” Duke'by Jaw, 
Found his deſerts. How innocent I. was | . roy 2 ou 
from any private mlite in bis end, aer = . 
His noble jury and foul cauſe can diesel Ar hr pax 
If I lov'd many words, lord, 1 ſhohld tell „ 
You have as little honeſty” as honour ; 3 
That in the way of loyalty, and rigth ' 
Teward the Kid: my fo royal — | 
Dare mate a ſounder man than Surrey can he, > 
and all that love his folien. 85 LN _ 
Sur, By my ſoul, | 4 3 
Your long coat, prieſt. cedteRtyon; 4 TT feel 7 
My ſword ith” fe-blood of thee elfe. My lorde, 


of 


2 
(Mir 1 
2780 I 


Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? * 
And from this fellow? if we live thus ramely, 
To be thus jaded by a piece of ſcarlet, 3 
Farewel nobility, let his. grace go forward. he 
And dare us with his cap, like atk t.. 3 6 

Wol, all goodneſs | 8 
Is poiſon to oo ſtomach. '_ ? "(oe 4 

Sur, Yes, that — | Ar ot 48, 12s {E 


Of gleaning all the lands wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, Card'nal, by extortion: 
The goodneſs cf your in: ercepted packets 
You writ to th” Pope, againſt the King; your goodneſs, 
dince yu provoke me, mall be moft notorious. 
"WF 


62 AN Hee vr avi H. 


My lord of Norfoltas :you're:truly noble, 


As you reſpect the common god, che Gate! 22 


ö Ot our del: pi d nobility 7. our iflues; ien. a eee 


Who, if by live; will ſcarce be gentlemen, EE 
Preduce the grand ſum of his ſins, the articles 
Collected from his life.” 1/1] ſtartile ou 
Worſe than the ſcaring bell, when the brown wench | 
Lay kiſſing in your arms, lord Cardinal, 
ol. How much imethinks L co deſpiſe this man, 
But: that I'm bound in charity ſagainſt it. 
Nor. Thoſe articles, my lord, are in th! Cage! band: 
But thus much, they are foul ones. 
Mol. So much fairer PS TOR 17 
And ſpotleſs ſhall mine innocence ariſe, 
When thesKing knows my truth.: ' 
Sur, This cannot ſave ou: 
I. thank my memory; yet 1. remember A, 
Some of thele-artieles, and aut they ſhall. 
Now, if you can, bluſh, and cry guilty; Cardinal, 
You'll ſhew a little honeſty. @ $45) 
ol. Speak on Sir. „ „ 5 NS. 
1 dare your worſt objections: if I vluſky 
It is to fee ainobleman want. manners. - | 
Sur. 1'd rather want thoſe-than my head ; have at 


Firſt, hang without the King's aſſent or knowlelge 
Vou wrought to be a legat, dy which power 
You maim'd the juriſgiction of all biſnops. 

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Werz or elſe 
To foreign Princes, Ego & Rex meuso" | 
Was ſtill inſcrib'd, in which you brought we king 
To be your ſervant. 

Suf. That without, the knowledge 
Either of King or council, when you went 
Ambaſſador to th' Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great ſeal. 

Sur. Item, You ſent a large commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caſſalis, to coneludege. 
Without the King's will or the State's allowance, | 
A league between his Highneſs and Ferrara, 


Sn. 


4 o]}_ 


FA,  « \|Truces aA . ©, D a0 ood cx. G 


„„ <2 * — * «© 0 


. 


lan, 


d: 


e A 


King Hoes _— 63: 


Sf. hit out of metry ambition, you bave made 
Your 'hbly-hit he ftampt on the King's cod. 
Sur. Thar ou have fe nt 3 ſubſtance 
(By what ny 5 got T leave to your own conſcience, - 
To furniſſ Rehe, and to Prepare the ways 
You have for digniries, to the mere, undoing | 
Of all the Ee Many more there ate, 
Which ſince they are of — and odious, | 
11 will not at mouth'with.,'” © 
- Chats. o m Id, 1 Ke ths, £1 
Prefs not 20 man too firs "tis virtue: 
His' faults lye. O KA to the laws; let them 
Ndt you, correct. | hin. My heart weeps to ſee him. 
So little of Ils great Telf. 
Sur. I forgive him. 

Sf.” Lord Cardinal; the Kirig' further . is, 
(Becauſe all thoſe things yi u have done of late, 
By your pow's, legative. within this kingdom, 
Fall in the compaſs of à præmunire) N 8 
That therefore ach a het be ſued againſt, you, 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 

Caſtles, and*whaſoever,” and to be 

Out of the King's Farce. This is my charge. 
Nor, And fo we'll leave you to your meditations 

How to live wed] For your ſtubborn anſwer 

About the 'giving back the great ſeal to. us, 

The King fal k 'Fnow it, and no doubt ſhall, thank you.. 

90 fare you well, my little good lord Cardinal. | 

_[Exeunt all but Wolley.. 


CENCE. "VI. 


Wol. So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
© Farewe], a long farewel to all my greatneſs ! 
* This is the fate of min; to-day he puts forth 
© The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing honours thick upon him: 
The third day comes a froſt, a killing froſt, 
And when tie thinks, goed eaſie man, full ſurely 
g 5 Bis greatneſs is a ripening, nips his root, * 


64 Ling HZNXY MIII. 

And then be falls, as I de. Lhave venzur'd, Th 

Like little wanton boys, that ſwim — W 

© Theſe many ſummers in a ſet of glory's . 

© But far beyond m depth my chi ; 

« At leagt gi broke wad — and — me l 
k 4 « * vice, — * 

dong ſtream, that muſt —.— hide me. 

© Vain pomp and glory of the werd! L batefye; 

I feel my heart hem open'd. h a jweraiched 

« Is that por men that on Priages ſarounrs:? 

« There, is, betwirt that we wand aſpire: to, 

y get aſpe& «1rd * aur uin, 

© More. pangs and-fears-than war dr women have, 

* And when he falls, he fal's like Lucifer, f $101 7% 

, Never to hope again... 1S7 di u OE 3 Ko 0 9 

Why how now Crommulls Wr FL Hal a). 
Crom. 225 bl 1 ſpeak, S . 3G | 18-64 : 


Wol. N 11 & — 17 nder «1 Y Re 
At my mis E174 7855 thy by ſgirk.w | 
4 Fla man ſhoul ee . none weep. Jon 
i oe 17 yi 45 EI 8 D San } 
4 oes your ( ae? : wn *. * 


Nane oO 2 wells Y, my ; good, Cromaul),, - 

I know my ſelf op and. feel within ws £6 nul 
A peace above. | earthly digniiesz...; F | 
A bil. and quiet conſcience. The Kin 7 
I hum ly thank 'h's Grace; and from theſe ſhoulders, 
Theſe ruin'd Ax gut of pity taken 

A load would fink a navy, tos much honour. 

2 *g hu den, Cramusil, tis a, 2 word des 


Too heavy for a man that © hg} ay ma: 11! £ 
Crom. I'm 250 Jour 4 made erg "i 


of it een 
Wol. 1 565 pe I ha have. te bow methinks;: 4 1 
Out ot a fonnade ſoul I fee! Mtg et HG en 

T' eixcure more — and greater fag 4 


> 


F g S « 
eben IRMA CLIT BILE UF 


@7 17: 28. , 
* ny 


Kizg/H x wm x WIL cf 
Than my weak-hearted endrieydave-difde; % bah: 
What unde Abroad!!! . 8 
Crom. Thedigabieſty| and the worlt, farm colt 
Is your with che Ring.” b 10 , 
Wol. bleſ chim. in da 41 
Crom. The next is, chat Sit bias le. is roſe 
Lord -Ghanicellortin your place!!! 1 56” » * 
ol. That's font wat fuddeag ig 
Bu he alen man. hecohfinne' 
Long in his Highad(f >; and Jo"juſtice © 
For truth's ſabe und his iente; that his hows, 
When he has ru his conte and fleeps in Bleſſia , | 
May have a ton of # orphans tears" wept on # *. 
What more? 7 
Crom. That 9 is return'd Sid wilds? 3 


Intall'd tord Archbiſhop af Canterbury." 


Hol. That's news 8 
Jens ou wil ys Wo 


Crow, Laſt, that Ar 


n 


Whom the K 0 cid," 
This day was yiew'd in open, as hiſs Queen, © 14 
Going to chappeff und the voice n now”. 


Only about her cbrb austin. 
Nel. There was the weight thr pull'd tne dow; 0 
Cromwell, —_ 
The King has gone beyond me: all my gloriet 3 
In that one woman 1 have loft for ever. FN 
No NO ad ſhall ever uſher forth m honours, | 
ain the noble troops that waited 
0 pon whe. parry Go get thee from me, Cromwell, 
| am a poor falfn man, unworthy now © 
To be thy lord and maſter, Seek the King, 
(That 4 I pray may never ſer) Ive told bim 
What and how true thou art; be will advance thee : 3 
dome little memory of me will ftir bim I 
| know his noble nature, not to let dog d wn 
Thy hopeful ſervice periſh too. Good Cr mu, 
Neglect him not; make uſe now, and provide. 
for thine own future ſafery. 
Crom. O my lord, © car 
Muſt 1 then heave you? muſt I weak 05 


* 7 11 


* 
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So good, ſo noble, and ſo. true a. maſter ? 
Bear witneſs, all that have not hearts of icon; 
With what a ſorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 
The King [hall haye-miy-ſervicey- but my prayers | : 
For ever "and for ever ſhall be yours. 
nl. Cromwell, I did not tlünk to ſhed: a tear 
In all my miſeries; but thou naſt fore q me. 
Out of thy honeſt truth, to play the woman. 
Let's dr y our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell 
And when, Lam, forgotten, as L ſhall be. 
And ſleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
At me muſt more be heard: ay then I taught thee; 
Say, Melſey, that once trod the ways: of glory, 1 
* And ſounded all the depths and ſhoals' of honour, 

« Jails ound;thee à way out of his wrack to.rife jn: ph 

ſure and, ſafe one, though my maſter. miſs'd it, 


Mark but my fall and that which ruin'd me: Th 
* Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
- - By 2 ſin fell the angels; how can man then Th 
Th e. image e of his maker) hope to win it? 
Love thy felf laſt} cberiſu thaſe hearts that oats! thee Th 
Corruption wins not more than honeſty, 8 
Sill in thy right; hand carry genile peace I's 
© To fflence envious tongues. Be juſt, and fear not An 
Loet all the ends thou dim'ft-at be thy country's, In 
© Thy God's, and truth's; ben if thou fall'ſt, 1 
© Cromwell, 
Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed martyr. Serve the King; Me 
And prigthee lead me in t Th 
There take an inventery of all L have; 8 
To the laſt penny, tis the King's. rohe, 'of 
And my integrity! to heav'n, is all. n 
L dare now eall mine -W. 0 Autry Grognuulh * 
Had I but fery'd my God with half the zeal 7 
1 ſery'd my King, he would not in mige age To 
Have left me naked ed to. mine ens Bec ys 
Crom. Good Sir, have patience. ; +4 174 1 - F 
Wol. 80 I have. Fareyel!:} 54.7 amo anic + 140 
The hopes af court! my hopes in beayg &o Nel. "Bu 
7 Winne Len f ill 1 


©, 


AC 


* 
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well ah ge | 

* Enter Two Gentlemen meeting one another. 
15 Gen. OU' RE well met once again. 

* 2 Gen. And fo are you. 


1 Gen, You come to take your, ſtand here, and The 
hold 
The lady. Anne paſs TA her coronation, 
> Gen. Tis all my buſineſs. At 900 laſt encounter, 
Th Duke of Buckingham came am his try 
f bh, 15 very N da time offer f ſorrow, 
This gen'ral joy. 
2 Gen, Tis well; the, citizens 
I'm ſure have ſhewñ at full their loyal mp > : 
And let em have, their. rights, they re ever "00 
In celebration of this day with Jy n 4 
Pageants, and ſights of honour. 
1 Gen, Never greater, * : 
Nor I'll aſſure you better taken, Sir. 
2 Gen, May I be bold to ask * that aa 
The 1 in, your. bands? AER. 
| en, Yes, tis the liſt 
of thoſe that claim their offices, this AT Sha 
ll, By cuſtom of the coronation, 
The Duke of Suffolk is the firſt, and claims 
To be High Steward; next the Duke of Norfolk, 
To be Fact Marſhal; you may read the reſt. 
2 Gen. I thank you, Sir z had 1 not e thoſe- 
cuſtoms, 
1 ſhould haye been beholden to yoi 
Zut 1 T helgech 1 what' s. become of 22 tharine, 


* 


*? * 4 , 


The. 
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The Princeſs DbwWag 2 goes her — 

x Gen. e ou doo; the Ar I 
Of Canterbury Rt wich with other F 
Learned. 401 rer end facher, of bis order, y 
Held a late court at Dunſtable, ſix miles 


From ANIL, ere the Princeſs lay; to which K. 
She oft was kit y them, but appeat d not: 
And to be Pert, for no I a \ They 
The King's re ale By.! MW 
Of all. theſs' Ie arned 2 
And the late marriage made. Sy — e — 
sines which, ſhe was remov'd. imp 
Where ſhe remains yd Ack. 1 1 1 r 
The trun ets Fund, i Rand del. TY 8 5 

0 N the Quee is. com- 

ing. Ade tf, Kc 55 


ore. AA 


The Order of the om: oi 


— 4 2 eu. 
1 lac vir eren uu 


. = 
4 Mayor of London, bex?3z then . "Then Gurter 
in his coas of arms, and in" bi hea@ a gilt copper 
— 1 3 beari 707 of gold, a Of tl 
6. Marqueſs 0 A 
12 ＋ head a pit: pr ib him, > 
the Earl of Surrey, 72 oh pu Ef fi ver with i 
22 deve, 8 "as FarPs corona, c. N 
Oy S AS ,7 

— hs Nee: Hate, bis « coronet in I, 20 
9 44, beari ie wand, 4s High ; 
Steward, With Net 145 Dali of Norfolk, with if 2 
the rod of marſhalſvip, 4 coroner on bis head. ci. 
lars of 2 — p r he C N 

8. 4 1 our of t inque- 
owes is be her robe; "hs bir ha Athy « 


en "WO 


: * 11 19 «, 1 
M5! : : . 


1 65 


a with gearl, crowned. On each "fe her 
the biſhops | ndon nd Wincheſter. 

9. The old Dutcheſs of Norfolk, in à coronal of gold, 
as, af with flowers, arg the Nuten s train, 

10, Certain ladies or Coupreſſes, with plain circlets of 

gold withous flowers. 


They paſe over — page in order and ftate, and then 
a 'a great flouriſh of trumpets, _ 


2 Gen, A f [rdis,bellebs me; theſe I kng R 1 
Vho's that 220 bears the ſcepter? _ "es ; 
Gen. Marqueſs Dorſet. | 
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the od. 
2 Gen, A bald brave geutleman. That ſhould be 
The Duke of Suffolk. 
1 Gen, 'Tis the ſame: high Steward. 


2 T lard of Nagl; ) adT 


2 Gen. Heav'n bleſs thee, 
Ibou haſt. the ſweeteſt face. I ever loak'd-on.: — 
Sir, as I have * ſhe is an angels” dert ANT .£ 


King „ 
0 r richer, 4 2 d Rains lande: — 
| can nA — bis conſcience... th 


Avigod Wh OCH 


that bear | MP OTE | 
The Gen They of g above her, are four barons... 
df the Ci orts. D dit: 88 


1 Gon, Kb le men. are. happy. ſare alace ner hen 
* it, the. t It AN ao Farrar ; _ 
5 that t $0 Nan 

I or 14 — Lara 1 


the reſt are Counteſſes. 


ene eee, Theſe arc ſtars indeed, 
L ae * aſl WK e 26 
ee a $1044 ee 
mw 3 third POD <p 
4 700 * N WI. BY 
od ſave yau Sir . Where ba Chvoling? 
3 Gen. Among the crowd ' ere + hanger 


ould not be wedg'd i in more z 1 am fl 
With 


With the meer rankneſs of ther joy. 10 
1 Gen. You ſaw the ceremony N 
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3 Gen, I did. 470 Br 

1 Gen, How. was it?? 'T 
3 Gen, Well worth the ſecing., * | 

2 Gen. Good Sir, ſpeak it to us. | Bu 

3 Gen, As well as 1 am able. The rich ſtream Is 
Ot lords and ladies, having brought the Queen | 
To a'prepar'd place in the choir, fell off -, W 
A did nce from her; while her Grace ſat down | 
To reſt a while, ſome half an hour, or fo, | BY: 
In a rich chair of ſtate, oppoſing ſreely' © © Th 
The beauty of her perſon to the people. 7 
Believe me, Sir, ſhe is the goodlieſt woman Is| 
That ever lay by man; which wben the people Th 
Had the full view of, ſucha ndiſe aroſe © 
As the ſhrowds make at fea in à ſtiff tempeſt, IK Ho 
As loud, and to as many tunes, Hats, cloaks, Cx 
Doublets, I think, flew up; and bad their faces : 
Been looſe; this day they had been loft.- Such joy : 
I never ſaw betore. "Great-be'ly'd- women, A. 
That had not half a weck to go, like rams A 
In the old time of war, would ſhake the preſs Ma 
And make em reel before em. No man ſiving An 
Could ſay, this is my wife there, all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece. : 
_ 2 Gen, But prey what followed) Co: 
3 Gen, At length” her Grace roſe, and with model Wh 
w | aces +1 3 | 6 ſ- 241 Sor 
Came to e. where ſhe kneel'd, and faint-like I' 
Caſt her fair eyes to heav*n, and pray'd devourly, 1 

Then roſe again, and bow'd her to the people; 

When by the Arch- biſnop of Canterbury, 1 


Sh'had all the royal makings of a Queen; 
As holy oil, Edward conſeſſor's crown, 


The rod, and bird of pence, and all ſuch emblems En 
Laid nobly on her : which perform'd, the choir 

With all the choiceſt muſick of rhe goa, SL 
Together ſung Te Deum. So The parted} © 
And with the ſame full {tate pac'd back again a 5 


* 


Te 
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To York«Placs, where the feaſt is held. | 
1-Gen, You muſt no more callit York-Place, chats paſt, 

for fince tbe Cardinal tell, that title's oſt; 

Tis now the King's, and call'd Whitetail; 

3 Gen. know it:: 12 * 2 
Bur *ris fo lately aer'd, the old name 1 ; 
1; freſh about me. made Eid e | 

2 Gen. What two reverend biſhops tg $14 
Were thoſe that went on each ſide of the Queen? 

3 Gen. Stokeſly and Gardiner; the one of Mincheſter, 
Newly preterr'd from the King 8 man "IS 
The other, London. | 

2 Gen. He of Wincheſter. | e167 
Is held: no great good Jover of thy Arch-bithops 
The vi: tuous Cranmere' - -  / 

3 Gen, All the land knows that :. , "> 
However yet there's no great breach; when't cames,: 
Cranmer will find a friend will not ſhrink from him. 

2 Gen. Mho may tbat be, a pray you'? 

3 Gen, Thomas Cromwell, | | 
Aman in much eſteem with the King, and truly 
A worthy friend. The King has made him 
Maſter o'th' jewel houſe, | 
And one already of the —— © ts 

2 Gen. He will deferye:more. A Ame 

3 Gen. Ves, without all doubt 
Come, geptlemen, you lg my way | 
Which is to th' court, and there fhall be my vir" 
Something I can command; as! walk thither 

Dil tell ye more | 


Both, Tan my command ue, = [ Exeunt. 


* * 


2 4. 
LOS ME 2 b * 
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as 
— 
2 Is * 19 N 7 
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Enter Katharine Dotager, "ſick, led betwhes Griffich her 
gentleman Uſhtr, and Patience her woman, 


Grif. How does your Grace? 
Kath, O Griffith, {ick-to death: 


My 


EEE vil. 


oven like loaded branchen bow dc th“ earth, 
to leave their burrhen : reach a chair 
So — now' methinks | feel a little ease. ¶ Sting down, 
Didſt thou not te me Grofiob, as thou led'ſt me, 
That en child A 
Was 
G if. Yes Maddrn j but think — 
of rhe — yen ue d, gv u ear to't. 
Kerb. Prythes, — — * dy'd, 
If well, he Kp 


e me 
_ exam 2 10 wa; MST #47; 
* 2 ** des, Madam + e 
F — Aout Earl“ — TI 
A vy * Fork, and br — 
(As a man — — to his en, e 
He fell ek fodde#! — - N path 


Fro | el and dtn 
Grif. At. uk wic r kae, 
Lodu'd in the abby; where the rev'rend abbot,.. 
With aft his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he pave bete words. O father — 
An eld min 'y 61 — with the — 
Ils come to hy hi weary) bonenameng 
Give him # little earth foreharity'! 
So went to bed: where eagerly bis fick neſs 
Purſu'd him flill, nd three njphes after this, 
About the hour of eight Which be hinsſelf 
Foretold ſhould be his haft) full ef repentance, 
Continual meditatio , tears and forrows;. | 
He gave his Ho 5 to the 
H:s btefſed port to re, and flepr in peace 4 
Kath. So may be he ref fs iter te bury's wid it: 
Vet thus far, Griff# , yoo. me leave- to ſpeak him, 
= yet with 35% Was a man 
Of an, unbounded ſtomach, ever ranking 
Him elf with Princes: Ny that by 2 
Ted all the. ki m ſimony was fair 
1 one Aon C Jew. kh“ 
e would lay untruths, and be ever doud'e 


Both 


Err 


1 8 vs 


i. So. 


Hut 


Vhich was a fin) 
He was moſt —— Bver witne f 
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Both in his * and Wang? He was never, +" 


But 
Hi 


he meant t Twins piſul. 27 ” 
— —_— he then Was, mighty, 25 d 
prenance;”as he now. is, nothing, "© © 
Of his on body” ke was ills and nen ab 
The clergy it.exaaipley - - Shut wo Bu”) . 


Grif, Noble madam, | * Aw 
Men's evil manners lin im hyaſ; theio victues. he 
We write in water +» May i your. ann. 
To hear ſpediorhie gies nome + 1, 


4 SY. "2 W--. [1 *, 


Kath, Yes, go e 


I were malicious 
3 This Qardinkl, 1 os 

ugh from an humble ft9ck, hey 

lion dito much honour- — SOR 
He wat a —— — a ripe — 2 2 | 
Exceeding wife, fair ſpoen, "PEP 
Lofty a — ſour to them that lo d him — web * 
But to thoſe men that ſougſit him ſweet. an ſummer. 
And — —— d in;gettipg,.. . +» 


Thoſe'ewins of Jearnipg that he rais'd in ou 
Ipſwicks and Oxford? 0 one of which fell with im,. 
Unwilling to outline the good he did it: 
The other, ag — vet ſo famous, 
So excellent in art; and ſtill fo. riſi 3 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever - ſpeak he ict, 
His overthrow heap 'A happineſs 


For then, and not till then, he ſe e 
And found the bleſſedneſs ai, being lille: 


And to, add greset honours to Age. 

Than man cu gius him, be ar d. ing God. 
Kath; After my death Il. ih ag ie bot Wt 

No other ſpeahes of my living 

To keep mine honogr from Corruption, 

But ſuch an honeſt ebronicles,as Griffith. 

Whom 1 moſt hated liyiog,..thou haſt —* me,” 


* 


With thy religious truth. aad mgdedty, *. 


Now in ——5 loans ** _ him! 
SW fes 
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Patience, be near me ſtill, and ſet me lower. 
I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffb, 


Cauſe the muſicians play me that ſad note ; 
I nam'd my knell; whilſt I fit meditating 

On that celeſtial harmony 1 go to. | 

| h k ] 

Sad ant ſolewn Muſick, i a 


Grif. She is aſleep: good wench let's fit down quiet, 
For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Viſion. Enter ſolemnly one after another, ſix per- 
ſonages, clad in white robes, wearing on their heads 


garlands of bays, and golden wizards on their faces, ] 
branches of bays or palm in their hands. They firſi 

congee unto her, then dance; and at certain changes ] 
the firſt tuo hold a ſpare garland over her head, at . 


which the other four make reverend aurtſies. Then 
the tuo that held the garland deliver the ſame to the \ 
other next 4wo, who obſerve the ſame order in their * f 
changes, and holding the garland over her head. 

Which done, they deliver the ſame garland to the laji I 
two, who likeuuſe obſerve the ſame order. At which 
as it were by inſpiration, ſhe makes in her ſleep ſigns 

| of rejoycing, and holdeth up her hands to heaven. 
= And fo in their dancing vaniſh, carrying the garland 
| with them. The muſick continues. 


rd —— 


| Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye gone? 
And leave me here in wretchedneſs behind ye ? T 
Grif, Madam, we're here. V 
Kath. It is not you I call for, V 
Saw ye none enter fince I flept ? TN 
Grif. None, madam. _ "I F 
Kath. No? ſaw you not ev'n now a blefled troop T 
Invite me to a banquet; whioſe bright faces V 


Caſt thouſand beams upon me, like the ſun ? 80 
They promis'd me eternal happineſs, . A 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear: I ſhall aſſuredly. Yr 


Ati I am moſt joyful, madam, ſuch good dreams 
| | Po Hei: 


* 


Poſſeſs your fancy. 4 
Kath. Bid the muſick leave, 
' Tis harſh and heavy to me, 
Pat. Do you note a 
How much her Grace is alter'd on the ſudden? 
How long her face is 4rawn ? how pale ſhe looks, 
And of an earthly. cold? obſerye ber eyes. 
Grif, She is going, wench, Pray, pray. 
Pat, Heay'n comfort her, | 1 980 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. And't like your Grace —— 

Kath, You are a- ſaucy fellow ., 
Deſerve we no more rev'rence? . 

Grif. You're. to blame, * Ys 
Knowing ſue will not loſe her wonted greatneſs, 
To uſe ſo rude behaviour. Go to, kneel. _ 

Meſ. I humbly do. intreat your. Highneſs' pardon: 
My haſte made me unmannerly. . There is ſtaying 
A A gentleman ſent from the King to ſee you. 
Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow 
Let me ne'er ſee again. [Exit Meſſenger. 


Enter Lord Capucius. n 


If my fight fail not, | 
You ſhould be lord ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 
Cap. Madam, the ſame, your ſervant. 
Kath; O my lord, | 
The times and titles now are alter'd ſtrangely _ 
With me, fince firſt you knew me. But 1 pray you, 
What is your pleaſure with me? 
Cap. Noble lady, | 1 
Firſt mine own ſervice to your Grace, the next 
The King's requeſt that I would viſit you, 
Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely commendations, 
And heartily intreats you take good comfort. 
Kath. O my gocd lord, that comfort comes too late, 
Tis like a pardon after execution; Fe W 
2) Dan | ; * "+, That 


[Muſt ck ceaſes. 


Decal. wm coed" wo — JD . - * 8 7 I 
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That gentle phyſick giv'n in time had . me; ( 
But now 1'm paſt all comforts AA . Or 
How does. his Highneſs? _ Y: 
Cap. Madam, in good bealtb. 


Kath. So may he ever do, and ever Aourilh, . jr 
When! ſhall dwell with worms, and my poor name ou 
Baniſh'd the Kingdom. Patience, is fone letter For 
1 caus'd you write, yet ſent away? M 
Pat. No, Madam. 70 
Kath, Sir, I muſt humbly pray you | to. deliver Cal 
This to oy lord. hs nk Let 
Cab. Mo willin „ Madam. 
1221 In which * e to his hk ks - 
The model of our chaſte loves, his young daughter. 15. 


(The dews of heay'n'tall thick in — on on * ) At 
Be ſeeching him to give her virtuous bre | 

| {She's young and ot a noble modeſt — 

1 hape ſhe will deſerve we) and a little 

To love her for her mother's fake, that loy'd Wo 


Heay'n knows how e Next Por BM 
2 chat his noble Grace TE have ſome — 


my wretched women, that ſo long 
. — follow'd both my, fortunes faithfully; 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow BY + 
(And now I ſhould not lyc) but, well deſerve, 
For virtue and true beauty of the ſoul, | Fn: 
| —_ honeſty and decent 9 | 
A right good husband, let him be à noble: 
ſure thoſe men are happy that ſhall have em. 
2 he laſt is for my men; they are he, pooreſt, Ca. 
But poverty could never draw em from me; 1 


That they may have their wages duly paid em, 0 
And ſomething over to remember me. | No 
If heav'n had pleas'd to've giv'n me longer life Wit 
And able means, we had not parted thus. To 
Theſe are the whole contents. And good my lord, Wh 
By that you love the deareſt in this world, 7 
As you Wiſh chriſtian: peace to ſouls departed, | G 
Staud theſe peor peoples friend, aud urge the King Wi 
To do me this laſt right, 

$4.5 75 ; cat. 
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Cab. By beav'n I will, 
Or — me lole the faſhion of a man. 

Kath, I thank you, honeſt lord. Remember me- 
In all humility unto his Highneſs ; 
And tell him his long trouble now is p 
Out of this world. Tell bim, in death I bleſt him, 
For ſo I will mine eyes grow dim. Farewel, 
My lord xiſiib fare we — nay, Patience, 
You muſt not leave me yer. I muſt to bed 
Call in more women— When I'm dead, good wenchs- 
Let me be us'd with honour, ſtrew me over 
With maiden flow'rs, that al the world may knoꝶ 
I was a chaſte wife to my grave: embalm me; 
Then lay me forth; although un- queen'd, yet like 
A Queen and daughter to a King, inter me. 
Lean no mote 3 [Exennt,. leading Knherine;. 


AC T v. SCENE I 


Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Winchefter, 4 page with 4 
torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 


Card. 4 bye. one. clock, boy, is't not? 
| Boy. It hath Keuck. | 
Gard, Theſe ſhould be hours for 8 
Not for Delights; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repoſe, and not for us 
To waſte theſe times. Good hour of night, Sir Thomas, 
Whither ſo late ? 
Lov, Came you from the King, my lord? 
Gard, I did, Sir Thomas, left him at Primero 
Wich the Duke of Suffolk. 


D 3: | | | Love 


78 King Hen vin 


Lov. I muſt to him 4 (FRE 
Before he go to bed. I | take my W ** 


f ITY 


Gard, Not yet, Sir Thomas Level; * s the maatet? 


It ſeems yon àre in haſte; And 1 there be 
No great offenes belongs tot, give your friend 


Some touch of your late buſineſs Affgirs that. wall 


(As they: ſay fpirfts do) at l haße 
In Fav — — nature, than wes. 
That ſeeks diſpatch; by day. 
Tov. My lord, 1 love you: «I. ade "ae 
And durſt commend a ſecret to on ear Hy 
Much weightier than this word. . s in labour 
They ſay in great extremity, 'tis 
Shell with the labour end. 
Gard. The fruit ſhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live; but for "he dock. Sir Thomas, 
I wiſh it orubb'd-up now. BE ION 
Tov. Metbinks 1 could | 
Cry the Amen, and yet my conſcience ſays 
She's a good creature, and (ſweet ras 
Deſerve our better wiſhes. | 
Gard. But Sir, Si: 1 
Hear me, Sir Thomas are a gentleman 5 
Of mine own way, 1 know you wiſe, religious ; 
And let me. tell you it will ne'er be well, 
"Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovel, take't of me. 
Till Crannier, Cromwell, ber two hands, and ſhe, ' 
Sleep in their grayes. g 
Lov. Now, Sir, you ſpeak of two  - 
The moſt remark'd i'th' Fein dom; as for Cromwell, 
| Fi of the ,jewel-houſe, is made maſter 
O' olls, and the King's Secretary. Further, 
Stands in the gap and trade for more preferments, 
With which the. time will load him, "Th? Archbiſhop 
Is the King's hand, or tongue, and who dare oak 
One ſyllable againſt bim? 
Gard. Yes, Sir Thomas, 
There arg that. date; and I my ſelf have ventur'd 
Ta ſpeak my mind of him; indeed this _ 


* * 
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1 

Sir I may tell it you, I think I have 
Incens'd the lords o'th' council, that he is 
(For ſo I know he is, they know he is) 
A moſt arch-heretick, a peſtilence LOR 
That does infect the land; with which they moy'd 
Have broken with the King, who hath ſo far 
Giv'n ear to our complaint of his great Grace ;. 
And princely. care, foreſeting thoſe fell miſchiets 
Our reaſons laid before him, he bath commanded 
To morrow morning to the countil board 
He be convented. He's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, | 
And we muſt root him out. From your affairs 
I hinder you tob long: good night, Sir Thowas, + 

a . [Exeunt Gardinet and page. 
Lov. Many gödod nights, my lord, I reſt your ſenyant. 
> AY ESO DC an 207 3 09th 


50 S$_C E N E II. San OT d. 
Enter King and"Suffolk. 7 
Ring. Charles, I will play no more to-night, 
My mind's. not on't, you are too hard for me. 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles, + hat 
Nor ſhall not when my fancy's on my play. 
Now Lovel, from the Queen what is the news) 
Tov. I could not perſonally deliver to her 
W hat you commanded me, but by her woman 
I ſeat your meſſage, who return'd her thanks 
In greateſt humbleneſs, and begg'd your Aighneſs, 
Moſt heartily to pray for her. | 7 . 
King. What ſay'ſt thou! ha! | 
To pray for! what! is the crying out? 2 
Tov. So ſaid her woman, and that her ſuff rance made 
Almeſt each pang a death. ha 45 
- King. Alas, good lady! | 5 
Sul. God ſafely quit hos of her burthen, and 
With gentle travel, to the gladding of 
Your Highneſs with an heir. 
King, 'Tis midnight, Charles; | | 
Pr'ythee to bed, and in thy prayers; remember | 
| ls © Th eftate 


1 
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Th eftate of my poot Queen. Leave me alone, 
For I muſt think of that which Ow 
Would not be friendly to, 

** 1 wiſh your Highoeſs _ 


a 


et night, 19 my. good e * 
* er in my 
King. Chlrles, d gt? an "fn ul en. 
Well, Sir, what ils i es CE” 


Enter Sir — Denny. 
Henny. Sir, I have brought my * nen 


As you commanded me. 


King. Ha! Dara! 
Denny. Vea, my good lord. an 102 
Kg. Tu true —— where abe; D n 2 1 
Benny. He attends your Highneſs' pleafure.. 00 
Kixg. Bring him to u.. [Exit Denny. 
Lov. This is about that which-the bim ſpake, 
I am bappily come hit her.. Aſide. 


Enter Cranmer and Denny. 
King. Aveid the —— 5 ſeemeth to f ay. 
Ha! BRINE have ſaie be gone. 
— r Lovel . 
5 c E N E III. 
Cran. I am fearful: wherefore hb * thus? 
is his aſpect of terror. All's not wel. 
King, How new, my lord! you do dedre to know 
Wbereſore I ſent for you. 
'_ _ Cran,. It is my duty 


T' attend your Highneſs 


King; Pray you riſe, 
My gaod and gracious lord of Canterbury, 


Come, you and I muſt walk a turn together : * 
Ive nes to tell ou. Come, give me your hand, 
Ah my good lord, 1 grieve at What 1 ſpeak, 
And am right ſorry to repeat what follows. 
I have, and moſt unwillagly, of late | 
Heard many grievous; I W fay, my lord, - 


«> +» 


CLERKS COTD._OX _c I FrF.-M-LS 


a WII HS . oa =jyv cord. it = dj. 


King HZ NN x. VU, Oh 
Grievo 6 0 ings of you; mhich Feing 70 der d 
Hare d eh Pa. ig 69 council, th * 168 the in t = 
This morning Ne ele re üs, where f know 
You cannet with ſuch freedom purge your, 
But that till further tryal z, 8 thoſe char 5 8 
Which will require your anſwer, * m 8 
Tus A patience to you, and be we! | ag 
o make your houſe our Tower ; Jou, a e 
It fits we thus proceed, or elle! no witne 
Would come againſt you. 1“ 
ran. I Humbly Geb 2 12 te Lee's 
And am right glad to catch good occaſion 
Moſt thee by to, ———. where if” 
And chr | fly aſunder. For I Knõ , / 
There's none ds under more — er 
Than I my felt, peor man * 

Ting. Stand up, good Canterbmoyy. 
Thy truth and thyintegity' is xooted-'- | g er 4 
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand ſtand up 
Pr'ythee let's walk. Now, by my holy 2 
What manger. of man are you? my lord, I. loobdH 
You would have gigen me your petition, tba 
I ſhould have ta'en ſome-pains to bring together 
Your ſelf and your accuſers; and have heard you 
Without indurance further. | 

Cran, Moſt dread Liege, | 
The good I ſtand. on is Ne wha honeſty : +. 2 
If — ſhall fall, I with mine enemies 
Will. triumph oer my perſon; which 1 wolah nor. 
Being of thoſe virtues vacant. , fear n * 
What can be (aid agunſt me. 
King. Know you not 
How your 8 ſtands i“ th- world, with. "the — 
world? err vi 
Your fſoes are many, and not Leal; their Pprafticns+; - 
Mut : the ſame proportion: and not ever 
The juſtice and the trutf o th? queſi dn ostries 
The due ode verdict with it. At what eaſe 4 tak 
Might corrupt minds procute knave?, 33-corpt 5457 | - 
To [wear Tagen you? 2 things dete deen gott 
ou're - 


\ * 


„„ An HNA I VILE 


You're potently oppos d and wich a malice js: 4 
Of as great ſize, Ween you of better luck,  * © / 
I mean in perjur'd witneſs, than yoyr maſter, 


Whoſe miniſter you-arez while here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth? go to, go to, 
You take a precipice fox no leap of danger, 
And woo yourrewn deftraction,; OO 
Cran, God and your Majeſty. ' ©. 
Protect mine irinocencn; or. fall into 
The trap is laid form. 
King. Be of good cheeerr,r. e's 
They ſhall no more prevail than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to von, and this morning ſee 
You do appear before them. If they chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you; 
The beſt perſuaſions to — 
Fail not to uſe; and with what vehemency 
ö Th' deeaſion ſhall inſtruct you. If intreaties 


x 
þ : Fo. : 
* 


Had Wd FA ta 


Will render-you no remedy, this Ring ( 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them, Look, the ood. man weeps ! 4 
He's honeſt on mine honour. God's bleſt mother! \ 
I ſwear he is 1 and a ſoul | 
None better in my kingdom. Get gone, 
| And do as I have bid you: 2 nr Cranmer, I 
| . He'as ftrangled all his language in his tears, 
| . Enter an old Lady,  _ 
Gent. Within, Come back; what mean you? 
Lady. I'll not come back: the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldneſs manners. Now good angels: 
Ply: &erithy royal head, and ſhade thy: perſon 
Under their bleſſed wings! Ebel 
King. Now. by thy Jooks © 19% £44. 65, 
1 gueſs thy meſſage. Is the Queen deliyer'd?:* 
Say ay, andiof a, boy. non 
Lady. Ay, ay, my Liege; WG? 
And of a lovely boy; the God of heay'n - 
Doth now and ever bleſs her! —*tis a girl, 
Promifes boys hereafter, Sir, your Queen 
- Deſires your viſitation, and to be | 
PE A | Acquainted 


n 


* 


53 
51 
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Acquainted with this ſtranger; 'tis as like vou, 
As cherry is to cherry. e 


3 
29 


King. Lovell. BY 
Lov. Sir, f 8 
King. Sive her an hundred marks, III to the Queen. 


. | . | . [Exit King, 
Lady. An hundred marks? by this light 1'l] ha' more, 
An ordinary groom is for ſuch'a payment. 
I will have more, or ſcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the girl was Ike him V1] 
Have more, or elſe unſay't: now, while tis hot, 


I' put it to the iſſue. [ kExis Lady: 
r * | 
IE t- 7 8 5 r ——— 
CE NE. IV, n 
__ 18 * * L 
v30 5s" AP 4 
[ICE Cranmer. . 


Eran, Hope I'm not too late, and yet the gentleman 

That was ſent to me from the council, pray'd me 

To make great haſte. All faſt? what means this hoat 

Who waits there? ſure you know me?) 
* Enter Koper. © 4 

Keep, Yes, my lord; _ 1 

But yet I cannot help you | 5/k | 


Oran. Why? "th | 
Keep, Your Grace muſt waft *till you be call'd for, 


Enter Docter Butts. 


Butts. This is a piece of malice: I am glad 
I came this way ſo happily. The King 
Shall underſtand it preſently. [Exit Butts, 
Cran. Tis Butts, I | 
The King's phpdicion, as he paſt along, 
How earneſtly he caſt his eyes upon me! 
Pray heav'n he found not my diſgrace : for certain 
This is of purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me, 

God turn their hearts, I never ſought their; malice) 

o quench mine honour ? they would ſhame to make 


Ne f 
| | £ Wait: 


-- I PTY 


* 


$4. Fog Hu vi 


Wait elfe at door: a fellow-counſellor 

' Mong boys and grooms and lackeys*but theie pleafures 

Muſt be fulfill'd, and L attend with patience. = 
| — the King and Butts at a window above. 
Butts, If ſhew your Graee-the- Araogetight— | 

X ing. Whats that, Burtsfo rt! n, fg 200% 259 = 

B17. 1 think your Highneſs faw this er 
King. Body ©" me : wheres * 
Ne There, my lord 2 G1 

The high prqmotion 'of bis Gtace of Gant 

Who holds hrs rate at door — beet 

Pager, and foot · hop. 8112 51 

King. Ha! tis wy indeed, B 65 en THO 7 

I this 22 — .— one anorher Ne: 

"Tis well there's ane em yet. 1 dee 

They'd Poe. ſo much nelly among em, 

At leaſt. good manners, as, not thus to ſuffer 

2 bis place, and ſo near our favour ä 

| trend>nce. on their 3 — 

— door too, lie a poſt parkem. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there's knaverys: 

Let em alone, and draw the curtains cloſe, 

Ve mall hear ee en l 


1718 i a 
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A council table. brought. in With chairs and fools, . 
bin under the flats, Enter Lord-chancellor, place: 


himſelf at the upper end of the table on the left hand. 


2 being. loft void above him, as for the Arch- 

þ of Canterbury, Dale of Suffolk, Due of Nor- 

ow Surrey, Lord-chamberlain, and: Gardiner, ſaat 
themſelves in order on each. Ide. mne, — the. 


| ſoruer end, at Seerebary. 
Chan, a 10 the buGael, Mr. Secretary's, P 


Why: are we met in council) 
Cram: Pleaſe your Honours, | ZH 
The cauſe. concexns-his Grace of Canterbury. | . 
N. Has he knowledge of it R. | 


2 
it 4 


_ * 
— 1 4 * * on 
- 


»nwowdz SH- dvd 
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Low 38 at 7 RLooAfi 


nennen 87 


Crom. Les. ds - * 
Nor. Who waitstheies bat zm or Our, oat 
Keep, Without, my noble onde? ee 
Gard. Les. nn 


Keep. My bund guck bibo; wen e ARIA 
And has So half an hour, to know your pſu: 


Chan, Let him come is. 
Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 
Cranmer aches the ail OY 

Chan. M y good lordiArch-biſhop, I'm very * 
To fit — at this preſent, and behold 
That chair ſtand empty: but we all are men 
In our own natures frail, and capable 2 
Of trailty, few are angels; from which frailty 
And want of wiſdom, you that beſt ſhould teach « 
Have miſdemean'd'your felf, and not a late: 
Tow'rd the King firſt, then bis laws, in fflling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your Chap un 
(For ſo e ate inform d) with new 6pinions | : heb" 
Divers and dang tus, Which are hereſte n; 
And not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 3 

Gard. Which reformation muſt be ſudden tac, — 
My noble lords; for thoſe that tame wild horſes 
Pace dem not in their hands to make em gentle, 
But ftop their mouths with ſtubborn bits, and ſpur em | 
'Till they obey the manage. If we ſuffer 6 
(Out of our eafinels and lei pity I * * 
To one man's honout) this contagious Geka, * = 
Farewell all phyſick: and what follows then? 
Commotions, uprears, with a gen'ral taint _ © - 
Of the whole ſtate:-as of late days our . 
2 opper Germany can dearly witneſs, 

fre ly: pitied pitied in our memories. | 

. ood lords, —_— in all ry prog 
Both of my lite, ang of 0 1 Abeut'd. 
(And with 25 little | oe teaching, 
And the ſtrong courſe o = 3 0 K 
Might go one way, and fafely ; fad the 558 1 
Was ever to da well: nor is there | ly 
( fgeak it with # dase heart, wy lon bold 


1 
2 *h 
"> M0 1 
. 


1 . 
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A man that more deteſts, more ſtirs againſt 
Goth in his private conſcience and his place) 
Defacers of the publick peace, than I do. 
Pray heav'n the King may never find a heart 
With leſs allegiance in it! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nouriſhment, - 
Dare bite the beſt, I do beſeech ybur lordfhips, 
That in this caſe of juſtice, my accuſery, + 
Be what they will, may ſtand forth face to face, 
And freely urge againſt _—; 7 ng 27A TEL! 
Suf. Nay, my lord, 07+ + 
That cannot be; you-are:a counſellor, a 
And by that virtue no man dare accuſe ou. 
Gard, My lord, becauſe we've buſineſs of more m 
ment, p70! v | BY 
We will be ſhort wi'you. 'Tis his Highneſs" pleaſare, 
And our conſent, for better tryal of you, | 
From kence you be committed te the Tower; 
Where being but a private man again, 
Lou ſhall know many dare accuſe you-boldly, - 
More than I fear you are provided for, , 
Cran. Ay, my goad lord of Winchefter, I thank you, 
You're always my good friend; if your will paſs, 
I ſhall both find your lordſhip judge and juror, - 
You are ſo merciful. I ſee your end; + 
Tis my undoing. Love and mecknef*s, lord, 
Become a church-man better than ambition; 
Win ſtraying feuls with modeſty again, 
Caſt none away. That I ſhallclear my ſelf, 
May all the weight ye ean upon my patience) 
make as little doubt, as you do conſcience 
In doing daily wrongs. 1 could fay more, 
But rey'rence to your calling makes me modeſt; 
Gard. My lord, my lord, you are a ſectary, 
That's the plain truth; 700 painted gloſs diſcovers, 
To men that underſtand you, words and weaknels. 
Crom, My lord of Wincheſter, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too ſharp; .men ſa noble, 
However faulty, yet ſhould find reſpect 
For what they have been: 'tis a cruelty 


To load a falling man, 


- G- 


Gard. 


King HENRY VIIE 8y 


Gard. Good Mr. Secretar xx 
1 cry your honour mercy; you may, worſt 
Of all this table, ſay ſo r: 
Crom. Why, my lord? | 
Gard. Do not I EH. you for a favourer 
Of this new ſeQ? ye are not ſound. 
Crom. Not'found'? 1 + 
Gard. Not ſound, I ſay- ; 
Crom. Would you were half ſo -honeft!' 
Mens prayers then would ſeek you. not their fears. 
Gard. I ſhall remember this bold language. 
Crom. Do. a 
Remember your bold life too. 
ham. This is too much! 
For bear for ſhame, my lords. 
Gard. I've done; 
Crom. And], | 8 1125} ok 
Cham. Then thus for you; my lord: it ſtands agreed, 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith : 
Ypu be convey'd to th* Tower a priſoner; 
There to remain till the King's further pleaſure 
Be known unto us, Are you all agreed, lords ? 
All. We are. | i 
Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I muft-needs-to-th*-Tower,. my lords? + wed 
Gard, What other 
Would you. expect? you're ftrangely troubleſome: 
Let ſome o'th' guard be ready there. 


. 1 


Cran. For me? b 2 
Muſt I go like a traitor then? 1 
Gard, Receive him, | | | 
And ſee him ſafe i'th' Tower, 
Cran. Stay, good my lords, WY 
I have a little yet ta ſay. Look there, lords; 
By vertue of that Ring, I take my cauſe 
Out of the gripes of true} men, and give it 0 
To a maſt noble judge, the King my maſter 4 
II | X Cham; 


— 4 


$F - King Hannay VII. 


Cham. This is the King's ring. 
Sur. Tis no counterfeit, | 
Suf. 'Tis his right ring, by heay' a. 1 told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dang tous ſtone a rowling, 
Twould fall upon our ſelves. | 
Nor. D' you think, my lords, 
The King will ſuffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be yex'd?- | 
Cham. 'Tis-now too certain. 
How much more is his life in value wi ry 
Would 1 whey fairly out on rn 
Crom. M Fu ve me, 


In leeking ates an informations 8 : a ch 5 


Againſt this man, whofe. ade bs n 
And his diſciples only envy at, 3 


Ye blew the fire that burns ye; 5 have TTY 


8 CENE VI. „. 
Fuer l 8 A e 


heay'n 

In daily thanks, that gave us ſuch a Prince; " oe 
Not only g6od and wiſe, but moſt religious: 

One that i in * all obedignce makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour, and to ſtrengthen 
That holy duty of our dear reſpect. 
His vowel ſeif in judgment comes to hear 
ny cauſe betwixt her and this great offender. 

You're ever good at { 

Biſhop of Wincheſter, But kaow, I come not 
To bear ſuch flatt'ries now; and in my preſencs 
They are too thin and baſe to hide offences. 


Card. Dread Soy'reign, how much are wohbiindts 


Th me you cannot reach; you play the ſpaniel, 


And think with wagging of your tongue to win me. 
But whatſoe'er thou tak'ſt me for, I'm ſure | a 
Thou haſt a cruel nature, and a bloody 
Goud: man, fit dowa: now let me ſee the proudeſt 
286000) 7:2, | (To, Stan. 


Ke 


en commendations, | 
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He that dares moſt, but wag his finger at thee: _ 
' By all that's holy, he had better ſtarye, 
Than but once think this place becomes thee not. 

Sur. May 't pleaſe your Grace—— _ 
. King. No, Sir, it does not pleaſe me. 
I thought I had men of. ſome underſtanding _ . 
And wiſdom, of my council; but 1 find none. 
Was it diſcretion, lords, to let this man. 
This good man, (few of yo deſerve that title) 
This honeſt man, wait fie lowfie foot-boy 
At chamber door, and one as great as you are? | 
Why what a ſhame was this; did my commiſſion 
Bid ye ſo far forget your ſelves? I gave ye 
Pow'r, as he was a counſellor, to try him, 1 HO 
Not as a groom, , There's ſome of ye, I ſee, 
More out of: malice t han integrity 8 
Would try him to . bad ye means; 
Which ye ſhall never have, while l do live. 

9 My moſt dread Sovereign, may it like your 

race 

To let my tongue excuſe all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his imprifonment, was rather, 
If there be faith in men, meant for his tryal, 
And fair purgation to.the world, than malice; 


1 


I'm ſure in me. | , 
King. Well, weil, my lords refpe& him : 
Take him, and ufe him well, he's worthy of it, 
Iwill fay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be bebolden to a ſubject, I 
Am, for his love and ſervice, ſoto him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 
Be friends for ſhame, my lords, My lordof Canter 
I have a fuit which you muſt not deny me, | 
There is a fair young maid that yet wants baptiſm, 
You mult be godfather, and anſwer for her, | 
Cran. The greateſt monarch now alive may glory 
In ſuch arrhonour; how may I deſerve it, 
That am a poor and humble ſubject to you? 
King. Come, came, my lord, you'd ſpare your ſpoons: 
you ſhall haye | 
, Two 


9 King H ENRY VIII. 
Two noble partners with you: the old Dutcheſs 
Of Norfolk, and the = Marqueſs Dorſet——— 
Once more, my lord of Wincheſter, I charge you 
Embrace and love this man, {68 511g | 
Gard. With a true heart 
And brother's love I do it. 
Cran. And let heav'n | "bf. 
Witneſs, how dear I hold this confirmation. 
=— Good man, thoſe joyful tears ſhew thy true 
eart; 1 5 „ 
The common voice I ſee is verify d 


Of thee, which ſays thus: do my lord of Canterbiny 


But one ſhrewd turn, and he's your friend for ever, 
Come, lords, wetrifle time away: I long 

To have this young one made a. chriſtian, 

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain: 

So I grow ftronger, you more honour gain. [ Tx. 


. alt 


9 e — — 
SCENE VII, 
Noiſe and tumult within : Enter Porter and his man. 


Port. V Ou'll leaye your noiſe anon, ye raſcals; do 


| you take the court for Paris Garden? ye 

rude Nlayes, leave your gaping, © © 
Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th' larder. 
Port. Belong to the gallows and be hang'd, ye rogue: 

is this a place to roar in? fetch me a dozen crab-tree 

ſta ves, and ſtrong ones; theſe are but ſwitches to em: 

I'll ſcratch your heads; Je muſt be ſeeing chriſtenings ? 

do you look for ale and cakes here you rude rafcals? 
Man. Pray Sir, be patient; 'tis as much impoſſible 

(Unleſs we ſwept them from the door with cannons) 

To ſcatter 'em, as "tis to make them ſleep 20 

On May - day morning, which will never be: 

We may as well puſh againſt Pauls, as ſtir em. 

- Port, Ho got they in, and be hang'd? © 

Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the tide in! 

As much as one ſound cudgel of four foot 


: tou 
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(You ſee the poor remainder) could diſtribute 
] made no ſpare, Sir, | | 
Port. You did nothing, Sir. 8 bs 3 
Man. I am not Sampſon, nor Sir Guy, nor Cole- 
brand, to mow 'em down before mg; but if I-ſpar'd 
any that had a head to hit, either young or old, he 
or ſhe, cuckold or cuckold-maker, let me never hope 
to ſee a chine again; and that I would not for a cow, 
God ſaye her. 1169; ne BE. | 
Within, Do you 2 Mr. 1 NS: | 
Port. I ſhall be with you pref ; Puppy; 
Keep the dor cloſe, erh e | — 
Mas. What would you have me do? 
Port. What ſhould you do, but knock em down by 
the dozens ? is this Morefields to muſter in? or have we 
ſome ſtrange Indian with the great tool come to court, 
the women ſo beſiege us? ' bleſs me! what a fry of 
ſornication ie at the door? on my chriſtian conſcience, 
this one chriſtning will beget a thouſand, here will be 
father, god-father, and all together. 
Man, The ſpoons will be the bigger, Sir. There 
is a fellow ſomewhat near the door, he ſhould be a 
braſter by his face, for o' my conſcience twenty of the 
days now reign in's noſe; all that ſtand about him 
are under the line, they need no other penance; that 
fire-drake did I hit three times on the head, and three 
times was his noſe diſcharged againſt me; he ſtands 
there like a mortar-piece ro blow us up, There was a 
haberdaſher's wife of ſmall wit near him, that rail'd 
upon; me till her pink'd porringer fell off her head, 
for kindling ſuch a cumbuſtian in the ſtate. Imiſt the 
meteor once, and hit that woman, who cry'd outClube, 
when I. might ſee ſome forty truncheons draw to ber 
ſucceur, which were the hope of the ſtrand where ſhe 
was quarter'd, They fell on; I made good my place; 
at length they came to th* broom-ſtaff with me, I defy'd 
em ſtill; when ſuddenly a file of boys behind 'em de- 
liver'd ſuch a ſhower of pibbles, looſe ſhot, that I was 
fain to draw mine honour in, and let em win the work 
the devil was amongſt em, I think ſurely, | 
| | Port. 
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Port. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a play- 
houſe, and fight for bitten apples; that no audience 
but the tribulation of Tower-Hili or the limbs of Lime. 
honſe, their dear brothers; are able to endure. I have 
ſome of em in Limbo Patrum, and there they are like 
nce theſe ahree days x ibefides the running banquet 

of two beadles that is to come. . ' © 

aaa oh AA hap nee > ee 20S 

ak Enter Lord Chamberlain. WIC] 

od : x - 4 xd ITY . 75 # 18 . 1 

2 Mercy o- me; what a multitude are here? 
TY grow-tilt too; from all parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a fair, Where are theſe porters.” 
Theſe lazy knayes } ye've made a fine hand, fellows, 
There's a ttim fabbleletin; are all theſe 
Yeur faithful friends o th* ſuburbs? we ſhall have 
Great ſtore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
When they paſs back from th' chriſtning? 

Pert. Pleaſe your honour, 

We are but men, and what ſo many may do, - 
Not being torn in 2 we have done 
An army cannot rule em. 
Cbam. As I live, wire fr gt 
If the King blame me for't, III lay ye all 
By th' heels. and ſuddenly; and on your heads 


Clap round fines for neglect: y' are lazy knaves, * 


And here ye lye baiting of bombards, when 

Ye ſhould do ſervice. Hark, the trumpets ſound, 

Th' are come already from the ehriſtening; 

Go break among the preſe, and find a way out 

To let the troop paſs fairly; or 1'11 find | 

A Marſbalſea all hold ye play theſe two months. 
Port. Make way there for the Princeſs. | 

Man, Lou great fellow, ſtand cloſeup, or I'll make 

your head ake. e 

Pier. Lou ith eamble 
you o*cr the pales elſe, 


t, get up o'th' rail, I'll peck. 
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| Exeunt.. 
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SCENE vin. 


Enter trumpets ſounding; then . 4300 Aldermen, Tord 
Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, -Duke of Norfolk with bis 
Marſhal's fraff, Duke of Suffolk, tuo nob lemen bearing 

great flanding bowls for the chriſtaing gifts ; then four 
noblemen bearing a canopy, under which the Dutcheſs 
of Norfolk, god-mother, bearing the child richly ha- 

bited in a mantle, c. Train born by a lady, oo 

Follows the marchioneſ, s of Dorſet, the other god. 

ther, and ladies. The troq haſs once . Rays, 


and Garter ſpeaks. 
_ Heay'n, fromthy endleſs 25559 ſend long 
ie, | 
Andever „to the high and rea 
Princeſs of 25 fie Sate. by, _” 


Fleariſh. Enter Kink and Guards. 


Cran, And to your royal Grace, and the goodQueen | 
My noble partners and my ſelſ thus pray; - | 
All, comfort, joy, in this moſt gracious lady, 
That heav*'n e'er laid up to make prone bappy. 
May hourly fall upon ye! 
King. Thank you, good lord Arch-bilhop: 
What is her name? 
Cran. Elixabeth. 
King. Stand up, lord. 
With this kiſs take my bleſſi . Godprove ths, 
Into whoſe hand I givethy 
Cray, arm ol | by 8 pod, 
My no eg 8, Y a 8 too „ 
1 wy ye heartily : ſo ſhall this lady, 
When ſhe bas ſo muchEngliſb. 
Cran. Let me ſpeak, Sir, 
(Fot heav'n now bids me) and the words 1 utter, 
Let none think flatt ry, for they'll find em truh, 
This royal infant, (heaven ſtill move about her) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promiſes 
Upon this land achoulandrhouſand bleſſings, 
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Her aſhes new create another heir, 
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Which time will bring to ripeneſs, She ſhill be 
(But few now living can behold that goodneſs) 

A pattern to all Princes living with her, 

And all that ſhall ſucceed, Sheba was never 
More covetous of wiſdom and fair virtue, 

Than this bleſt ſoul ſhall be. All Princely graces 


That mould up ſuch a mighty piece as this, 


With all the virtues that attend the good, 


Shall fill be doubled on her, Truth ſhall nurſe her: 


Holy and heav'nly thoughts ſtill counſel her: 
She ſhall be loy'd and ſear d. Her own ſhall bleſs her, 


Her foesſhakelike a field of beaten corn, 


And was their, heads with ſorrow, Good grows with 


In her days ev'ry man ſhall eat in ſafety x 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and ſing 
The merry ſongs of peace to all his neighbours, - 
God ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her 
From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 


And claim by thoſe their greatneſs, not by blood. 


Nor ſhall this peace fleep with her, but as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden Phenix, 

As great in admiration as her ſelf, 

So ſhall ſhe-Jeave ber bleſſedneſs to one, 
(When heav'n ſhall call her from this cloud of darkneſs) 
Whofrom the ſacred aſhes of her honour | 


Shall ſtar-like riſe, as great in frame as ſhe was, 


And ſo ſtand fix'd.” Peace, plenty, love, truth, terrour, 
That were the ſervants to this choſen infant, 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 
Where- ever the bright ſun of heav'n ſhall ſhine, 

His honour and the-greatneſs of his name 


Shall be, and make new nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 


And like a mountain cedar reach his branches 
To all the plains about him : children's children 
Shall ſee this, and bleſs heav'n. 1 
4 King, Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. | | 

Cran. She ſhall be to the happineſs of England, 
An aged Princeſs; many days ſhall ſee her, 


And 
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And yet no day without a deed te crown it, 

Would I had known no more: but ſhe muſt die, 
She muſt, the ſaints muſt have her; pet a virgin, 
A moſt unſpotted lilly ſhall ſhe paſs | 


To th' ground, and all the world ſhall mourn ber. 2 5 


Xing. G lor d Arch - bi ſnop, (7 
Thou'ſt made me now aman; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing. 
This oracle of comfort has ſo pleas'd me, 

That when I am in heay'n, I ſhall deſire 

To ſee what this child does, and praiſe my maker. 
I thank ye all-—to you, my good Lord-mayor, 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden: 
have receiv'd much honour by your preſence, 
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And ye:ſhal find me thankful, Lead the way, lords. 
Ye muſt all ſee the Quzen, and ſhe muſt than ye, 
She will be ſick elſe. This day no man think 
- Was buſinels at his houſe, for all ſhall ſtay, * 
This little one ſhall make it holy-day. [Exture, 
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- IS ten to one this play can never pleaſe 
All that are here: ſome come to take their naſe, 
| "find ſtaep an act or two ; but thoſe we fear 
ee frighted with our trumpet: fo tis clear 
They'll ſay it's naught. Others, to hear thecity 
Abus'd extreamly, and to cry that, witty; 
| Which we have not done neither; that 1 fear 
All theexpefted good ware like to hear 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The mertiful conſtruction of good women; 
| fuch a one we ſhew'd em) If they ſmile 
And ſay till da; I know within a while 
All the beſt en ure ours; for iir ill hap, 
: if they een, b em clap. 
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5 
PRO LO G U-E. 


J* Troy, there lies the Scene : From Iſles of Greece 
The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chaf d, 
Have to the Port of Athens ſent their Ships, 
Fraught with the Miniſters and Inflruments 

Of cruel War : Sixty and nine that wore 

Their Crownets Regal from th' Athenian Bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made 
To ranſack Troy, within whoſe ſtrong immures 
The raviſh'd Helen, Menelaus' Queen, 

With wanton Paris ſleeps, and that's the Quarrel. 
To Tenedos they come, 

And the deep-drawing Barks do there diſgorge 
Their warlike Fraughtage: Now on Dardan Plains, 
The freſh and yet unbruiſed Greeks, do pitch 
Their brave Pavillions. Priam's ſix-gated City, 
Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus, with maſſy Staples, 

And correſponſive and fulfitling Bolts, 

Stir up the Sons of Troy. 

Now Expectation tickling skittiſh Spirits, 

On one and other ſide, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard. And hither am I come 

A Prologue arm'd, but not in confidence | 
Of Auther's Pen, or Actors Voice; but ſuited 
In like Conditions, as our Argument; 

To tell you (fair Beholders) that our Play 
Leaps o er the vaunt and firſtlings of thoſe Broils, 
Beginning in the middle: Starting thense away, 
To what may be digeſted in a Play: et 
Like, or find Fault, do as your Pleaſures are, 
New good, or bad, 'tis but the chance of War. |, 
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Deiphobus, * TROJANS. 
Helenus, | 
ZEneas, | 
Pandarus, 
Antenor, 


Agamemmon, has LE 
Achilles, | 
Menelans, 3 

Ulyſſes, >S GREEKS. 
Neftor, 1 $ | 
Diomedes, , 1 

Patroclus, 

Therſites, 1 

CU * 


Helen, Wife to A it Tok with Paris. 
Andromache, Hife to Hector. 


Oreſſida, D beer to Calchas „ Zove ith 
Troilus. * pf * 


Tevjn and Greek Soldiers, with 3 les, | 
_ SCENE ha. and the Grecian Camp. 
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ACT . SCENE 1. 


5 SCE N E, 2 70%. | 
Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 
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Each Trojan that is Maſter of his Heart, 
Let him to Field, Troilxs alas hath none. 
— P. Will this Geer ne'er be mended? 
Troi. The Gyteks are Ronny, and Skilful to __ 
Strength, 

Fierce to their Skill, nd to their Fierceneſs valiant. 
But IJ am weaker than a Woman's Tear, 

Tamer than Sleep, fonder than Ignorance , 
RS Leſs 


wk 


in. 
Why ſhould I war without the Walls 


ng 
That And fach cruel Battle Ms Wi- 
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Leſs valiant than the Virgin in the Night, «4h 
And skilleſs as unpraQtis'd Infancy. | | 
Pan. Well, I have told you enough of yes For my 
part, I'll not meddle nor make any fartifer. He that 
will have à Cake out of the Wheat, muſt needs tarry 
the Grinding. 3 | 
Froi, Have I not tarcied? _ | | ſting. 
Pan. Ah, the Grinding ; but you muſt tarry the Boul- 
Troi, Have I not tarried ? [ning. 
Pan, Ay, the Boulting ; but you mult tarry the Leay”- 
Troi. Still have I tarried. | © 
Pan. Ay, to the Leay'ning : but here's yet in the word 
herezfter, the Kneading, the making of theCake,the heat- 
ing of the Oven, and the Baking ; nay you muſt ſtay the 
cooling too, or you may chance to burn your Lips. 
Tri. Patience her ſelf, what Goddeſs e' er ſhe be, 
Poth leſſer blench at Sufferance, than I do: 
At Priam's Royal Table I do fit; | 
And when fair .Crefid comes into my Thougbts 
So, Traitor When ſhe comes? when is ſhe thence? 
Ds. Han. Well, MAN 7, Ht: 3 * 
She look' d iran fairer than ever I ſaw her look, 
Or any Woman. elſe. 9 


my * 


I1x ei. I was about to tell thee, when my Heart, 


As wedged with a Sigh, would rive in twain, 
Left Hector, or my Father ſhould perceive me, 
J have (as when the Sun doth light a Storm) 
Buried this ſigh, in wrinkle of a ſmile : Lot 
t Sorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming Gladneſs, 
s like that Mirth Fate turns to ſudden Sadneſs, 
| Pan, And her Hair were not ſomewhatdarker than He- 
l:u's-- well go to, there were no more Compariſon be- 
tween the Women. But for my part ſneis my Kinſwoman, 
1would not (as they term it) praiſe it--- but I would ſome 
Body had heard her talk yeſterday as I did: 1 will not 
diſpraiſe your Siſter Caſſandra's Wit, but—— © 
+ Tros., O Pandarus / I tell thee, Pandarus—— 
When I do. tell thee, there my Hopes lie drown'd, 
Reply not in how many Fathoms deep 8 
They lye intrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad : 
| 3 Jn 


TaorLus ad CREsSIDA, 7 


In Creſid's Love. Thou anſwer'ft, ſhe is Fair, 
Pour'ſt in the open Ulcer of my Heart, MY 2 
Her Eyes, ber Hair, her Cheek, her Gate, her Voice, 
Handeſt in thy Diſcourſe— O that! her Hand 
(In whoſe Compariſon, all Whites are Ink 
Writing their own Reproach) to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 
The Cignets down is harſh, and Spirit of Senfe . 
Hard as the Palm of Ploughman. This thou tell'ſt me 
As true thou tell'ſt me; when I ſay I love her: 
But ſaying thus, inflead of Oil and Balm, 
Thou lay'ft in every gaſh that Love hath given me, 
The Knife that made it. 
Pan, I ſpeak no more than Truth, 
Troi. Thou doſt not ſpeak ſo much. | 
Pan, Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as ſhe 
is, if ſhe be fair, tis the better for her; and ſhe be not, 
ſhe has the mends in her own hands, 
Troi, Good Pandarus ; how now, Pandarus ? | 
Pan, I have had my labour for my travel, ill thought 
on of her, and ill- thought on of you: Gone between and 
between, but ſmall thanks for my labour. | 
Troi. What art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with me: 
Pan, Becauſe ſhe is Kin to me, therefore ſhe's not ſo 
fair as Helen; and ſhe were not Kin to me, ſhe would be as 
fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what care I ? I 
care not and ſhe were a Black. a- more, tts all one to me. 
Troi, Say I, ſhe is not fair? | 
Pan, I do not care whether you do or no. She's a fool 
to ftay behind her Father : Let her to the Greeks, 
and fo I'll tell her the next time I ſee her; for my 
part, VII meddle nor make no more i'th* matter. 
Troi, Pandarus=——— | 
Pan, Not I. 
Troi, Sweet Pandarus— / 
Pan. Pray you ſpeak no more to me, I will leave 
all as I found it, and there's an end, [Exit Pandarus, 
{ Sound Alarum, 
Troi. Peace, you ungraciousClamours, peace rudeSounds, 
Fools on both ſides. Helen muſt needs be fair, 
When with your * you daily paint her thus, "I 
4 ' 
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I cannot fight upon this Argument, 
It is too ſtarv d a Subiect for my Sword: 5 
But Pandarys>— O Gods! bow do you plague me ! 
cannot come to. Creſid, but by Pandarus, i 
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woo, | 
And ſhe is ſtubborn, chaſte, againſt all ſute. 
Tell, meg, Apollo, for thy Daphne's Love, 
W hat Creſſid is, what Pandar, and what we: 
Her Bed is India, there ſhe lyes, a Pearl; 
Between our Ilium, and where ſhe reſides . 
Let it be call'd the mild and wandring Flood, 
Ourſelf the Merchant, and this failing Pandar 
Our doubtful Hope, our Conyoy, and our Bark, 
1 Alarum. Enter Eueas. 
ne. How now, Prince Troilus ? 
Wherefore not i“ th' Field! i 6 * 
Troi. Becauſe not there; this Woman's anſwer ſorts, 
Far womanilh it is to be from thence: 
What News, Zneas, from the Fiel] to-day? _ 
Ene. That Paris is returned home, and hurt, 
Troi, By whom, ZEneas ? 
Ene. Troilus, by Menelaus, | 
Troi. Let Paris bleed, tis but a ſcar to Scorn. 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus* Horn. ___[ Alaram. 
Ene. Hark, what good Sport is out of Town to-day : 


Troi. Better at home, if Would I might, were May—. - 


But to the Sport abroad are you bound thither ? 
Ene. In all ſwift haſte. od 
Troi. Come, go we then together. [Exeunt, 
| Enter Creſſida and a Servant, ag 
Cre. Who were thoſe went by ? 
Ser. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 
Cre. And whither go they? 2 
Ser. Ip to the Eaſtern Tower, +5045 
| Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the Vale, 
To ſee the Battle; Hector, whoſe Patience 
Is as a Virtue fix'd, to-day was mov'd: 
He chid Andromache, and ſtruck his Armorer, 
And like as there were Husbandry in War, 
Before the Sun roſe, he was harneſt light, FR 
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And to the field goes he; where ey'ry Flower 
Did as a Prophet weep what it foreſaw, 
In Hecter's Wrath. 

Cre, What was his cauſe of Anger? 

Ser. The noiſe goes this ; There is among the Greeks, 
A Lord of Trojan Blood, Nephew to Hector, 

They call him Ajax. | : 
Cre. Good; and what of him? : 

Ser. They ſay he is a very Man per ſe, and ſtands alone. 

Cre. So do all Men, unleſs they are drunk, Sick, or 
have no _ - 

Ser. This Man, Lady, kath robb'd many Beafts of their 
particular Additions, he is as valiant as the Lyon, churliſh 
as the Bear, low as the Elephant; a Man into whom Na- 
ture hath ſs crouded Humours, that his Valour is cruſht 
into Folly, his Folly Tauced with Diſcretion : There is no 
Man hatha Virtue, that he hath not a Glimpſe of, nor any 
Man an Attaint, but he carries ſome Stain of it. He is 
melancholy without Cauſe, and merry againſt the Hair; 
he hath the Joints of every thing, but every thing ſo out 
of Joint, that he is a gouty Briareus, many Hands and 
no uſe , or purblinded Argus, all Eyes and no Sight. 

Cre. But how ſhould this Man (that makes me ſmile) 

make Hector angry? er ieee en 

Ser. They ſay, he Yeſterday cop'd Hector in the Battel 
and truck him down, the Diſdain and Shame wkereof 
hath ever ſince kept Hector faſting and waking, 

| : Enter Pandarus, 

Cre. Who comes here ? 

Ser. Madam, your Uncle Pandarus. 

Cre, Hector's a gallant Man. 

Ser. As may be in the World, Lady: 
Pan. What's that? what's that? 

Cre. Good morrow, Uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, Couſin Creſid: what do you talk 
of ? good morrow, Alexander; how do you, Couſin: 
when were you at 11127 ? * 

Cre. This Morning, Uncle. | 
Fan. What were you talking of, when Icame? Was 

a 5 Hektor 
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Lector arm'd and gone, ere je came to lun Haun was 
not up! was ſhe } 
Cre. Hector was gone, but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E'en ſo; Hector was ſtirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking of, and of has is Anger, 

Pan. Was he angry ? | El 034; Jt 
Cre. So he ſays here. 

Pan. True, he was ſo; 1 know the cauſe 400 hel 
hy about him to Day I can tell them that; and there's 
Troilus will not come far behind him, let them take heed 
of Trailus; I can tell them that too. 

re. What is he angry too? * 

Pan, Who, Troilus ? | | 4 90105 
Trollus i is the better Man of the tw 

Cre. Oh Jupiter; there's. no Compariſon, - 

Pan. What not between Troilus and Hiftort do you 
know a Man if you ſee him? | 

Cre. Ay, if ever I ſaw him before, and knew him. 
Pan. Well, | ſay Troilus is Troilus, . 

Cre. Then you ſay, as I fay, «= 
For I am ſare he is not Hector. 

Pan, No, nor He&or is not Troilus in ſome degrees: 

Cre. *Tis juſt to each of them, he is himſelf. | 
Pan. Himſelf? alas poor Troilus { I would he were. 

Cre, So he is. 

an. Condition] had gone bare · foot to India. 

Gre. He is not Hector. 

Pas. Himſelf? no, he's not himſelf, would Lo were bs: 
ſelf; well, the Gods are above, time muſt friend or end; 
well, Troilus, well, I would my Heart were in her Bo- 
dy- no. Hector is not a better Man than Troilui. 

Cre, Excuſe me. * yu 

Fan. He is Elder, 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan, Th' other's not come to't, you ſhall tell me ano- 
ther Tale when th' other's come to't : Hector ſnall not 
have his Wit this Year. | 
Cre. He ſhall not need it, if he have his own, - 

Pan. Nor his Qualities, 
Cre, No matter, 
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Pan. Nor his Beauty. 
Cre. Twould not become him, his own's better. 
Pan. You have no Judgment, Neice; Helen ber ſelf 
ſwore th* other Day, that Troilus for a brown Favour, {for 
ſo 'tis I muſt confeſs) not brown neither 
Cre. No, but brown. 
Pan. Faith to ſay Truth, brown and not brown. 
Cre. To ſay the Truth, true and not true. | 
Pan. She prais'd his Complexion above Paris, 
Cre. Why Paris hath Colour enough. 
Pan. So he has. | | 
Cre, Then Troilus ſhould have too much; if ſhe prais'd 
him above, his Complexion is 4 * than his, he having 
Colour enough, and the other igher, is too flaming a 
Praiſe for a good Complexion.” I had as Iieve Helen's 
golden Tongue had commended Troilus for a copper Noſe. 
Pan, I ſwear to you, | 
I think Helen loves him better than Paris. 
Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greek indeed. 
Pan. Nay, I am ſure ſhe does. She came to him th'other 


Day into the compaſt Window; and you know he has 


not paft three or four Hairs on his Chin. 
Cre. Indeed a Tapſter's Arithmetick may ſoon bring 


his particulars therein to a Total. 


Pan. Why he is very Young, and yet will he within 
three Pound lift as much as his Brother Hecfor. 

Cre. Is he ſo young a Man, and fo old a Lifter ? 

Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, ſhe 


came and puts me her white Hand to his cloven Chin, 


Cre. Juno have Mercy, how came it Cloyen ? 
Pan. Why, you know 'tis dimpled. 
I think his ſmiling becomes him better, than any Man 
in all Phrygia. 
Cre. Oh, he ſmiles valiantly. 
Pan. Does he not? 10 N 
Cre. O yes, and were a Cloud in Autumn. 
Pan. Why go to then — but to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus. KY 
Cre. Troilus will ſtand to the Proof, if you'll prove it ſo. 
Pan. 
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Pan. Troilus? why he eſteems her no more, than Le- 
ſteem an addle Egg. 

Cre. If you love an addle bet ** as ou love an | 
idle Head, you would eat Chickens i' th' an 

Pan. I cannot chuſe but laugh to think-how-ſhe. dicks 
led his Chin; indeed ſhe has a en white 11 5 I 

| muſt needs confeſs. * 

Cre. Without a Rack, 

Pan, And ſhe takes upon ber to ſpy a a whit Hair on 
his Chin, a4 
Cre. Alas, poor Chin! many a Watt is tbe, k 
Pan. But there was ſuch aughing, — Hecuba 
laught that her Eyes run o'er, 

Cre. With Milſtones. 

Pan. And Caſſandra laught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate Fire under the pot 
of her Eyes; Did her Eyes run o'er too | | 

Pan. And Hector laught, 

Cre., At what was all this laughing 

Pan. Marry at the White Hair, da ks ſpied on 
Treitus's Chin. . 

Cre. And t'had beens green Hair, I ſhould have laught 
too. 

pan. They laught not ſo much at the Hair as At his 
pre'ty Anſwer. 

Cre. What was his Anſwer? 

Pan. Quath ſhe, here's but two and fifty Hairs on 
your Chin, and one of them is white. 

Cre. This is her Queſtion. | 

| Pan, That's true, make no queſtion of that: Two and 
fifty Hairs, quoth he, and ons white, that white Hair is 
my Father, and all the reſt are his Sons. Jupiter, ** 
- ſhe, which of theſe Hairs is Paris, my Husband 7? the 
forked one,.queth he, pluck't out and give it bim: Bat 
there was ſuch laugh ghing, and Helen ſo bluſh'd, and Paris 
ſo chaft, and all the reſt ſo laughr, that it paſt. 
Cre. So let it now, 
For it has been a great while going by: 
Pan, Well, Couſin, 
I Itold mes thing Yeſterday ; think on't. 
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Cre, 


* 
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Pan, l' be ſworn 'tis true; he will weepan twere 
a Man born in April, [Sound a Retreat, 

Cre. And I'll tpring up in his Tears, as 'twere a Neitle 
againſt May. wo x | 
Pan. Hark, they are coming from the Fie d, ſhall we 
ſtand up here and ſee them; as they pafs towards Uinm# 
good Neice do, ſweet Neice Creſſida. "or 

Cre. At your pleaſare. | N 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent Place, here we 
may ſee moſt bravely, I'll tell you them all by their 
Names, as they paſs by, but mark Troilus above the reſt. 

Eneas paſſes over the Stage. 

Cre. Speak not ſo loud. Td a 3 

Pan. That's Eneas; is not that a brave Man! he's one 
of the Flowers of Troy, 1 can tell you, but mark Troilus, 
you ſhall ſee anon. TH) 3 

Cre. Who's that? on 

Antenor paſſes over the Stage. 
Pan. That's Antenor, he has a ſhrewd Wit, I can tell 


— and he's a Man good enough, he's one o' th' ſoundeſt 


udgment in Troy whoſoever, and a proper Man of Per- 


ſon when comes Troilus? I'll ſhew you Troilus anon; if 


he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he ſive you the nod? 

Pan. You ſhall ſee. <> 

Cre. It he do the Rich fhall have more, 

' Hector paſſes over. 8 . 

Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that, there's 
a Fellow! Go thy way, Hector, there's a brave Man, Neice, 
O brave Hector! Look how he looks? there's a Counte- 
nance! is't not a brave Man ? | | 

Cre. O brave Man! | | 


Pan, Is he not? It does a Man's Heart good, look you. 


what hacks are on his Helmet, look you yonder, do you 
ſee? Look you there? There's no jeſting ; laying on 
take't off who will, as they ſay; there he hacks, N 

Cre. Be thoſe with Swords: 


— 


Paris 


* 2 
* 
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Paris paſſes over, 


2 Pan. Swords, any thing, he cares not, and the Devil 


come to bim, it's all one; by Godslid it does ones 
Heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: 
Look ye yonder, Neice, is't not a 8 Man too, is't 
not? W by, this is brave now: W hoſaid he came home 
burt to Day? He's not hurt; why, this will do Helen's 


Heart good now, ha? Would I could ſee Troilus now, 


you ſhall ſee Troilus anon. 
Cre, Who's that'? | | 
5 Helenus paſſes over. 

Pan. That's Helenus. I marvel where Troilus is, that's He 
lenus— think he went not forth to Day; that's Relenus. 
Cre. Can Helenus fight, Uncle? | 
Pan. Helenus, no— Yes, he'll fight indifferent well 


I marvel where Troilus is; hark, do you not hear the 


People cry Troilus? Helenus is a Prieſt, 
Cre. What ſneaking Fellow comes yonider ? 
"1, 4, © +... - Trois paſſes over. . 
Pan. Where! Yonder? That's Deiphobus. 'Tis Troilus! 
There's a Man, Neice -hem brave Troilus; the Prince 
of Chiyalry. 

Cre. Peace, for ſhame, peace. | 

Pan, Mark him, note him: O brave Troilus: Look 
well upon him, Niece, look you how his Sword is bloodi- 
ed, and his Helm more hack'd than Hector's, and how 
he looks, and how he goes! O admirable Youth } he 
ne er ſaw three and twenty. Go thy way Troilus, go thy 
2 had I a Siſter were a Grace, ora Dꝛughter a God- 
deſs, he ſhould take his choice. O admirable Man! Paris? 
Paris is dirt to him, and I warrant, Helen to change 
would give Mony to boot. 
9 Enter common Soldiers. | 

Cre. Here come more, > 

Pan. Aﬀes, Fools, Dolts, Chaff and Bran, Chaff and 
Bran; Porridge after Meat. I could live and dye i'th' Eyes 
of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne er look; the Eagles are gone, 
Crows and Daws, Crows and Daws: I had rather be ſuch 
a Man as Troilus, than Agamemnon and all Greece, 
Fre. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better Man 
Shan Tron. gre. 
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Tan. Achilles? a Dray- man, a Porter, a very. Camel. 

Cre. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well— Why, have you any Diſcretion ? 
Have you any Eyes ? Do you know what a Man is? 
1s not Birth, Beauty, good Shape, Diſcourſe, Manhood, 
Learning, Gentleneſs, Virtue, Youth, Liberality, and 
ſo forth, the Spice and Salt that ſeaſons a man: 

"Cre. Ay, a minc'd Man, and then be bak'd with no 
date in the Pye, for then the Man's date is dut. 

Pan. Yeu are ſuch another woman, one knows not 

at what ward you lye. 6 | 

Cre. Upon my Back to defend my Belly; upon my 
Wit to defend my Wiles; upon my Secreſie, to defend 
mine Honeſty ; my Mask to defend my — and you 
to defend all theſe; and at al) theſe Wards I lye, ata 
thouſand Watches, 2 | * 

Pan. Say one of your Watches. : 

Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that, and that's one of 
the chiefeſt of them too; if I cannot ward what I would 
not have hit, I can watch you for telling how I took the 
bow, unleſs it ſwell paſt hiding, and then it is paſt watch» 
ing. 

ve Enter Boy. 
Pan. You are ſuch another. + all 
Boy. Sir, my Lord would inftantly ſpeak with you. 
Pan. Where? n * | 
Bey. At your own houſe, + 2 
Pan. Good Boy, tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt; 
Fare ye well, good Niece, | 
Cre, Adieu, Uncle—— 5 | 
Pan. I'll be with you, Niece, by and by, 
Cre. To bring, Uncle, bg 
Pan. Ay, a Token from Troilus. | 
Cre, By the ſame token, you are a Bawd, ¶ Exit Pan: 
Words, Vows, Gifts, Tears, and Love's full Sacrifice, 
He offers in another's Enterprize : 
But more in Troilus thouſand fold I ſee, 
Than in the Glaſs of Pandar's Praiſe may be. 
Yet hold I off, Women are Angels wooing, | 
Things won are done, the Soul's joy lyes in W 


— 


9 


— 


* 
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That ſhe belov'd, knows nought that knows not this; 


Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than it is, 

That ſhe, was never yet, that ever knew 

Love go ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue: 7 
Atchievement is command ; ungain'd, beſeech. 
Therefore this Maxim out of Love I teach; 

That though my Heart Content's firm loye doth bear, 
Nothing of that ſhall from mine Eyes appear, [Exi, 


SCENE Agamemnon's Tent in the Grecian 
; | Camp. | 


s. Enter Agamemnon, Neſtor, Ulyſſes, Diomedes, 
* Menelaus, wirh others. . Fr” * 


# 1 
* 


Agam. Princes; NY 

What Grief hath ſet the Jaundiſe on your Cheeks ? 

The ample Propoſition that hopes make "4 

In all Deſigns begun on Earth below, 

Fails in the promis'd largeneſs; checks and diſaſters 

Grow in the veins of Actions higheſt rear d. 

As knots by the conflux of meeting Sap, 

Infe& the ſound Pine, and divert his Grain 

Toftive and errant from his courſe of growth, 

Nor, Princes, 1s it matter new to us, 

That we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo far, 

That after ſeven Years Siege, yet Troy Walls ſtand ; 

Sich every Action that hath gone before, 8 

Whereof we have Record, Trial did draw _ 

Bias and thwart, not anſwering the aim, 

And that unbodied Figure of the thought 

That gav't ſurmiſed ſhape, Why then, you Princes, 

Do you with Cheeks abaſh'd, behold our Works, | 

And think them ſhame, which are indeed, nought elſe 

But the protraQive Trials of great ov, | 

To find perſiſtive Conſtancy in Men: 

The fineneſs of which Metal is not found 

In Fortune's love; for then, the Bold and Coward, 

The Wile and Fool, the Artiſt and unread, _ 

The hard and ſoft, ſeem all affin'd, and kin; 
„ | But 
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Zut in the Wind and T of her Frown, 
Diſtinction with aloud and powerful Fan, 
puffing at all, winnows the light away; 

And what hath Maſs, or Matter by it ſelf, 
Lies rich in Virrue, and unmingłk d. 

Neft. With due obſervance of thy godly Seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 
Thy lateſt Words. In the reproot of Chance 
Lies the true proof of Men: The Sea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble Boats dare (ail 
V pon her patient Breaſt, making their way 
With thoſe of noble Bulk? 
But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Theri-, and anon, behold, 
The ftrong ribb'd Bark thro' liquid Mountains cuts, 
Bounding between the two moiſt Elements, 
Like Perſeus Horſe : Where's then the ſawey Boat, 
Whoſe weak untimber'd ſides but even now | 
Co-rival'd Greatnefs ? Either to harbour fled, 
Or made a Toaſt for Neptune. Even fo, 
Doth Valour's ſhew, and Valour's worth divide 
In ſtorms of Fortune. 
For, in her ray and brightneſs, 
The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize 
Than by the Tyger : But, when the ſplitting Wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks, 
And Flies fled under ſhade, why then 
The thing of Courage, 
As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 
And with an accent tun'd in ſelf-ſame Key, 
Retires to chiding Fortune, 


 Ulyſ. Agamemnon, ; 
Thou great commander, Nerye and Bone of Greece, 


Heart of our Numbers, Soul, and only Spirit, 
In whom the Tempers and the Minds of all 
Should be ſhut up: Hear what Ulyſſes ſpeaks, 


Beſides th' Applauſe and Approbation 
The which, moſt Mighty for thy Place and Merit, \To Aga, 
And thou moſt reverend for thy ſtreteht- out Lite,[ ToNeft, 


I give to both your Speeches, which were ſuch, 
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As Agamem non and the Hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in Braſs; and ſuch again 


As venerable- Neſtor (hatch'd in Silvet !:: 
Should with a bond of Air, ſtrong as the Axle - tree 


On which the heayens ride, knit all Greeks Kats 
To his experienc'd Tongue: Yet let it pleaſe both 
(Thou great and Wiſe) to hear Ulyſſes peak. 
Aga. Speak Prince of Ithaca: and be't o 
That matter needleſs, of importleſs Butthen 
Divide thy Lips; then we are confident, 
When rank Ther/:tes opes his maſtiff Jaws, 
We ſhall hear Muſick; Wit, and Oracle. ons 
Ulyſ. Troy, yet upon his Bas, had been down, 
And the great Hector's Sword had lack'd a Maſter, 
But for theſe inſtances. | | | 
The ſpeciality of Rule hath been neglected; 
And look how many Grecian Tents do ſtand 
Hollow upon this plain, ſo many hollow Factions. 
When that the General is not like the hive, 
To whom the Feragers ſhall all repair, | 
What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
Th' unworthieſt ſhews as fairly in the Mask " 


leſs expett; 


The Heav'ns themſelves, the Planets, and this Center, 1 


Obſe rve degree, priority and place, 
Inſiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 
Office and cuſtom, in all line of Order: 
And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol, 

In noble Eminence, enthron'd and ſphear'd 


- Amidſt the other, whoſe med'cinable Eye 


Corres the ill Aſpects of Planets evil, | 

And poſts like the Command'ment of a King, 

Sans check, te good and bad. But when the Planets 
In evil mixture to diſorder wander, | 

W hat Plagues, and what Portents, what Mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth? 


Commotion in the Winds ? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 


The unity, and married calm of States 


Quite from their fixture? O, when Degree is ſtiaken, 
(Which is the Ladder to all high Deſigns) 


The 


S0 


M 
A 
1 
F 
A 
1 
I 
1 
1 
] 
( 
( 
4 


Trortus and CR RES SID A. 


The Enterprize is fick. How could Communities, 


Degrees in Schools, and Brotherhoods in Cities, 
Peaceful Commerce from dividable Shores, 

The Primogenitiye, and due of Birth, 
Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(But by Degree) ſtand in Authentick Place ? 
Take but degree away, untune that String, 
And hark what Diſcord 

In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters 
Would lift their Boſoms higher than the Shores, 
And make a ſop of all this folid Globe: 

Strength would be Lord of Imbecility, 

And the rude Son would ſtrike his Father dead: 
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follows; each thing meets 


Force would be Right; or rather, Right and Wrong 


(Between whoſe endleſs jar Juſtice reſides) 


Would loſe their Names, and ſo would Juſtice too. 


Then every thing includes it ſelf in Power, 

Power into Will, Will ino Appetite, 

And Appetite (an upiverſal Wolf, 

So doubly ſeconded with Will and Power) 

Muſt make perforce an univerſal prey, 

And laſt, eat up himſelf. Great Agamemnon, 

This Chaos, when Degree is ſuffocate, 

Follows the choaking : | 

And this neglection of Degree is it, 

That by a pace goes backward, in a — | 

It hath to climb, The General's diſdain'd 

By him one ſtep below; he by the next; 

That next by him beneath : So every ſtep, 

Exampled by the firſt pace, that is ſick 

Of his Superior, grows to an envious Feayer 

Of pale and bloodleſs Emulation. ; 

And 'tis this Feaver that keeps Troy on fo 

Not her own Sinews. To end a Tale of 

Troy in our weakneſs lives, not in her ſtrength. 
Ne#, Moſt wiſely hath Ulyſſes here diſcover'd 

The Feaver, whereof all our Power is fick. * 


3 


Ws: -- 
length, 


Aga. The nature of the ſickneſs found, Ulyſſes, 


What is the Remedy ? | 


Uly/. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 


The 
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The Sine w, and the Fore-band of out Hoſt, 
HaWng his Ear full of his airy Fame, Me 
. Grows 4ainty of his. Worth, and in his Tent _ 
Lies mockivg our Deſigns, With him Patroclus, 
| Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long daß 


nh 


| Breaks ſcurril Jeſts; F 
| And with ridiculous and aukward Action, 
(Which, Slanderer, he Imitation cill ? 
He Pageants us. Sometimes, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topleſs Deputation he puts on; 5 
And like a ſtrutting Player, whoſe Conceit 
Lies in his Ham-ſtring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden Dialogue and Sound F 
 *Twixt his ſtretch'd footing, and the Scaffoldage, 
| (suck to bespitied, and o'er-reſted ſeeming 
fl He acts thy Greatneſs in) and when he ſpeaks,” * 
©: 'Tis like a Chime a mending ; with terms unſquar'd ; 
| Which from the Tongue of roaring Typhon dropt, 
l Would feem Hyperboles, At this fuſty ſtuff 
| The large Achilles, on his preſt-bed lolling, * 
From his deep Cheſt, laughs out a loud x rar | 
Cries—excellent ! — tis Agamemnon juſt, > 
| Now play me Neſtor hum, and ſtroke thy Beard © WW - 
* As he, being dreſt to ſome Oration. 
1 That's done; as near as the extremeſt Ends 
i Of Parallels; as like as Vulcan and his Wife: 
4 Yet good Achilles fill cries, Excellent! 
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Arming to anſwer in a Night-alarm 


©” =» 


| _ *Tis Neſtor right! Now play him, me, Patroclus, * 
| rf 


| 

| f 

| And then forſooth, the faint defects of age 

1 Muſt be the Scene of Mirth, to cough and ſpit, 

ll And with a Palſie fumbling on his Gorget, 

| - Shake in and out the Rivet——and at this ſport, 
Sir Valour dies; cries, O! — enough Patroclus— 

| Or, give me Ribs of Stekl, I ſhall (ſplit all | 
In pleaſure of my Spleen. ' And in this faſhion 


All our Abilities, Gitts, Natures, Shapes, | 
Severals and generals of Grace exact, 
Atchievements, Plots, Orders, Preventions, | , 
Excitements to the Field, or Speech for Truce, 
1 | - 


Succeſs 
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Succeſs or Loſs, what is, or is not, ſerves - 

As ſtuff for theſe two, to make Paradoxes. 
Neft. And in the Imitation of theſe twain, 

Who, as Ulyſſes ſays, Opinion crowns 

With an Imperial Voice, many are infect: 

Ajax is grown ſelf-will'd, and bears his Head, 

In ſuch a Rein, is full as proud a place, 

As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent like bim; 
Makes factious Feaſts, rails on our ſtate of War, 
Bold as an Oracle, and fets Therſites, 

A Slave (whoſe Gall coins Slanders like a Mint) 

To match us in Compariſons with Dirt, - 
To weaken and diicredit our Exp5ture, 

How rank ſoeyer rounded in with danger, 

My. They tax our P le, ond call it Cowardiſe, 
Count Wiſdom as no M myver «ft the War, 
Fore-ſtall our Preſcience, nd eſteem no AR, 

But that of Hand: The ſtill and ment | Parts, 

That do contrive how many Hands ſhall ſtrike 
W hen fitneſs calls them on, and know by meaſure 
Of their obſervant Toil, the Enemies weight, 
Why this hath not a Finger's dignity; 

They call this Bed-work, Mapp'ry, Cloſet-War: 
So that the Ram, that batters down the Wall, 
For the great fwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 
They place before his Hand that made the E gine, 
Or thoſe that with the fineneſs of their Souls, 

By Reaſon guide his Execution. 

Neſt. Let this be grant-d, and Achilles Horſe 4 
Makes many Theris' Sons. [Ticket ſounds, . 
Aga, What Trumpet? Look Menelaus. 8. 

Men. From Troy. Sy 


EDS )“ — — — 


* 


— 


| | Enter Rneas. 

Aga. What would you fore our Tent? 
ne. Is this great Agamemnon's Tent, | pray you? 
Aga. Even this, | 
Ene. May one that is a Herald and a Prince, 

Do a fair Meſſ ge to his Kingly Ears? 
Aga. With ſur: ty ſtronger than Achilles Arm, 
"Fore all the Greetiſh Heads, which with one Voice 


* 


Call 
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Call Agame mnon Head and Generel. 
Ene. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may 
A Stranger to thoſe moſt Imperial Looks, 
Know them from Eyes of other Mortals? 
Aga, How? 
ue. Ay: I ask, that 1 might. waken Reverence 
And on the Cheek be ready witha bluſh 
Modeſt as Mornin ag, . when ſhe coldly eyes 
The youthful P/ | 
Which is that God in Office, guiding Men 2 . 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 
Aga. This Trojan ſeorns us, or the Men of Troy 
Are Ceremonious Courtie s. | 
ue. Ccurtiers as free, as debonair,, unatm's, 
As bending Ang Angels; that's their Fore, © in peace: 
But when they would ſeem Soldiers, the pl ym Galls, 
Good Arms, ſtrong Joints, true Swords, and Jowe' 8accord, 
Nothing ſo full of Heart. But peace, Aneas, 
Peace Trojan, Jay thy Finger on thy Lips, 
The worthineſs of Praiſe diſtains his wort, 
If that he prais'd himfelf, bring the Praiſe forth: 
What the repining Enemy commends, 


That breath Fame blows, that Praiſe ſole pare tranſcends, 


Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourſelf, Eneas? , > 
ZEne. Ay, Greek, that is my Name.. 
Aga. What's your affair I pray you! 
Ene. Sir, pardon, *tis for Agamemnon's Ears. 
Aa. He bears nought privately 
That comes from Troy, 
Ene. Nor I from Troy come not to whiſper him, 
I bring a Trumpet to awake his Ear, 
To ſet his Senſe on the attentive bent, 
And then to ſpeak. 
Aga. Speak frankly as the Wind, 
It is not Agamemnon's ſleeping hour ; 
That thou fhalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee ſo himſelf. | 
Ene. Trumpet blow loud: © 
Send thy braſs. Voice thro? all theſe lazy Tents, 


And every Greek of * let him r 


What 


1 


lat 
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| What Troy means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke aloud, 


275 [The Trumpets ſound, 
We have, great Agamem non, here in Troy, 
A Prince call'd Hector, Priam is his Father: 
Who in this dull and long continu'd Truce 
Is ruſty grown, he bade me take a Trumpet, 
And to this purpoſe ſpeak : Kings, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one amongſt the fair'ſt of Greece, 
That halds his Honour higher than his Eaſe, 
That ſeeks his Praiſe, more than he fears his Peril, 
That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear, 
That loves his Miſtreſs more than in Confeſhon, 
(With truant Vows to her own Lips he loves) 
And dare avow her Beauty and her Worth, 
In other Arms than hers; to him this Challenge! 
Hector in view of Trojans and of Greeks 
Shall make it-good, or do his beſt to do it, 
He bath a Lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, 
Than eyer Greek did compaſs in his Arms, 
And will to-Morrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway between ycur Tents, and Walls of Troy, 
To rowze a Grecian that is true in love. 


If any come, Hector ſhall Honour him: 
If none, ke'll ſay in Troy when he retires, 


The Grecian Dames are Sun-burnt, and not worth 
The ſplinter of a Launce; even ſo much. 

Aga. This ſhall be told our Lovers, Lord nens. 
If none of them have Soul in ſuch a kind, 
We've lfet them all at home : But we are Soldiers; 
And may that Soldier a meer Recreant prove, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love; 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets Hector; if none, 1'Il be he. 

Neſt. Tell him of Neſtor ; one that was a Man 
When Hector's Grandſire ſuckt ; he is old now, 
But if there be not in our Grecian mold, 
One Nobleman, that hath one ſpark of Fire, 
To anſwer for his Love : tell him from me, 
I'll bide my Silver Beard in a Gold Beaver, N 
And in my Vauntbrace put this wither'd biawn, _ 

; ” And 


—— 


— OS * 


That can from Hecrar bring his Honour off, 
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Aud meeting bir, will tell im. that my Lady 


Was fairer tian his Grandam, and as chaſte 

As may be in the Werld ; his Yourh is flood, 

I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of Blood, 
Ane Now Heav'ns forbia ſuch ſcarcity of 1 outh, 
Ny. Amen, | 
Aga. Fair Lord Kuens, 


Let me touch your Hand: 


To our Payilton ſhall 1 lead you firſt: 

Achilles ſhall have word of this Intent, 

So ſhal each Lord of Greece from Veneto Tent, ' 
Your ſel: ſhall feaſt with us before you go, 


And find the welcomt of a Noble Foe, [Exeun, 


Mane ni vir and Neſtor. 
Uly/. Neſtor. 
* Neſt. What ſays ulyſes : ? 
Uly/. I have a young onception in my Brain, 
Be you my Time to bring it to ſome ſhape, — 
Neſt, What is't? 
Uly/. This tis: 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots; the ſeeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity blows up 
| In rank Achilles, muſt or now be eropt, 
Or, ſhedding, breed a Nutſery of like evil — 
To over- bulk us all. | . 
Neſt. Well, and how now? © 
Ny. This Challenge that the valiant Ab ſends, 
However i is ſpread in general Name, 
RNelates in 2 _ ro Achilles. 
Neſt, The purpo picuous even as Subſtance, 
Whoſe orofined b latte aw ſu u up, 
And in the publication make no ſtrain: 
But that Aclulles, were his Brain as barren 
As Banks ef Lydia, tho', Apollo kn w, 
*Tis dry enough, will with great ſpeed of Judgment, 
Ay, with celerity, find Hetfor's purpoſe 
Pointing on him. 
Ulyſ. And wake him to the Anſwer, think you ? 
Neſt. Yes, tis moſt meet; whom may you elle oppoſe 


K 


\ 
92 


* 
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If not Achilles? Thought't be a {} portful Combat, © 
Yet in this Trial much Opinion dwells. 

For here the Trojans taſte our dear'ft repute 
With their fin'ſt Palate: And truſt to me, Ulyſſes, 
Our imputation ſhall be odly pois'd | 

In this wild Action. For the ſucceſs, _ 

Although particular, ſhall have a ſcantling 

Of good or bad, unto the General! 
An1inſuch Indexes, although ſaiall Pricks 
To their ſubſequem Volumes, there is ſeen 

The baby figure of the Giant-maſs 

Of things to come at large, It is ſuppos'd, 
He that meets Hector, iflues from our choice; 
And choice being mutual act of all our ſouls, 
Makes Merit her E'e&ion, and doth boil 

As *twere from forth us all; a Man diſtill'd 

Out of our Virtyes; who miſcarrying, 


What Heart from hence receivesthe-conqu*ring part 


To ſteeha ſtrong, Opinion to themſelves, 


' Wh c eatertainid; Limbs-are bis Inſtrumehts, 


In no leſs working, than the Swords and Bows 


Directivè by the Lias? 


N. Give parden to my Speech; 
Thercfore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector: 
Let us like Merchants, ſhew our fouleſt Wares, 
And think perchans e they'll ſell; if not, 
The litftre of the better, yet to ſhew, 
Shall ſhew the better. Do not conſent, 
That ever He#for and Achilles meet: 


For bothour Honour, and our ſhame in this, 


Are dogg'd with two ſtrange Followers. 

Neſt. I ſee them not with my old Eyes: What are they? 

Ulyſ. Wat Glory our Achilles ſh res from Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all ſhould wear with him: 
But he already is too inſolent; 
And we were better parch in Africk Sun 
Than in the pride and falt ſcorn of his Eyes, 
Should he icape Hector fair. If he were foil'd, 
Why then we did our main Opinion cruſh 
In taint of our beſt Man. No, make a Lott'ry, 

. B | And 


26 Ta 01Lv5wdCxn551DA 


| Andby device let blockiſn ax dax 

The 55 to fight with Hecler: Among our ſelves, 

Give him allowance as the worthier Man, 

For that will Phyſick the great Myrmidon. 

Who broils in — applauſe; and make him fal! 

His Creſt, that prouder than blue Iris bends. | 

If the dull brainleſs Ajax come ſafe off, 10 

We'll dreſs him up in Voices; if he fail, 

Vet go we under our Opinion ſtill, 70 

That we have better Men. But hit or miſſ, 

Oer Project's life this ſpe of ſenſe aſſumes, 

Ajax imploy'd, plucks down Achilles Plumes. 
Neſt. Now Ulyſſes, I begin to reliſh thy dare 5 

And 1 will give a taſte of it forthwith | 

To Agamemnon, go we to him ſtreight; 

Twse Curs ſhall tame each other; Pride alone 

Muſt tar the Maſtiffs. Ons: as twere their ons. bee, 


OY 


"ACT 1.” SCENE [8 
"CY N E the Grecian Camp.” 


£7 FD Len Euter Ajax a Therlites, 
He: i ny = 7 7 


Ther. e eo if he had Biles 


1 —— all over generally. - [Talking to himſalf. 
Ajax. Therſites. 
Ther. And thoſe: Biles did run 5 

3 _ the General run, -were not that a Botchy core? 

x, Dog. 
hy * Then there would come ſome matter from him: 

I ſee none now. 

Ajax. Thou Biteh- Wolf's Son, canſt thou not hear? 

_— E: fr , [ Strikes him, 

Ther. bene eece upon thee, ; Hayat rel 

r UN L TY 

Ajax, Speak then, you whinid'ſt eayen ; ſpeak, I 
will beat thee into r 175 ; 
480 \ Ther, 


HS R k@©- 


TrROt1LUs and CRESSIDA. 27 


Ther. 1 ſhall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſs; but 
I think thy Horſe will ſooner conan Qration, than thou 
learn a Prayer without Book: Thou canſt ſtrike, canſt 
thou? A red Murrain o'thy Jades tricks. . 
Ajax. Toads-ſtool; learn me the Proclamation, * 
Ther, Doeſt thou think I have no ſenſe, thou ſtrik'ſt 
Ajax. The Proclamation [me thus: 
Ther. Thou art proclam'd à Fool, I think. 
Ajax. Do not, Porcupine, do not; my Fingers it ch. 
Ther. I would thou didſt itch from Head to Foot, and 
I bad the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee the 
loathſom'ſt ſcab in Greece. oth | 
Ajax. I ſay, the Proclamation. | 
Ther. Thou grumbleſt and raileſt eyeryhour on Achilles, 
and thou art as full of Envy at his Greatneſs, as Cerberus 
is at Proſerpina's Beauty. I, that thou barkeſt at him. 
Ajax. Miſtreſs Therſites. c | 
Ther. Thou ſhould'ſt ſtrike him. 
Ajax. Cobloaf. ; | 
Ther, He would pun thee into Shiyers with his Fiſt, as 
2 Sailor breaks a Bisket. | 
Ajax. You whorſon Cur, [ Beating him. 
Ther. Do, do. 
Ajax. Thou ſtool for a Witch. | 
Ther. Ay, do, thou ſodden-witted Lord; thou haſt no 
more Brain than I have in my Ebows: An Aſinico may 
tutor thee, Thou ſcurvy valiant Aſs, thou art here but 
to threſh Trojans, and thou art bought and ſold ant. 
thoſe of any wit, like a Barbarian Slave. If thou uſe to 
beat me, Ih will beginatthy heel, and tell what thou arc 
by Inches, thou thing of no Bowels, thou. 
Ajax. You Dog. 
Ther. Lou ſcurvy Lord. | 5 
Ajax. Lou Cur. g [ Beating him. 
Ther, Mars his Idiot; do Rudneſs, do Camel, do, do. 
* Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 
Achil. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefere do you this? 
How now, Therſites? what's the matter, Man? | 
Ther. You ſee him there, do you? 6976 
 Avhil. Ay, what's the Matter? | 
WS B 2 Ther. 


* 
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© Thew Nay look upon hi 

Acbil. Se 1 do, N matter? 0 

Ther. N bur regard hin dhim well. 
Achil. ell why, 


Ther, But. 1 you . ee upon bim; forwho- 
ſoever you l e him tobe, he is Ajax, _ 
Achil. Gare that, Fool. . 
8 Ay, but that Fool nows not himl 
Ajax. Teles beat act oP 1 3 
er. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what mo {#2940 wit. eutters, is 
Evaſions have Ears thus bn I haye d. his Brain 
more than he has heat my ones: 1700 e 


. 


14 . 


Achil. a dae I muſt hold you. 
} 


Mer. As will ſtop the eye of "OF $ elt, forwhom 
he ccmes to fight, ng Fd 


Achil, peace, Fool. A a 


Ther, I would have 0 FORTY but tho Fool | 
will not: he there, that he, 10 you . n 


4 O thou da 128 n'd Cu | 
Arbil. Will you, et your ty 80 Fool 1 
Ther, No, I warrantyou, for a Fog]'s $ mull hams, i. 
Pat. Good Words, herpres- 
Arbil. What's the Quarref? 
Ajax, I bad the vile Owl, go learn me the tenutę of 
the Proclamation; and he 255 upon me, 
Ther, I ſerve thee not. - 
Aiax. Well, go to, go to. 
Ther. I ſerve ere il on 
Achil. Your haſt Service was lufferance, "was nat, vo- 
luntary, no Man is beaten Nene 2 ee 


8 wh ae bender an] 7 5 uns 
3. © 
85 


be  -f} 
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Ther. Ev'n fo — a great deal of your Wit too lies in 


your Sine ws, or elſe there be Liars: Hector will have. a 


great catch, it he knock out either of your Brains, he weie 
a; good crack afuſty Nut with no Keree]. 

Achil. What, With me too, Therſuies? 

Ther. There's Ulyſſes and old Neſtor, whoſe Wit was 
mouldy ere their Grandſires had rails on their toes, yoke 


you like draft Oxen, and make you plough up the wair, 


Achil. What! what! 

Ther, Les, good footh, to Keb, to Ajax, to - 
Ajax. | fall cut our your Ton 

Ther. Tis no matter, I ſhall A 18 much 2 2s thou 
after wars. 

Pat. No more word“. Therſites, | 

Ther, | will hold my peice when Achilles 'sBrach bids 
me, ſhall I} 

Achil. There's for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. I will fee youbamg'd like Clotpoles, ere Lene 
any more to your Tents, I willkrep Where there is Wit 
ſtirring, and le we the faction of a Exit. 

Pat. A good riddince, 

Achil. Marry this, Sir, is proclaim d chro'allour Hoſt, 


That Hbervr, by the fifth hour of the Sun, 


Will with a Trumpet, *cyixt our Tents and Troy, 
To morrow mor ning call ſome Knight to Arms, 
That hatha Stomach, and ſacha one that dare 
Maintain 1 know not what: 'Tis Tralh, farewel. 
Ajax, Farewel! who ſhall anſwer bim? 
Achil. 1 know not, tis put to Lott'ry ; olberaite 
He knew his Man. 
Ajax. O, meaning you, | will g9. learn eser I Bis, 


SCENE II. Priam's Palace in Troy. 


Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and —— 
Pri. After ſo many Hours, Lives, Speeches ſpent, 
Thus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks, | 

Deliver Helen, and all damage elſe Sei ON 
(As Honour, loſs of Time, Travel, Expence, f 
Wounds, Friends, and what elſe dear, that id confurg's 


B 3 . Ia 


ul. 
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In he t digeſtion of this Cormorant War) ,. 

Shall be firuck off. Heftor, what ſay you tot? 
Hect. Though no man leſser fears the Greeks than I, 

As tar as touches my particular; yet, dread Priam, 

There is no Lady of more ſofter Bowels, , 

More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of fear, 

More ready to cry out, Who knows what follows, 

Than Heclor is; the wound of Peace is ſurety, 

Surety ſecure; but modeſt daubtisca}l/d 1510 
The Beacon of the wiſe; the Tent chat ſearches 
To thꝰ bottom of the worſt. Let Helen go. 

Since the firſt Sword was drawn about this Queſtion, , 
Every Tithe Soul *mongſt many thouſand diimes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, I mean of ours: 

It we have loſt ſo many Tenthsof ours 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worthto us 

(Had it our Name) the value of one ten: 

W hat merit's in that reaſon, which denies 

The yielding of her up?: | > [2] 

- Troi. Fie, fie, my Brother: 2” 

Weigh youthe worth and honour of a King 

(Co great is our dread Father) ina Scale 7 
Of common Qunees? Will you with Counters ſum 
The yvaſt proportion of bis Infinite? 
And buckle ina waſte, moſt fathomleſs, 

With Spans and Inches ſo diminutive, ' ß, 

As Fears and Reaſons? Fie for godly ſhame. 

Hel. No marvel, tho“ you bite ſo ſharpat Reafons, 
You are empty of them, Should not our Father 
Bear tbe great ſway ef his Affairs with Reaſons, 
Becauſo your Speech hath none that tells him ſo??: 
Tai. Tou are for Dreams and Slumbers, Brother prieſt, 

Youtur your gloves with reaſons: Here are your reaſons, 

Vou know an Enemy intends you harm: TIER. 

You know, a Swordimploy'd is perillous, s 

And Reaſon flies the object of all harm: 59 +71 

Who mar vels then, when Helenus beholdſss 

A Grecian and his Sword, if hedoſet _ + 4 1/7 

The very wings of Reaſon to his Heels: © © 49+ 

Or like a Star diſorb'd,——— Nay, if we talk of Reaſon, 
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And 
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And flie like chidden Mercury from Jove, © » 73 
Let's ſhut out Gates and ſteep: Manhoad and Honour 
Should have hard Hearts, would they but fat theit 1 
With this cramm'd reaſon; Reaſon and ReſpeAſthoughts 
Make Lovers pale, and luſtyhood deject. 

Hect. Brother, ſhe is not worth 
What ſhe doth coft the holding. | 

Tro. What's ought, but as tis valu'd ? 

Hect. But Value dwells not in particular Will, 
It holds his Eſtimate and Dignit y, 
As well wherein *tis precious of it ſelf, 
As in the prizer : Tis made [dolatry, 
To make the Service greater than the God; 


And the will dotes that is inclinable 


To what infeRiovſ]y it ſelf affects, 
Without ſome Image of th' affected Merit. 

Troz. I take to A7 a Wife, and my Election 
Is led on in the conduct of my Will; e 
My Will enkindled in mine Eyes and Ears obs 
Two trading Pilots 'twixt the dangerous Shores 
Of Will and Judgment, How may I avoid 1. 
(Although my Will diſtaſte what is electedj ) 
The Wife I choſe?" there can be no evaſion © 
To blench from this, and to ſtand firm by Honour! 
We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 
When we have ſpoil'd them; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in unreſpective Place, © 
Becauſe we now are full. i was thought meet | © 
Paris ſhould do ſome Vengeance on the Greeks; - 
Your Breath of full conſent bellied his Sails, 
The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) took @ truce; 
And did him Service; he touch'd the Ports deſir'd, 
And for an old Aunt, whom the Greeks held Captive, 
He brought a Grecian * whoſe youth and freſhneſs 
Wrinkles A polla's, and make ſtale the Morning. 
Why keep we ber? the Grecians keep our Aunt: 
Is ſhe worth keeping? why, ſhe is a Pearl, 


' Whoſe Price hath launch'd above a thouſand Ships, 


And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 


If you'll avouck 'twas Wiſdom, Paris went, 


3 4 (As 
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The iflue of Ya I 
And do a deed i t ver fi 
Begger the Eſtimation, hi 


1 than * * . 2 155 Ae, ” 
That we, have tl t ar. 4 2 
. . 


But Thieves, ! kane 


1 
That in their Comprar id them er e 1 ; 
We fear to warrant.in « our naiy ( 
4 
] 
. 


Enter Callndra och be Ha bow hor Fark. * 
Caſ. Cry, Trojang, , cry. t ace ot 
Fri. What nciſe! t ſhric "is this? 


Troi, Tis our mad Siſter, 4 Makin her Voice. 


Ca. Cry,, Tre 2 5 8 ain? 
— It is Ca fa 
. Cry ng ans, 5 £ «ley 1 555 bete 
And 1 Will, f ears, 4 | 


Heft, Peace, Siſt — bee 


Caſ. 1 mid Age and wrinkled ol, 


Soft Infa that. no ee Ns 

Add te amp NN | avi 

A i ey 0 _ mls * 
ty 5 I Jans, nals FJ — 1227 cm Tae. 
Troy muſt not Mig ſtand, ct. 


Our Fire · brand Broth r Paris —— 
Cry, Trojans, cry, a Helen and a Wo; 
Cry, 85 Trey burns, ot elſe let Helen go " [Exir 
Hect. Now, youth! pl Troijys, do got. the high . 

of Diyination in our Siſter work 5 

Some e ene Or is ae 
So madly hot, 1 iſconrſe of Re 

Lor fe, e A $.ig-A bad ae 

4 


Can 9 4 "7 $ wil 
In. . 0 2 12411 
We 1550 fink the juſtne(s wag 2a PROVE? 


Such and no perk n Event doth form it: — 


Nor aber M — (A, 9296 
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Without a Heart to dere, or Sword to dra 
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Becauſe Caſa#dre*s mad; Net brain-fick R 
Cannot diſtaft# the pbodneſs of a Qiarre), 
W hich hath bur ſeveral Honours alt engaged * 
To make it gratious, © For my private part, 

I am no more touch'd than all Priats's Sons; 

And Joveforbid, there ſhould be done achongf ws." 
Such things as — bt offend the weakeſt spleen, . 


+8 


To fight for, and maintain. | 
Par. Elfe 3 t the Pon convince of Levity, * 
As well my Unzertakin ur Counfels: | 


But J atteſt the Gods; y ar Tal confer 
Gave Wings to Propenſion, and cut off 
All Fears attending on {6 dire a Projſeccg g. 
For what, alas, can theſe my fingle Arms ? . 
What Propugnation is in one Man's valour, 
To ſtand the Puſh and Enmiry of thoſe: 
This Quarrel woul i exci'e? Yet, I proteſt, 
Were | alone to paſs the Difhculties, 
And had as ample Power, as 1 hive Will, 
Paris ſhould neꝰer retract what he hath . 
Nor faint in the purſuit. 

Pri. Paris, you ſpeak 
Like one · beſotted on your ſweet Delights; 
You have the Honey ſtill, but "theſe the Gall 2 S 
So to be valiant, id ao Ptaiſe # all. | am pes 

Par. Sir, 1 propoſe not meerly to myſelf, 
The Pleaſures ſach's Beauty brivgs with it: © 
But | would have the Soil of her fair Rape ert 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What Treaſon were it to the ranfae 0 Que een, 
Diſgrace to your great Worths, and Same to me, 
Now to deliver her Poffeſſioh up, 
On terms of baſe Compufſion] Can it be, 
That ſo degenerate a ſtrain as this, 4 
Should once ſet foot within your generous Boſome? 
There's not the meaneft Spirit on our Part L | 28 


vi 
14 
hes 
S 
. 
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a * 


When Helen is defended: Nor nobe fo Noble,” Ex 
Whoſe Lite wete il beſtow'd, or Death 'Ynfam' ©, - 2 
Where "mand mags > Then, LV Bus 101 

ae B 3 Well 


34 Tait us RES A; 
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The World's large Spaces cannot parallel. 


Eec. Pari and Trottus, you have both ſaid: well 2 
And on the Cauſe and Queſtion, now in band.. 


Have gloſs'd; but fuperficially ; not much 
Unl'ke young Men, whom graver Sages think 
Unfit to hear mo: al Philoſophy. 

The Reaſons you alledge, do more mee 
To the hot Paſſion ef diſtemper'd Blood, 
Than to make up a free Determination 

> I'wixt Riphrand re rongt 

Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the veice 
Of any true Deciſlon. Nature craves : 
All Dues be rendfed to their Owners; now 

W hat nearer Debt in all Humanity, 

Than Wife is to the Husband ? If this Law 
Of Nature be corrupted through Affe ction, 
And that great Minds, of partial Indulgence 
To their benummed Wills, reſiſt the ſame, 
There is a Law in each well-order'd Nation, 
To curb: thoſe raging Appetites that are 

Moſt diſobedient and refratory. 

I Helen then be Wife to Sparta's King, 

(As it is known ſhe is) theſe moral Laws 

Of Nature, and of Nations, ſpeak aloud 

To have Her b ck return'd. Thus to perſiſt 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 


But makes it much more heavy. Hector's Opinion 
-1s*this-in way & truth; yet ne'ertheleſs, Py 


My f titely Brethren, I propend to o you 
In-refolution to keep Helen ſtill; | 5 
For tis à Cauſe that hath no mean Wenns, 

yo out joint; -and'ſeyeral Dignities, 


— 


Tyoi. Why there, you touch'd the Life of our Deſigns? 


Were i bak Glory that we more affected, 

Than the performance of our heaving Spleens, 

would We wiſh a drop of Trojan Blood 

_—_ more in her Defence.” Bat, worthy aur, 
e is a Theam of Honour and Renown, 

A Spur to yaliant and magnanimous Deeds, 


Tor Pleaſure and Revenge. 


Whoſe | 
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Whoſe preſent Courage may beat down. our Foes, | 
And Fame, in time to come, canonize us. 
For I preſume, brave Hector- would nat loſe 

So rich advantage of a promis'd Glory, 

As ſmiles upon the Forehead. of this Action, 

For the wide World's Revenue. ; | 


Heft, I am o,, 1G 
You valiant among of great Priamus, Io 
I haye a roiſting Challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and faQious Nobles oſ the Greets, + 
Will trike Amazement to their drowſy Spirits, 


I was adyertis'd, their great General ſlept, - 7 
Whilſt Emulation in the Army creftt: 
This I preſume will wake him. lExeunt. 


SCENE Il. The Grecian Camp, 
+» Enter Therſites ſolus. 


How now, Therſites? what, loſt in the Labyrinth. of 
thy Fury? Shall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus? He 
beats me, and I rail at him: O worthy Satisfaction! 
would it were otherwiſe ; that I could beat him, whilſt 
he rail'd at me: Sfoot, 1'lblearn to Conjure and raiſe 
Devils, but 1'Il ſee ſome iſſue of my ſpiteful Execrations. 
Then there's Achilles, a rare Engineer. If Troy he nos 
taken *cill theſe two undermine it, the Walls will ſtand 
'till they fall of themſelves, O thou great Thunder; dar- 
ter of Olympus, forget that thou art Jeve the King of 
Gods; and Mercury loſe all the Serpentine Craft of thy, 
Caduceus, if thou take not that little, little, leſs than 
litle, wit from them that they have, which ſhort-arm'd: 
Ignorance itſelf knows, is ſo abundant ſcarce, it will not 
in Circum vention deliver a Fly from a Spider, without 
drawing the maſſy Irons and cutting the Web: Aftet 
this, the Vengeance on the whole Camp, or rather the 
Bone- ach, for that, methinks, is the Curſe dependant 
on thoſe that war for a Placket. I have ſaid my Pravers 
and Devil, Envy, ſay Amen. What ho: my Lord 
Achilles? _ N 0 ee 

V7; Brier 


2 


26 T SPS IAC CRES IDK 


„ Exter — 
1 veg. Who's 5 thers? Ther u Gaod Theſis, co 
in and rail 

Ther, It I coul baye romembred a gil Caunzer, theu 

would'ſt nt haye ſlip'd our af my Contemplation z but it 
is no 3 r upon cel. The common Curie 
of Mankind, Folly and Ignorance he thine iv great Re- 

venue; Heav'g bleſs thee m Tutor, and DilGplice 
come not near thee, Let thy Blood be thy dire & ion d il 
thy Death, thap il ſhe that 7 thee out, ſays thou at 2 
fit Cone, I be ſworn l vpon't, ſhe never 
| rowde d apy but Lax ars, Amen. Where's Achille, 
Fatr. What, artthoudeyout? waſt thou ina wipers 1 
- Ther, Ay, the Heav'ns hear we. 
Enter Achi les. 

Achil, Who's there? 

Patr. Therſites, my Lord. 

Achil, Where, where } art thau rome } why my 
Cheeſe, my Digeſtion — why haſt thou not ſervid thy 
ſelf up to my Table, {0 many Meals? Come, what's 
A gamemnen ? . 

Ther. Thy Commander, Achilles; then tell me. ve 
| 12 75 = 8 „ nf | * al 1 

Hatr. E eſites: tell me, I t ee, 
whats thy ſe] _ 
„e, Thy Knqwer, Hatroclus: then tell me Pairs 

A ha What art thou? 

„ Thou 17 'Ftell, that know's. 
5 1; O O tell, tell. 


Ther. Pl decline tha whole. Queſtion. Alanne namen 


cgmmands Achilles, Achilles, is my Lord, L dap Fate 
alu Knower, and Patroclus is a Fool, 
25 You Raſcal =——= 


ce, Fool. I have not done. 
Wh I, Fans 


is a privileg d Man. Proceed, ' Therſres: 


| Ther, Agamemnon is a Hool, Achilles is a Fool, Ther- 

fits is 4 Fool, and; as aſarelaid, Patraclus is 4 Fool. 
ny Deripe tis; come. 

Th r Agamadn 0 is3 fol igoffet to cammendiabilles 


Allie 4 Fool to be commanded of Agamemaor, This: 


Verl fres 


SOS -O 
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* a Foal te ſerve ſucb a Fool, and went a 
re. fe 
ar Why am 1 @ Fool 5 
Eauur Agamemnon, 8 hay Diomides, ain 
and As 
Thar. Make that demand to thy Creator, it ſufficex me 
thou art, 'Look'you, whe comes here! 
Achil. Patnoclus, I'll ſpeak with no Body : Come i in 
with me, Ther iur. 111 it, 
Ther. Here is ſuch patebery, ſuch juglipg,. and ſuch 
Knivery : all the Argument is a Cuckold and a here, a 
good quarrel to draw empulztions Factions, and bleed to 
Death upon: Now the dry Ser * on the e and 
War and Letchery confound 2 
Aga. Where is Achillas? 

Parr. Within his Tent, but ill diſpos'd, my Lord. 
Aga. Let it be known to him that we are here. 
He ſent our Meſſengers, and we lay bßʒß 

Our Appertainments, viſitigg of him: 47 
Let him be told of, leſt perchance he think 
Wie dare not move the queſtion of our 29 
Or know got what we are. 3 
Patr, | ſhall ſo ſay to him. (Exit. 
Ulyf, We ſaw him at the opening of bi Tent, 
He is not ſick. | 
Ajax. Yes, Lion-ſick, ſick ofa proud heart : denn 
call it Melancholy, if you will favour the man, but by my 
head, tis Pride; but why, why? let bim ſhew. us the 
cauſe. A word, my Lord. [To Aga. 
Neſt. What moves Ajax thus to bay at bim: 
Ulyſ. Achillos hath inveigled his Fool "0 bis. 
Neſt. Who, Therſites ? | | 
Uly/. He. 
g Neſt. Then wil Afax lack Matter,” if he ok Kits 
rgument, 
1. Na, — os he is his Argument, that has 
his argument, 

Neſt. All ens this Fraction i mare gur wiſh ban 
thei faction; but it a ſtrong Conf.) that a. Fool 
could: diſunice, ; 

. 


N Tors , CARSS A. 
/. The Amity that Wiſdom knits not, Folly may 


eaſily untie, 9 11 ohn | 
22 -- >. *Epexr Patroc las: 0. 

Here comes Patrocla m. 

Neſt, No Achilles with hmm 


id 
The Elephant hath Joints, but none for Courteſy; 


is Legs are Legs for neceſſity, not for flight. 

Patr. Achilles bids me ſay, he is much ſorr, 
If any thing more than your Sport and Pleaſure, . 
Did move your Greatneſs, and this noble State, 
To call upon him; he hopes it is no other, | 
But for your Health and your Digeſtion ſake, 
An after-Dinner's Breath, 1 ging] 

Aga. Hear you, Pairoclusz; © 
We are too well acquainted with theſe Anſwers : 
Bur his evaſion wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, 
Cannot outflie dur Apprehenſions. c 1 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon, — 


<E 


: 
2 - 
0 1 yy 
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Why we aſcribe it to bim; yet all his Virtues 


(Net virtuouſly of his own part beheld) 

Do in our Eyes begin to loſe their Gloſs ; 

And like fair Fruit in an unwholſeſom Diſh, 

Are like to rot untaſted; go and tell bim ö 
We come to ſpeak with him, and you ſhall-not fin,” -- 
If you do fay, we think him over -· proud, {1 


And under-honeſt, in Self-aſſumption greater 


Jefore a ſleeping Giant; tell him ſv. 


Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than himſelf, 
Here tend the Savage Strangeneſs he puts on, 
Diſguiſe the holy Strength of their command, 

And under write in an obſerving kind | 

His humorous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettiſh Lines, his Ebbs, his Flows; as if 

The Paſſage and whole Carriage of this Action 

Rode on his Tide. Go tell him this, and add, 


That, if he over-hold his Price ſo much, 


We'll none of him; but let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this Report. LENT 
Bring Action hither, this cannot go to War: 

A ſtirring Dwarf we do allowance give, 


Pair, 


bir 
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Pair. I ſnall, and bring his Anſwer preſently, [Ex4r. 
Aga. In ſecond Voice we'll not be ſatisfied, : 
We come to ſpeak with him. Ulyſſes, enter you. 

1282 | [Exit Ulyſſes, 
Ajax. What js he more than another? 
Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. th 

Ajax. Is he ſo much? do you not think he thinks 
himſelf a better Man than I am? 7 

Aga. No queſtion. | „enen 

Ajax. Will you ſubſcribe his Thought, and ſay, he is? 

Aga. No, noble Ajax, you are as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wiſe, no leſs noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable. a Sac 5, 

Ajax, Why ſhould a Man be proud? How doth Pride 
grow? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your Mind is clearer, Ajax, and your Virtues the 
fairer; he that is proud eats up bimſelf, Pride is his owa 
Glaſs, his own Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and what- 
ever praiſes itſelf but in the Deed, deyours the Deed in 
the Praiſe, | | | | 5 

Enter Ulyſſes. i 

Ajax. 1 do hate a proud Man, as I hate the engendring / 
of Toads. ü „ 5 4 

Neſt. Yet he loves himſelſ: Is't not ſtrange? 

Uly/. Achilles will not to the Field to-Morrow. 

Aga. What's his Excuſe? |; 

Ny He doth rely on none; 

But carries on the Stream of his Diſpoſe, 
Without obſervance or reſpect of any, | 
In Will peculiar, and in Self-admiftion. 

Aga. Why wil he not, upon our fair requeſt, 

Un-tent his Perſon, and ſhare the Air with us? | 
Ulyſ. Things ſmall as Nothing, for Requeſts ſake only 
He makes Llmportant: Poſſeſt he is with Greatnels, 

And ſpeaks not to himſelf, but with a Pride 

That quarrels at Self-breath. Imagin'd Wrath 
Holds in his Blood ſuch ſwoln and hot Diſcourſe, 
That "twixt his mental and his active Parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, - 
And batters gainſt itſelt; what ſhould I ſay? 


40 Tazomus' wid CnrsyiD4: 
Ae as ſo nee. * 


Cry no recovery. 1465 i lee "4 
Aga. Let Aan ga m Ya oxy byte 
Near Lord, go you an eet bim in . 
Fis ſai he holds you well, and will be led - 
At your Requeſt, ate from himdelf, - * 3 
Uyſ. O, Agamen, let it ao be — = 
We'll conſecrate the S eps that 4Hjax — dcn $6 
N trom Achilles; ſhall the proud Lord, 
That baſtes hie Arrogance with his own Scam, 
And never ſuffers matter of che World -. 
Euter bis Thong bat, fave ſuch as do dove 8 
And rumigate bimſelſ? Shall he be wo ſhip'd, 
Ot that we hold an Idol, more than he? 
No, this Thrice Worthy, and Rigbt Valiant Lotd, 
Muſt not fo ſtale his Palm, nobly 3 A 2 
Nor by my Will aſſubjpugara-his Merit 
As am fag Ted, as Arhiiles? is, by going tov Achille : 
That were to enjard his Fat, already, Ad. 
And add more Coles t Cancer, when he burns N 
With entertaining great Hyerin- 
This Lord go to him? Jpuee forbid, 
And ſay in Thunder, Achilies go to him. | 
Neft. O this is well, be rubs the Vein of hä. 
1. And. how his Silence drioks up this Applauſe, 
4jaxy If Lgo to him aer n *. WY 
I'll paſh him oer the Face. r 
Aga. O no, you ſhall no- go. 
Ajax, And be be proud: with me, ru pv his Pride 3 
let me go to bim. 
Uly/. Not for theworth-that hang ogtupor'our Me. 
Ajax, A paultry Inſolent Fellow-—— ; 
Neſt, Hohe defcrives © {ESA 
Ajax, Can he not be ſociable? . A 
Ulyſ. The Reven chides blacknefs, 
Ajax, I'll let his Humours Blood. 
Aga He will be the Phyſtei na that end weren, 
Ajax. And alf Men were o'“ my Mind 


2 Ne ont of jan 


woY -  Hjax. 


a ts ws rey a8 8 4 od an. bet BS 5. bot bad 
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Hah He ſhould not bear it ſo, he . 
fiſt; ſhall Pride carry _— | Li 

Neff. And 'twou'd,” you'$carry half. 

Uiy/. He would have ten ſhates. 

Ajax. I will knead him, In makebim fuppl, he's net 
yet through wWwẽͥ rm 

Neſt. Force bim. with Praiſes, pour in, pour in, tis 
Ambition is dry. 

UI. My lord, you feed too du ch on ais diflibe: © 

Neft. Hur noble General, do not do ſo, oo 

Dio. Yau muſt prepare to fight withour' Achilles. 

Uly/. Why, 'tis this paming of him doth him harm. 
Here is a Man — but, tiobelore K.. 5 
1 Will be ſilent. & 1 

Neſt. Wherefore ſhould you fo 50 | / 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is, 

DN. Koe. be- ble World, ———— 

Aſ aue mhorſonDog! that ſhal) euer vin ur US 


would he were a Trojan. . 

Neft. What a Vice were it in Ajax — 

Uly/. If he were round 

Dio. — covetous of Praiſe. Y 

Ulyſ. Ay, ef ſurly he iT wi v& lod. 

Dio. Or sg or ſelfoffefted, ' {Compaſure, 

f. Thank the. Heavens, Lord, n ofa fweet . 
Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee Tuck”, 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature g il; 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all —_— {th 
Bat he that diſciplin'd thy Arms to fight, TY 

Let Mars divide Eternity in twain, + o2 9 19 


And give him half; and for thy Vigor, 

Bull bearing Milo bis addition yield 4 

To Sinewy Ajax; I will not draile thy Wicdem, 
Which like a bourn, a pale, aſhore, cop fine . 
Thy ſpacious and dilated Parts; here Neffor 


Inſtructed by the Antiquary times 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wiſm. 
But pardon, Father Ne bs pk were your Days | * 
As green as Ajax, and your Brain ſo — : 


8 Ton 
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- You ſhould'not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax. 
Ajax. Shall I call you Father? 
Uiy/. Ay, my good Son. 
Dio. Be rul'd by him, Lord Ajax, 
. There's no tarrying here, the Hart hill 
- Keeps thicket; pleaſe it our General, 
To call together all this State of War; 
Ftreſn Kings are come to Tr roy, to Morrow 
- We muſt with all our main of Power ſtand faſt : 
And here's a Lord (come Knights from Eaſt to Welt, 
And cull their Flower) Ajax ſhill cope the beſt. 
Aga. Go we to Council let Achilles ſleep; 
Light Boats may fail ſwift, though great bulks draw deep, 
| L Exeunt. 


- 


ACT. III. s C ENR 1 
EGS i „N Ty: 


Enter Pandarus, and 4 Servant. Muſick within? 

| Pan. Riend! you! pray you a word: Bo not you fol: 
lor the young Lord Paris 

Ser. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. Lou depend upon him, I mean? 

Ser. Sir, I do d 22 upon the Lord. 
Pan You 2 upon a es Gentleman: 1 ul 
needs praiſe him. 

Ser. Tbe Lord be praiſed. 
Pan, You know me, do you not? | 

Ser. Faith, Sir, (ſuperficially, 

Pan. Friend, know me better, I am the Lord Pan larus 
. Ser, I hope I ſhall know your Honour better, 

Pan, I do deſi re it. 

Ser. You are io the ſtate of Grace? 

Pan. Grace, notdſo, Friend, Honour and Lordſhip: are 
my Titler ; What Muſick is this? K 

Ser. I do but partly know, sir; it is Muſick in parts. 
SUE; Pan, 


Lord, will you youchſafe me a Word? 
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Pan. Know you! the Muſicians ? 
Ser. Wholly, Sir. 
Pan, Who play they to? 
Ser, To the Hearers, Sir. 
Pan. At whoſe pleaſure, Friend? ' © 
Ser. At mine, Sir, and theiss that love Mufick. 
Pan, Command, I mean, Friend. 0 
Ser. Who ſhall 1 command, Sir? 
Pan. Friend, we underſtand not one anot 


: 


her: Tam too 


courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whoſe requeſt de 


theſe Men play? : | 
Ser. That's to't indeed, Sir; mary, Sir, at the requeſt of 


Paris, my Lord, who's there in Perſon; with him the 


mortal Venus, the Heart-blood of Beauty, Love's in- 
viſible Soul. | 


Pan. Who, my Couſin Creſida? 


Ser. No, Sir, Helen; could you not find out that by 


her Attributes? ; ' | 
Pan, It ſhould ſeem, Fellow, that thou haſt not ſeen 


the Lady Creſida. I come to ſpeak with Paris from the 
Prince Troilus: Iwill make a Complimental Aſſault upon 


him, for my Buſineſs ſeethes. 
inceed, 


Ser. Sodden Buſineſs, there's a ſtew'd Phraſe 


| Enter Paris and Helen. f 
Pan. Fair be to you, my Lord, and to all this fair Com- 
pany : Fair deſires in all fair meaſure fairly guide them; 
eſpecially to you, f. ir Qieen, fair Thoughts be your 


fair Pillow. 


Helen, Dear Lord, you are full of fair words. 
Pan, You ſpeak your fair plealure, ſweet Queen: fair 
Prince, here is good Broken Muſick; 50. 
Par. You have broken it, Couſin, and by my Life you 
ſhall make it wholz again, you ſhall piece it out with a 
piece of your performance. Nel, he is full of Harmony. 
Pan. Truly, Lady, no. e 
Helen. O, Sir ,n 
Pan. Rude in ſooth, in good footh very rude. 
Par. Well ſaid; my Lord; well, you ſay ſo in fits. 
Pan. I have Buſineſs to my Lord, dear Queen; my 


Helen. 
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| Helen, Nay, this ſhall not hedge us out, well on you H 
P 


| ſing certainly. 


Pan, Well, ſweet Queen you are pleafant wi th we. ſing 
but, marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and mot 1 
eſteemed F. iend, , your-Brozher TON ror Lor 

Helen. My. Lord Pandaras, honey-ſweet Lord. 5 
Pan. Go to, ſweet Queen, go to | E 
Commends himſelfmoſt affectionately to ou. Oh; 
1 

F 

1 


Helen. Youſhill not bob us out of our melody: 
If yen de, our Melancholy u on your Head. 
. 2 Sweet Queen, ſweet Queen, that” >a ſweet Queen 
LEY — ͤ—v— a 
. - Helen And to make a ſweet Lady ſad, isa ſowe Offence, * 
Nay, that not ſerve your turn, that ſhall it not in 
truth la. Nayl care not for ſuch Words, no, no- 
Pan, And, my Lord, he defires you, that if the King 
call for him at Supoer, you will make his excuſe. 
Helen. My Lord Pandarus.— | 
—.— Tharlaps ny ſweet Queen, my very, very ſweet 
een? - 
Par. What Keploit's in hand, where ſups he to Night ? ? 
Helen. Nay, but my Lord. 
Pan. Whatſays my ſwert Queen? my Couſin will fall 
out with you, 
Helen. You muſt not know where be ſups: 
Par, With my diſpoſer Creſſida. | 
Pan. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide, come, 
your diſpoſer is ſick, | 
Par, Well, Fil make excuſe. 
Pan. Ay, good my Lord; why ſhould you i 2 


— 


T 

No, your _ diſpoſer's ſick, . 

Par. 1 8 
Pan. > cy (py, what do you ſpy ? Come, * me an 

Inſtrument now, ſeet Queen. l 

Helen. Why this is kindly done. b 


Pan, My Neice is borrible i in love with a thing you - 
have, {weet: Queen. + 
Helen, She ſhall have it, my Lord, if it be not my I 
Lord Pars. 


. He? no, 9 they twoare rain. ST TI 
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Hel, Falling in after falling out, may make them three. 

Pan, Come, come, I'll hear no more of this, III 
ſing you a Song now. 

Helen. Ay, ay, prithee now; by my od. wwe 
Lord thou haſt a, fine Fore- head. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may — 

Helen, Letthy Song be Love: This Love will undo us 
Oh; Cupid, Cupid. Cupit. — [all. 

Pan. Love! ay, that it ſhall, bfaich ; 


Par, Ay, good now, Love, Love, — but Love. 
Pan. In good troth it begins ſo, 


| Hub Love, nothing but Tove, frill more: 
For O, Love's Bow . 
. Shoors. bath. Buck and Doe: © , 
The Shaft confounds nos that it wounds, 
But tickles ſtill the Ste: 
Theſe Lowers. cry, ah ho they 4 ; 
Net that which ſeems they wound to kill, 
Doth turn oh ho, to ha ha he: © 
0 dying Love lives ſtill, 
O ho 4 while, but h 54 54; N 
90 ho groans out for ha ha r ho. 


Helen, In Love i'faithto the verytip- of the Noſe. 

Par, He gats nothing but Doves, Love, and that breeds 
hot Blood, and hot Blood begets hot Thoughts, and hot 
Thoughts beget hat Deeds, and hot Deeds are Love. 

Paz. Is tbis the Generation of Love? Hot Blood, bot 
Thoughts, and hot Deeds ? why they are Vipers, mow 
a Generatiun of Vipers ? 

Sweet Lord, who's: field to Day? MN : 

Par” Heftor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anebinir: ain r | 
the gallantry of Troy, I woul» fain have * to Day, 
but my Nell would not have it ſo. 

Ho chance my Brother Tro:lus went not? 

Helen, He hangs the Lip at ſomething; you know all, K 
Lord Pandarus. P 

Pan Not | honey ſweet Queen: Llongeo arho' 
they Fe to Dayi 


You'll 


. Gives us more palm in Beauty than we have "hs 
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You'll remember my Brother's Excuſe 2 | 
Par. To a Hair. | | 
Pan. Farewel, ſweet Queen. 
Helen. Commend me to your Niece, 
Pan. I will, ſweet Queen, [ Exit. Sound 4 Retreat; 
Par. They're come from Field; let us to Priam's Hall, 
To greet the Warriors. Sweet Helen, I muſt woo you, 
To Fel p unarm our Hector: His ſtubborn Buckles, 
With theſe your white enchanting Fingers touckt, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of Steel, 
Or force of Greekiſh Sinews ; you ſhall do more 


Than all the Iſland Kings, diſarm great Heffor. 


Helen. Twill make us proud to be your Servant, Paris; 
Yea, what he [hall receive of us in duty, | 
Yea, over-ſhines our ſelf, | N drag 
Sweet above thought, 1 love thee. [Exeunt, 

Enter Pandarus, and Troilus's Man, 

Pan. How now, where's thy Maſter, at my Couſin 
Creſſida's ? yy re 

Ser. No, Sir, he ſtays for you to conduct him thither, 

5 ee... 

Pan. O, here he comes; How now, how now? ._ 

Troi. Sirrah, walk off. : 44%. 

Pan, Have you ſeen my Couſin? 

Troi. No, Pandarus: 1 ſtalk about her Door 
Like a ſtrange Soul upon the Stygian Banks 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon, 
And give me ſwift tranſportance to thoſe Fields, 


Where I will wallow in the Lilly Beds 


Propos'd for the deſeryer, O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's Shoulder pluck his painted Wings, 
And fly with me to Creſſid. Wo | 


Pan. Walk berei'th' Orchard, III bring her freight, 


2 | | 5 [Exit Pandarus, 
Troi, I am giddy ; Expectation whirles me round; 
Th' imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet, 
That it enchants my Senſe; what will it be 
When that the watry Palates taſte indeed 
Loye's thrice reputed Nectar? Death, I fear me; 
Sounding 


vw 


* 
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Sounding Deſtruction or ſome Joy too fine, _ 
Too ſubtile, potent, and too ſharp in ſweetneſs,. 
For the Capacity of my ruder Powers; 


1 fear it much, and I do fear beſides, 


That I ſhall loſe diſſ inction im my Joys, | 
As doth à Batte] when they charge on heaps 
The Enemy flying. N 
e eee ww . 
Pan. She's making her ready, ſhe'll come ſtraight; you 
muſt be witty now, ſhe does ſo bluſh, and fetches her 
Wind ſo ſhort, as if ſhe were fraid with a Sprite: I'll fetch 
her; it is the prettieſt Villain, ſhe fetches her breath ſa 
ſhort as a new ta'en Sparrow.  . [Exit Pan, 
Troi, Even ſuch a Paſſion doth embrace my Boſom : 
My Heart beats thicker than a feverous Pulſe, 
And all my Powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like Vaſſalage at unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majeſty, ? : 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 
Pan, Come, come; what need you bluſh? 
Shame'sa Baby; here ſhe is now, ſwear the Oaths now to 
her, that you have ſworn to me, W hat,areyou gone again, 


you mult be watch'd ere you be made tame, muſt you? 


Come your ways, come your ways, and you draw back- 
ward we'll put you i' th: Files: Why do you not ſpeak to 
her? Come draw this Curtain, and let's ſee your Picture. 
Alas the day, how loth you are to offend day-light? and 
'twere dark you'd cloſe ſooner, So, ſo, rub on, and kiſs 
the Miſtreſs : how now, a kiſs in Fee-farm ? build there, 
Carpenter, the Air is ſweet, Nay, you ſhall fight your 
Hearts out ere I part you. The Faulcon has the Tercel, 
for all the Ducks 1'th' River: Go to, go to. . 
Troi. You have bereft me of all Words, Lady. 
Pan. Words pay no Debts, give her Deeds : But ſhe'll 
bereave you o'th' Deeds too, if ſhe call your Activity in 
queſtion : What, billing again? heze's in witneſs where- 
of the parties interchangeably——Come in, come in, 
I'll go get a Fire. 12 N Exit Pan. 
Cre, Will you walk in, my Lord? | 
Troi. O Creſſida, how often have I wiſht me thus? 2 
a N re, | 
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| Cre. Wiſnt, my Lord! the Gods grant 0, my Lord: 
= Troi. What ſhould they grant; What makes this pretty 
= abruption; what too curious Dreg eſpies my ſweet Lady 
. in the Fountainof our Lore? 
| Cre. More Dregs than Water, if my Fears have Eyes, 
* roi. Fears make Devils of Cherubims, they never ſee ] 
truly. | rwe 
. Blind Fear, that ſeeing Reaſon leads, finds fafer f 
footing than blind Reaſon ſtumbling without Fear; to fear 
the worſt, oft curesthe worſe. _ s L, 
Troi. O let my Lady apprehend no Fear, _ F 
In all Cupid's Pigeant there is preſented'no Monſter. 
Cre, Nor nothing monſtrous neither? 


— — - — — — 
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never perform: vowing more than the perfe@ion of ten; uy 
and diſcharging leſs than the tenth part of one. They of 
that have the Voice of Lions, and the act of Hares, O 
are they not Monſters? © 32 Fo 
Troi. Are theſe ſuch ? ſuch are not we: Praiſe us as 
we are taſted, allow us as we prove: Our Head ſhall go 
bare, till Merit crown it; no Perfection in revei ſion ſhall 
have a Praiſe in preſent; we will not name Deſert before 
his Birth, and being born, bis addition ſhall be humble; 
few Words to fair Faith, Troilus ſhall be ſuchto Cre/ida. as 
what Envy can ſay worſt, ſhall bga mock for his Truth; 
and what Truth can ſpeak trueſt, not truer than Troilus. 
Cre. Will you walk in, my Lord ? | 
Enter Pandarus, | 
Pan, What, bluſhing fil}? have you not done talk ing 
yet? : . 
Cre. Well, Uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to 
you, | . 


Troi. Nothing but their Undertakings, when' we vow V 

to weep Seas, live in Fire, eat Rocks, tame Tygers, think- 1 

ing it harder for our Miſtreſs to deviſe Impoſition enough, I 

; than for us to undergo any Difficulty impoſed, This is B 

| the monſtrofity in Love, Lady, that-the Will is infinite, M 

| and the Executibn.conhn'd ; that the Deſire is boundleſs, T 

1 and the Act a Slave to limit. | w 

[ Cre. They fay all Lovers ſwear more e- * 

| than they ate able, and yet reſerve an AFility that they Bl 
{ 
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Pan, I thank you for that; if my Lord get a Boy of 
you, you'll give him me; be true to my Lord, if he 
flinch, chide me for it. | 

Troi. You know now your Hoſtages ; your Uncle's 
Word and my firm Faith. | | 

van. Nay, I'll give my Word for ber too; our Kindred, 
though they be 1 „ they ate wood, they are con- 
aac being won: They are Burrs, I cantell you, they'll 
ſtick where they are thrown. 

Cre. Boldneſs comes to me now, and brings me Neart: 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and Day, 

For many weary Months, | 

Troi, Why was my Creſſid then ſo hard to wia? 

Cre. Hard to ſeem won: Bit I was won, my Lord, 
With the farſt glance that ever Pardon m 
If I confeſs much, you will play the Tyrant: 
love yen now, but not till now, ſo much 
But 1 might mafter i. in faith I lie — 

My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 
Too head-ftrong for their Mother; fee we Fools, 
Why have | blabb'd ? who ſhall be true to us, 
When we are ſo unſecret to our ſelves ? 

But though I lovN you well, 1 woo'd you not, 


And yet good faith F wiſht my ſelf a Man, 


2 = the Women had ** provi 
O king firſt. Sweet, bid me hold my To 

For fa this — I ſhall ſurely ſpeak . _— 
The thing I ſhall repent ; ſee; your Silence 

Coming in dumbneſs, for my weakneſs draws 

My Soul of Counſel from me. Stop my Mouth, 

Troi, And hl), albeit ſweet Muſick iſſues thence, 

Pan, Pretty, i'faith. | [Xiſinę. 

Cre. My Lord, I do beſeech you pardon me; 
'Twas not my purpoſe thus to beg a Kits : | 
I am aſham'd ; O Heay*'ns, what have | dene 
For this time will L take my leave, my Lord. 

Troi. Your leave, (weet Greſid? | 
Tan. Leave! and you take leave 'till to Morrow Morn- 
ing | | 

Cre, Pray you, mr . 
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Troi. What offends you, Lady ? 
Cre, Sir, mine own Company. 
Troi. You cannot ſhun your ſelf. 
Cre. Let me go and try: | 
J have a kind of felt refides with you: 
But an unkind felf, that it ſelf will leave, 
To be another's Fool. Where is my Wit? 
I would be gone: I ſpeak I know not what. 
| _ W ell know they what they ſpeak, thar ſpeak ſo 
wile 75 N , 
Cre. perchance, my Lord, I ſhew more Craft than Love, 
And fell ſo roundly to a large Confeſhon, 
To angle for your Thoughts: But you are wiſe, 
Or elſe you love not; for to be wile and love. 
Exceeds Man's might, and dwells with Gods above. 
Trei O that I thoughtit could be in a Woman; 
And if it can, I will preſume in you, | 
To feed for ay her lamp and flames of Love, 
To keep her Conſtancy in plight and youth, 
Our-living Beauties outward, with a Mind 
That doth renew ſwifter than Blood decays. 
Or that Perſwaſion could but thus convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of ſuch a winnowed purity in Love: 
How were | then uplifted ! But alas, 
I am as true as Truth's Simplicity, 
And fimpler than the Infancy of Truth. 
Cre, In that I'll war with you. 
Troi. O virtuous Fight. 
When right with right wars, who ſhould be moſt right 2 
True Swains in Love, ſhall in the World to come 
Approve their truths by Troilzs; when their Rhimes, 
Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, | 
Want ſimilies: Truth tried with Iteration, 
As true as Steel, as Plantage to the Moon, 
As Sun to Day, as Turtle to her Mae, 
As Iron to Adamant, as Earth to th' Center: 
Yet after all compariſons of truth. 
{ As Truth's Authentick Author to ci el) 
As true as Troilxs, ſhall crown up the verſe, 


And 
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And ſanctiſie the Numbers, 
Cre. Prophet may you be. 

If I be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot it ſelf, 
When Water-drops have worn the Stones of Trey, 
And blind Oblivion ſwallow'd Cities up, 
And mighty States characterleſs are grated 
To duſty nothing ; yet let Memory, 
From falſe to falſe, among falſe Maids in love, 
Upbraid my Falſehood; when they've ſaid as falſe 
As Air, as Water, as Wind, as ſandy Earth 
As Fox to Lamb, as Wolf to Heifer's Calf; 
Pard to the Hind, or Step-dame to her Son; 
Yea, let them ſay, te ſtick the Heart of Falſehood, 
As falſe as Creſſd. 

Pan. Go to, a Bargain made: Seal it, feal it. I'll be the 
Witneſs. Here I hold your Hand; here my Couſin's; If 
ever you prove falſe to one another, ſince have taken ſuch 
Pains to bring you together, let all pitiful Goers-between 
be call'd, to the World's end, after my Name: Call them 
all Panders ; let all conſtant men be Troiluſſes, all falſe 
Women Creſfida's, and all Brokers between, Panders ; 
ſay, Amen, 

Troi. Amen. 

Cre. Amen. 

Pax, Amen. 

Whereupon 1 will ſhew you a Chamber, which Bed, be- 
cauſe it ſhall not ſpeak of your pretty encounters, preſs 
it to Death: Away, 

And Cupid grant all Tongue-ty'd Maidens here, 

Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer. [ Exeuns, 


SCENE II. The Grecian Camp. 


Eater Agamemnon, Ulyfles, Diomedes, Neſtor, Menelaus 


Cal. Now, Princes, for the Service 1 have done you, 
Th' advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
To call for recompence : Appear it to your Mind, 
That through the ſight I bear in things to come, 


I haye abandon'd Troy, left my Pofleſſion, 
C 2 | Is 
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Incurr'd a Traitor's Name, expos'd my ſelf, 

From certain and poſſeſt Convenience, 

To doubtful Fortunes, fequeſtring from me al! 

That Time, Acquajntance, Cuſtom, and Condition, 

Made tame, ing moft familiar to my Nature: od 

And here to do you Service and become 

As new into the World, range, unaequainted, 

1 do beſeech you, as in way of taſte, © 

To give me now little benefit, 

Out of thoſe many Regiſtred in Promiſe, 

Which you fay live to come in my behalf. 
Aga. What wouldſt thou of us, Trejan? Make demand, 
Cal. Lou have a Trojan Priſoner, call'd Anthenor, 

Yeſterday took: Trey holds him very dear. q 

Oft have you(often have you Thanks therefore) 

Deſir'd my Crefſid in right great Exchange, 

Whom Troy hath till deny'd : But this Ant henor, 

1 know, is ſ-:cha wreſt in their Affairs & 

That their Negotiations all muſt ſlack, 

Wianting this Manage; and they will almoſt 

Give us a Prince o'th' Blood, a Son of Priam, 

In change of him. Let him be ſent, great Princes, 

And he ſhall buy my Daughter: And her Preſence 

Shall quite ſtrike off all Service 1 have done, | 

In moſt accepted pain. * 
Aga. Let Dio medes bear him, 

And bring us Creſſid hither: Calchas ſhall have 
What he requeſts of us: Good Dismede, 
Furniſh you fairly for this enterchange; 


With all, bring Word, if Hector will to Morrow 1 
Be anſwer'd in his Challenge. Ajax is ready). T 
Dio. Tbis fhall I undertake, and 'tis a Burthen T 
Whkich I am proud to bear. | [Exit 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus, in their Tent. 'T 
Ulyſ. Achilles ſtands i' th* emrance of his Tent; M 
P:eaſe it our General to pals ſtrangely by him, H. 
As if he were forgot; and Princes all, At 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon bim: Sh 
1 will come beſt 'tis like he'll queſtion me, Ar 
by ſuch unplauſive Eyes are bent? by turn d on bim Tt 
OY we p 4 2 1 1 . I [ 
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Tf ſo, I have Deciſion medicinable, 
To uſe between our Strangeneſs and his Pride, 
W hich bis own Will ſhall ba vedeſire to drink; 
It may de good: Pride hath no other Glaſs 
To ſhey it ſelf, but Pride; for ſupple Knees 
Feed Arrogance, and are the proud Man's Fees, 
Aga. We'll execute your Purpoſe, and put on 
A form of Strangeneſs as we paſs along, i: 
Se do each Lord, and eithergreethim not, 
Orelſe diſdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Than if aotlook'd ov. I will lead the Way, 
Achil, What, comes the General to ſpeak with me? 
You know my Mind. J fight no more 'gainſt Trey. 
Aga. What ſays Achilles, would he ought with us ? 
Neſt, Would you, my Lord, ought with the General! 
Achil. No. | 
NMeſt. Nothing, my Lord. 
Aga. The better, 
Achil. Good Day, good Day. 
Men. How do yeu? How do you ? 
Achil. What, does the Cuckold ſcorn me ? 
Ajax, How now, Patroclus: 
Achil. Good Morrow, Ajax. 
Ajax, Ha? 
Achil. Good Morrow. | 
Ajas. Ay, and good next Day too. [ Exenunt. 
Achil. What mean theſeFellows:K aow they not Achilles? 
Patr, They paſs ſtrangely: they were us'd to bend, 
Toſend their Smiles before them to Achilles: 
To come as humbly as they us'd w creep 
To holy Altars. | | 
Achil. What, am I poor of late? 
'Tis certain, Greatneſs once fall'n out with Fortune, 
Muſt fall out with Men too: What the declin' d is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the Eyes of ethers, 
As feel in his own Fall : For Men like Butter-flies, 
Shew not their mealy Wings, butto the Summer ; 
And not a Man, for being fimple Man, . 
Hath any Honour, but honour'd by thoſe Honours 
That are without him; as Place, Riches, Fayour, 
C 3 Prizes 
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of Accident, as oft as Merit? * 
Weh when they fall (as being flippery ftanders) 8 
The Love that lean'd on them as ſlippery too, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the Fall: But 'tis not ſo. wn; 1 
Fortune and I are Friends, I do enjoy | 
At ample puine all that I did: poſſeſs, 
Save theſe Mens Looks; who 10 methinkefind out | 
Something in me not worth that rich Beholding, | 
As they have often given. Here is 
II interrupt his Reading—How now 2 7 
Uly/. Now, great Thesis“ Son! 
Aehil. What are you reading? 
Ulyſ. A ſtrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that Man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath ; . 
Nor feels not what keowes, but by RefleRion,. 
As when his Virtues ſhining upon others, _ 
Heat them, and they retort that Heat again. 
To the firſt Giver. 
Achil. This is not ſtrange, Ulyſſes. 
The Beauty that is born here in the Face, 

The Bearer knows — _ commends it ſelf, , 

Not going from it ſe Eye to. 477 | 
— = other, with each others Form. FE 
For Speculation turns not to-it ſelf, 

Till it hath travelF'd, and is marcy'd there 
Where it may ſee itsſelf; this is not ſtrange at all. 

Uly/. 1 do not train at the Poſition, | te 218 
It is familiar; but at the Author's — 2 
Who in his Circumſtance, exprefly pro 
That no Man is the Lord of any 7 thing, 
{Tho' in and of him there is much conſi ting) 
"Till he communicate his Parts to others: Fo 
Nor doth he of himſelf know them for ought, - 
Till he bebold them formed in th* Applauſe, - * - O1 
Where they're extended! Which like an Arch reyervnes Li 
The Voice again, or like a Gate of Steel, A 
—— the Sun,” receives * — 25 Or 
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His Figure and his Heat. I was much rapt in this, 
And apprehended here immediately 0 | 
The unknown fax. | 
Heav'ns! Whata Man is there? A very Horſe | 
That has he knows not what Nature, what things are 
Moſt abje in Regard, and dear in Uſe; 
What things again moſt dear in the Eſteem, | 
And poor in Worth: Now ſhall we ſee to Morrow, | 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him: 
Ajax renown'd! O Heav'ns. what ſome Men do, 
While ſome Men leave to do! 
How ſome Men creep in akittiſn Fortune : Hall, 
Whiles others play the Idiots in her Eyes 
How one Man eats inte another's Pride, 
While Pride is feafting in his Wantonneſs! 
To ſee theſe Grecian Lords! why, even already, 
They clapthe Lubber Ajax on the Shoulder, 
As if his Foot were on brave Hector's Breaſt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking. 

Achil. I do believe it, | 
For they paſt by me, as Miſers do by B rs, 
Neither gaye to me good word, nor ok: 
What, are my Deeds forgot? | | 

Uly/. Time hath, my Lord. a Wallet at his Back, 
Wherein he puts Alms for Oblivion : 
A great-ſiz'd Monſter of ingratitudes : 
Thoſe ſcraps are good Deeds paſt, 
Which are devour'd as faſt as they are made, 
Forgot as ſoon as done: Perſeverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Honour bright: To have done is to hang 
Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſty Male | 
In monumental Mock'ry : Take the inſtant war. 
For Honour travels in a Streight ſo narrow, ':# 
Where one but goes abreaſt; keep then the Path, 
For Emulation hath a thouſand Sons, 
That one by one purſue; if you give Way 
Or hedge aſide from the direct forth-right, 
Like to an entred Tide, they all ruſh by, 
And leave you hindmoſt; 12 
Or like a gallant Horſe fall'n in firſt Rank, + 
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Lye there for pavement to the abhect, ner 
O'er-run and trampled on: Then bat theꝝ do in preſent 
Tho' leſs than yours in paſt, muſt ger - top your: 
For Time is like a faſhionable Hoſt, beet vi 
That ſlightly ſn. kes his parting Gueſt by-th' Hand; 
And with his Arms out-ftretch'd, as he would fly, 
Graſps in the Comer; the Welcome ever ſmiles, _ 
And Farewel goes out ſighing: O let not Virtue ſeek, 


High Birth, Vigour of. Bone, Deſert in Service, 
Love, Friendſhip, Charity, are Subjects all 
To envious and.cahumniating Time: 
One touch of Nature makesthe whole World Kin, 
That all with one conſent: praiſe new-bern Gauds, _ 
Tbo' they are made and moulded of things paſt, _ 
And go to Duft, that is, a little Gilt: 
More Laud than Gilt oer - duſt ed? 
The preſent Eye ptaiſes the preſent object. 


That all the Greeks begin to worſhip Ajax; 
Since things in motion gin to catch the Eye, 

Than what not ſtirs; the Cry went out on the, 
And ſtill it eight, and yet it may again; 


And caſe thy Neputatlon in thy Tent; .. - 
Whoſe glorious Deegs, but in theſe Fields of late, | 
Made emulous miſſions mongſt the Gods themſelves, 
And drave great Mars to Faction. 
Achil. of this my Privacy, 
I have ftrong Reaſons, a 
Dix. But 'gainft your Privacy, ' 
The Reaſons are more potent and heroical : - - 
'Tis known. Achilles, that you are in Love 
Wah one of Priam's Daughters. + | 
Achil, Ha! known! 
Uly/. Is that a wonder? | 
The Providence that's in a watchful State, 
Knows almoft every grain of Plato's Gold; 
Finds bottom in th' uncomprehenſive deep: 
Keeps place with thought; and almoſt like/ the Gods 
A . Does 


Remuneration for the thing it was; for Beauty, Wit, | 


Then maryel net, thou great and compleat Man. 


It thou would'ft not entomb thy ſelf alive, _ : . 
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Does thought unveil in theilt dumb Cradles 2: + -- 


There nt a | 1 Wich whom relation 
Durſt never meddle} in the Soul of State 


Which hath an Operation more divine $ bl 
Than Breath of Pen ean give expreſſure too bY 
All the commerce that you have had with Trays © + + ii 
As rfecti is ours, as yours, my Lord. TITS IS Lol 
+ An better  woul@'ic fit Achilles much.. 4 
To throw Gown Hacker, than Polyxeng, s. BY 
But it muſt grieve young Pyrrhus how at home, 1 


When Fame ſhall in his Iſland ſound her Trump; 1 
And all the Greekiſh Git lo ſhall tripping ſing, | 1 
Great Hector's Siſter did Achilles win; 

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 
Farewel, my Lord—I, as your Lover, ſp ec; 
The Fool 1lides o'er the Ice that you ſhould-break; - 
Patr. To this effect, Achilles have I moy'd you; + 
A Woman, impudent, and manniſh grown, 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate Man, 

In time of Action: I ftand condemn'd for this 
They think my little ſtomach to the War, 
And your great love to me, reſtraias you thus: 
Sweet, rouſe your ſelf; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your Neck vnloofe; his amorous fold. 
And like a dew- drop fiom the Lion's mans: 

Be ſhook to Air. 2 e o 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector: 

Patr. Ay, and perhaps receive much Honour by him. 

Achil. I ſee my Reputation is at Stake 
My Fame is ſhrewdly ger Cd. 

Patr. O then beware: urg 2d 9 
Thoſe wounds heal ill that Men do give themſelves: 
Omiſſion to do what is neceſſarg. a 
Seals a Commiſſion to à blank of Danger, 
And Danger, like an Ague, ſubtly taints I 
Even then when we fit idly in the dun. 

Acbil, Go call Therſites hither, ſweet Patreclas, 
I'll ſend the Fool to Ajax, and defire him 
T'invite the Trojan" Lords, after the Combat, 
Toſee us here unate'd + I bave à Woman's lonpine 
85507 C 3 An 
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An Appetite that I am ſick withal, | 
To ſee great Hector in the weeds of Peace. 
Enter Therſites. 5. 
To talk with him, and to behold his Viſage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour ſay'd— 
Ther, A wonder! 
Achil. What? | | 
Ther. Ajax goes up and down the Field, asking for 
himſelf. | Gs 
Achil. Haw ſo? | bat 
Ther. He muſt fight ſingly to Morrow with Hector, 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroical Cudgelling, 
that he raves; in * | 
Achil. How can that be! 
Ther, Why, be ſtalks up and down like a Peacock, a 
ſtride and a ſtand; ruminates like an Hoſteſs that hath 


no Arithmetick, but her Brain to ſet down her Reckon- 


ing; bites his Lip with a politick regard, as who ſhould 
ſay, there were Wit in his Head, and twou'd out; and 
ſo there. is, but it lies as coldly in him as Fire in a Flint, 
_ which will not ſhew without knocking, The Man's un- 
done for ever; for if Hector break not his Neck i*th' Com- 
bat, he'll break't himſelf in Vain-glory. He knows not 
me: I ſaid, Good morrow, 4jax. And he replies, 
Thanks Agemenmnen, What think you of this Man, that 
takes me for the Genera]? He's grown a very Land- 
fiſh- languageleſs——a Monſter; a plague of O- 
— a Man may wear it on both ſides, like a Leather 
erkin, . | 


Achil. Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him, Therſites; 


Ther.. W ho I !i—why he'llanſwer no Body ; he profef-_ 


ſes not anſweting, ſpeaking is for Beggars; he wears his 
Tongue in's Arms; I will put on his preſence; let Patro- 
= make his demands to me, you ſhall ſee the Pageant 
of Ajax, | WT & 

Ach. To him, Patreclus—tell him, I humbly deſire 
the valiant Ajax, to invite the moſt valorous Hector to 
came unarm'd to my Tent, and to procure ſafe Conduct 
for his Perfan, of the Magnanimous and moſt Illuſtrious, 
fix or ſeven times honour'd Captain Gemeral of the 


Grecian Army, Agamemnon, Oc, Do this, | 
Patty 


te 
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Patr. Jove bleſs great Ajax. 

Ther, Hum-—— 

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires One to invite Hector 
to his Tent. 

Ther. Hum 

Patr. And to procure ſafe Conduct from Agamennon. 

Ther, Agamemnon ! 

Pair. Ay, my Lord. 

Ther. Ha! ä 

Patr. What ſay vou to t? 

Ther. God be wi'you, with all my Hears: 

Patr, Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. If to Morrow be a fair Day, by eleven a Clock, 
it will go one way or other; how ſoever, he ſhall pay 
for me ere be has me. | 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. Fare ye well with all my Heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's -out a tune thus; what Muſick” 
will be in him, when Hector has knockt out his Brains, 
1 know not, But I am ſure none; unleſs the Fidler 
Apollo get his Sinews to make Catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a Letter to him ſtraight. 

Ther. Let me carry another to his Horſe ; for that” 5 
the more capable Creature. 

Achil, My Mind is troubled like a Ft untain Rirr'd, 
And I my let ſee not the bottom of it. Exit. 

Ther. Would the Fountain of your Mind were cles 
again, that I might water an Afs at it; I had rather 
de a Tick i in a Sheep, than ſuch a valiant Igioranc- 

[Execs F, 
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14," We do; and long to know each other woſre. 
10 » Par, 
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Enter at one Door Æneas with @ Torch; at another, Paris, 


Deiphobus, Anthenor, and Diomede with Torches, 


Par, CEE bo, who is that there? 
Dei. It is the Lord Anas. . 
Ene. Is the Prince there in Perſon ? 
Had I fo good occaſion to lie long, 


As yuu, Prince Paris, nothing but heay'oly buſineſs 
Should rob my Bed-mate of my Company. 


Dio. That's my Mind too: Good Morrow, Lord ZEneas. 


Par. A valiant Greek, ZEneas, take his Hand, 
W irneſs the proceſs of your Speech within; we" 
You told, how Diomede, a whole Week, by Days 
Did haunt you in the Field. 

ns. Health to you, valiant Sit, 
During all queſtion of the gentle Truce : 
But when | meet you arm'd, as black Defiance 


As Heart can think, or Courage execute. 
Dio. The one and th' other Diamede embraces. 


Our Bloeds ase now in calm, and ſo long, health; 
But when Contention and Occaſion meet, fy 
By Fove, I'] play the Hunter for thy Life, 7 
With all my Ferce, Purſuit and Policy. 

Exe. And thou ſhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 
W'irh his Face backward in human gentleneſs; 
W'eleame to Troy nom by Anchiſes Life, 
Welcome indeed——By Venus Hand I ſwear, 

No Man alive cas love in fuch a ſort, _ 
The thing be means to kill, more excellently, 

Dio. We ſympathize. Jove let Zxeas live 
(If to my Sword bis Fate be not the glory) 
A thouſand complet courſes of the Sun: 
But in mine emulous Honour let him die, | 
Wirth every Joint a wound, and that to Morrow. 

Fne, We know esch other well. 


1 
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Par. This is the moſt deſgighffulliſt gentle Greet 
he nobleſt, hateful Love, that e er I heatd 5 
What Buſineſs, Lord, ſo early? 
Ee. I was ſent for to the King; but why, I know 


not. | 
Par. His purpoſe meets ou zi was, to bring this Gretk 

To Calthas" Houſe, and there to render him,. 

For the enfreed Anthenor, the fair Creſſi. 


Let's have your Company ; or if you pleaſe, * 
Haſte there before us, | conſtantly do think _ 
4 rather call my Thougbt a certain Knowledge) 

y Brother Troilus lodges there to- night. ; 
Rovſe him, and give him note of our appreach, 
With the whole Quality wherecf,. I fear 
We ſhall be much unwelcome, 

Ene. That I aſſure you. PS nga Els 
Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Creſſid born to Troy, 3 

Par, There is no help; | 
The bitter diſpoſition of the time will have it ſo; 
On, Lord, we'll follow you. vn Wh" 

Kue. Good morrow all. Iexit ness. 

Par. And tell me, Noble Diomede; faith tell me true, 
Even in the Soul of good ſound Fellowſhip, , 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen:moſt ? 


My ſelf or. Menelaus ? 
Dio. Both alike. | | 
He merits well to have her that doth ſeek her 
Not making any ſcruple of her Soilure, © 
With ſuch a Hell of pain, and world of Charge. 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her, 
Not palating the taſte of her Diſnonour, 
With ſuch a coſtly Joſs of Wealth and Fiiends; - © 
He, like a puling Cuckold, would drink upp 
The Lees and Dregs of a flat tamed Piece; 
You, like a Letcher, ovt of whoriſh Loins, 
Are pleas'd to breed out your Inheritors +... _ 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs no leſs nar more; 
But he as he, with heavier for A, Whore, 1 
Par. You are too bitter te ycur Country-woman, 
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Dio. She's bitter to her Country: Hear me, Paris, 
For every falſe drep in her baudy Veins (365) 
A Grecian's Life hath ſunk ; for every. Scruple 

Of her contaminated Carrion any, 4 | Wy 

A Trojan hath been ſlain. Since ſhe could ſpeak, 

She hath not given fo many good Words breath, 

As, for her, Greeks and Trojans ſuffer'd Death. 

| Par, Fair Diomede, you do as Chapmen do, 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you deſire to buy: 

But we in ſilence bold this Virtue well 
We'll not commend what we intend to ſell. 
Here lyes our way. 

A” Enter Troilus and Creſſida. 

Troi. Dear, trouble not your ſelf; the Morn is cold. 

Cre. Then, ſweet my Lord, I'Il call my Uncle downs 

He ſhall unbolt the Gates. 
Trot. Trouble him not» 
To Bed, to Bed— fleep ſeal thoſe pretty Eyes, 
And give a ſoft Attachment te thy Senſes, 
As Infants empty of all thought. 

Cre. Good-morrow then. 

Troi, I pr'ythee now to Bed. 

Cre. Are you a-weary of me? 

Troi O Creſſida ! but that the buſy Day * c 
Wak'd by the Lark, has rous'd the Ribald Crows, 
And dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer, 

I would not from thee. | | 


[ Exeund, 


Cre. Night hath been too brief. [ſtays, 

Troi. Be ſhrew the Witch! with venomous wichts ts 
As hideouſly as Hell; but flies the graſps of Love, 
With Wings more momentary, ſwifter than Thought: 
You will catch cold, and curſe me. wy 

Cre, Prithee tarry—you Men will never ta 
O fooliſh Creſida— I might have fill held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark, there's one up. 

Pan. within.) What's all the Doors open here? 

Troi. It is your Uncle. 

Enter Pandarus. | 

Cre. A Peſtilenee on him; now will he be mockingz 
I ſhall have ſuch a Life — 316 
Pan, 
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Pan. Ho now, how now? how go Maiden-heads } 
Hear, you Maid; where's my Couſin Cyeſid ? 

Cre. Go hang your ſelf, you naughty mocking Uncle x 
You bring me todo——and then you flout me too. | 

Pan. To do what? to do what? let her ſay, what: 
What have I brought you to do? 

Cre. Come, come, beſhrew your Heart; you'll ne'er 
be good; nor ſuffer others, | 

Pan. Ha, ba! alas poor Wretchy a poor Chipochia, 
haſt not ſlept to Night? Would he not (a naughty Man) 
let it leep; a Bug-beartake him. {One knocks. 

Cre, Did I not tell you — Would he were knock'd i'th* 
Head. Who's that at Door ?—Good Uncle go and ſee 
My Lord, come you again into my Chamber :— + 
You ſmile and mock me, as if I meant aaughtily, 

Troi, Ha, ha— * — a 

Cre, Come, you are deceiy'd, I think of no ſuch thing. 
How earneſtly they knock—Pray you come in, ¶ Knock. 
I would not for half Troy have you ſeen here. | Exeunt; 

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter ? will you beat 
down the Door? How now ? what's the matter 

Enter ffneas. | 
Ene. Good-Morrow Lord, good-Morrow. 

Pan, Who's there, my Lord Zneas? by my troth, 1 
knew you not; What News with you ſo early: 

ne. Is not Prince Troilas here? 

Pan, Here! what ſhould he do here? 

Ene. Come, he is here, my Lord, do not deny him: 
It doth import him much to ſpeak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, ſay you? tis more than I know, I'll 
be (worn; for my own part, I eame late: What ſhould 
he do here? N | 

ne. Who—nay, then:—Come, come, you'll do him 
wrong, ere y'are aware: You'll be ſo true to him, to be 
falſe to him: Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
him hither, go. . 

Enter Troilus, 

Troi. How now? what's the matter? 

Ane. My Lord, I ſcarce have leiſure to ſalute you; 
My matter is ſo harſh : There is at hand, = 

CTY 4 Paris 
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Paris your Broth: „ind Dei bb, 1 En z Deen M 
The Grecian Biamede, und Gur Anthen r If 
Deliver'd to us, and for him forthwith] n D 
Ere the firſt Sacrifice, within this Hour. Bi 
We muſt give up to Diomedes Hand” Is 
The Lady Cale. 0 009% It 0? egaics Us ge D 


Troi. Is it concluded ſo? mT | 
Ane. By Priam, and the 1 of Trey; 
Y — 


They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Tei. How many Atchievements mock me! Ct 

I will go meet them; and my Lord Zneas, f 
' We met by chance, you did not find me here. | 
Ene. Good, goed, my Lord; the fecrets of Nature | 

Have not more Gift in taciurnity; © ÜExeunt. 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. Ol 
pan. Is't poſſible ? no fooner got, but loſt: The Devil Ce 
take Anthenor; the young Prince will go mad: A Plague Te 
upon Anthenor; 1 would they had broke's Neck. An 
Cre. How now ? what's the matter? who was here? | 
Pan. Ah, ah! ne HIS, Tl 
Cre, Why ſigh you fo profoundly? where's my Lord? An 
gone? Tell me, ſweet Uncle, what's the matter? Th 
Pan, Would I were as deep under the Earth, as lam * A; 
above. | : ds HTO WW WOUDCE 4 .*Q* 1 
(Cre. O the Gods! what's the matter? An 


Pan. Prithee get thee'in ; would thou had'ſt ne'er Ple 
been born : I knew thou would'ſt be his Death. O poor 
Gentleman! A Plague upon Anthenoer. . 

Cre. Good Uncle, Ibeſeech you, on my Knees, I be- 
ſeech you what's the matter? ey 

Pan, Thou muſt he gone, Wench, thou muſt be gone: 
thou art chang'd for Anthenor; thou muſt go to thy Fa. 
ther, and be gone from Troihus : Twi! be his Death; 
*twill be his bane; he cannot bear it. 1 

Cre. O ye immortal Gods! I will not go. 

Pan. Thou muſt. 4H BEOS *. 

Cre. 1 will not, Uncle: I have forgot my Father. | 
1 know ng, touch of Confanguinity: oo 009 « 
No AEST no BINS, uo 8085 ſo near me 
As the ſweet Troilus ; O you Gods divine? 
0 Make 


b 
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Make Creſſid's name the very Crown of Falſhood, _ 
If ever ſhe leave Troilus: Time and Death, "Ss 
Do to this Body what, extremity you can ; 

But the ſtrong Baſe and building of my Leve 

Is, as the very centre of the Earth, _ 

Drawing all things to it. I will go in and Weep. 
Pan. Do, do. N 
Cre. Jour my bright Hair, and ſcratch my praiſed 

eeks, 2 X 

Crack my clear Voice with Sobs, and break my Heart 

With ſounding Troilus, I will not go from Troy. [ Exit, 
Euter Paris, Troilus, Aneas, Deipbobus, Anthenor, 
| | and Diomedes. 
par. It is great Morning, and the Hour prefixt 

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 

Comes-f:ft upon: Geod my Rother Toilus, 

Tell you the Lady what ſhe is to do, 

And haſte her to the purpoſe. - 

Troi. Walk into her Houſe : 

I'll bring her to the Grecian preſently; 

And to his Hani when I deliver her, 

Think it an Altar, and tby Brother Troilus, 


A Prieſt, there offering to it his Heart. 


Par, I know what *tis to love, 
And would, as I ſhall pity, I could help. &: 
Pleaſe you walk in, my Lords. [Exennt, 
_ Enter Pandarus and Creſlida, 
Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cre. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The Grief is fine, full perfect that I taſte, 
And no leſs in a Senſe as ſtrong, as that 
Which cauſeth it. How. can I moderate it? 
If I could temporize with my Affection, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder Palate, 
The like Allayment could I give my Grief; 
My Love admits no qualifying Croſs, 
Enter Troilus. 
No more my Grief in ſuch a precious Loſs. 
Pan. Here, here, here he comes, -a ſweet Duck—- 
Cre. O Troilts, Troilus ! y a 
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Pan, What a Pair of Spectacles is bere! let me em- 
brace too : Oh Heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O Heart, 
heavy Heart, why fitteſt thou withont breaking > where 
he anſwers again; Becauſe thou can'ſt not eaſe thy 
ſmart by Friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking ;. there was never 
a truer Rime ; let us caft away nothing, for we may 
live to have need of ſucha Verſe; we ſee it, we ſee 
it: How now, Lambs? 

Troi. Creſjida, I love thee in ſo ſtrange a Purity, 
That the bleſt Gods, as angry with my Fancy | 
More bright in Zeal, than the Devotion which 
Cold Lips blow to their Deities, take thee from me, 

Cre, Have the Gods Envy ? 

Pan, Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay, 'tis too plain a Caſe, 

Cre. And is it true, that I muſt go from Troy? 

Troi. A hateful Truth. 

Cre. What, and from Troilus too 

Tyoi. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cre. Is it poſlible? - A” 

Troi. And ſuddenly : While injury of Chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juſtles roughly by 
All time of pauſe, —— beguiles our Lips 
Of all rejoyndure: forcibly prevents 


Our lock'd Embrafures ; ſtrangles our dear Vows, - 


Even in the Birth of our own labouriag Breath. 
We two, that with ſo many thouſand Sighs 
Did buy each other, muſt poorly ſell our ſelves, 
With the rude brevity and diſcharge of one; 
Injurious time, now, with a Robber's haſte, 
Crams his rich Thiey'ry up, he knows not how. 
As many farewels, as be Stars in Heaven, 
With diſtin& Breath, and conſign'd Kiſſes to them, 
He fumbles up all in one looſe adieu; x 
And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſh'd Kiſs, 
Diftaſted with the Salt of broken Tears. 
Zneas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready? 
Troi. Hark, you are call'd, Some fay, the Genius ſe 
Cries, Come, to him that inſtantly muſt die. 
Bid them have Patience; ſhe ſhall come anon. 1 
. 45. 


. 
2 
J 
| 
; 


Trowvs/dCreSSiDaA 67 
pan. Where are my Tears? Rain to lay this Wind, 
Or my heart will be blown up by the Root. | 
Cre. I muſt then to the Greczans ? 
Troi. No remedy, 
Cre. A woful Creſid, 'movgft the merry Greeks. 
Troi. When ſhall we ſee again? | up 
Hear me, my Love, be thou but true of Heart 
Cre. I true? how now ? what wicked deem is this } 
Troi. Nay, we muſt uſe Expoſtulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us 
I ſpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 
For I will throw my Glove to Death himſelf, 
That there's no maculation in thy Heart; 
But be thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 
My ſequent Proteſtation: Be thou true, 
And I will ſee thee, : 
Cre. O you ſhall be expos'd, my Lord, to dangers 
As infinite, as imminent: But I'll be true, | 
Troj, And I'll grow Friend with danger: 
Wear this Sleeve. | 
Cre. And you this Glove, 
When ſhall I ſee you? | | 
Troi. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 
To give thee nightly Viſitation, 
But yet be true. 
Cre, O Heav'ns! be true again. 
Troi. Hear while I ſpeak it, Love: 
The Grecian Youths are full of ſubtile Qualities, | 
They're loving, well compo#d, with gift of Nature, 
_ and ſwelling o'er with Arts and Exerciſe; 
How Novelties may move, and Parts with Perſon 
Alas, a kind of godly Jealouſie, | 
Which I beſeech you, call a' virtuous Sin, 
Makes me afraid.  - | 
Cre. O Heay*ns, you love me-not ! 


Troi. Die I a villain then: 2 " 


In this 1 do not call your Faith in queſtion 

So manly as my Merit: I cannot ſing, 

Nor heel the high Lavolt; nor ſweeten Talk ; 

Nor play at ſubtle Games; fair Virtues all 1 
0 
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To which the Grecians are moſt prompt and pregnant: 
But I can tell, that in each Grace of theſe, 

There lurks a ſtill and dumb · diſcourſive Devil 
That tempts moſt cunningly : But dane tewpred, 
Cre. Do not think I will. + 

Trei. No, butſomething may bedone that we will not: 
And ſometimes we are Devils to our ſelves, 
4 we attempt the — of our Powers, IT 

re — theie changeful potency. -_ 
£Eneas within. Nay, — my Lord. 

Troi. Come. kiſs, and let us part. 

Paris within, Brother Trails. 

Troi. Good Brother, come you hither, 

And bring Ancas and the Grecian with you. 

Cre. My Lord, will you be true ? 

Trei, Who 1? Alas, i it is my Vice, my Fault : 
While others fiſh with Craft for great Opinion, 
I, with great truth, catch mere Simplicity: 

While ſome with cunning gild their Copper Crowne, 

With truth and plainneſs I do4vear mine bare: 
Enter Eneas, Paris, and Diomedes. 

Fear not my Truth; the Moral of my Wit 

Is plain and-true, there's all the reach of it. 

Welcome, Sir Dismede, here is the Lady, 

Which for Anthener we deliver you. - 

At the Port, (Lord) I'll give her to thy Uand, 


And by the way poſſeſs thee what ſhe is. 


Entreas her fair, and by my Soul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 


Name Creſſid, and thy Life ſhall be as faſe — 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Diem. Fa Lady Creſſia, ; A 
So pleaſe you, hoe the Thanks this Prince ebene Ant 
The luſtre in your Eye, Heav'n in your Cheek, Givi 
ANeads your fair uſage, and to Diomede - Thc 
You ſhall be Miſtre , and command him wholly. May 
k Troi. Grecian, — doſt not uſe me courteouſly, And 
To —_ the Seal of my Petition toward thee 4 

her, I tell t e, Lord of Greece, No 


is as far high · ſoaring o'er thy Praiſes, 4 


$ 


Ene. Yea, with a Bridegroom's freſh alacrity 
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As thou unworthy to be call'd her Seryant: 
1 charge thee uſe her well, even for my Charge: 
for by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doſt not, 
(Tho” the great bulk Achilles be thy Guard) 
ln cut thy Throat. 
Diem, Oh be not moy'd, Prince Troilus; 
Lei me be -privileg'd by my Place and Meſſage, 
To be'a Speaker free : When I am hence, 12 
I'll anſwer to ny Luft ; And know, my Lord. 
I'll nothing do on charge; to her own worth 
She ſhall be priz'd : But that you ſay, 'be't ſo: 
I'll ſpeak it in my Spirit and Honour No. 

Troi, Come to the Pore—— I'll tell thee, Diomede, 
This Brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy Head: 
Lady, give me your Hand- and as we walk, 
To our own ſelves bend we our needful Talk. 

| [Sound Trumpet. 


Par, Hark, Hector Trumpet! 
Ene. How have we ſpent this Morning? 

The Prince muſt thiak me tardy and remiſs, 

That ſwore to ride before him in the Field. 
Par, 'Tis Troilus' fault. Come, come to Field with him. 
Dio, Let us make ready ſtraight. 


Let us addreſs to tend on He#or's Heels: 
The Glory of our Troy doth this day lye 3 
On his fair Worth, and ſingle Chivalry, [ Exeunt. "2 


SCENE II. The GrecianCamp. © 


Enter Ajax armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus; 
Menelius, Ulyſſes, Neftor, Calchas, cc. 


Aga. Here art thou in 2 freln and fair, 
Anticipating Time. With arting Courage, e 


0 ids. th. 
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Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax, that th* appalled Air 
May pierce the Head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him kither, 
Ajax, Thou Trumpet, there's my Purſe ; 
Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit thy Brazen 9 


— 
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Blow Villain, till thy ſphered bias Cheek 

Out-ſwell the Cholick of puft Aquilon : 2 
Come ftretch thy Cheſt, and let thine Eyes ſpout Blood; 8 


. 


Thou bloweſt for Hector. 


Uly/. No Trumpet anſwers. ＋ 
Achil. Tis but early days. U 
Enter Diomede and Cveſſida, C 

Ata. Ist not young Diomede with Calchas' Daughter? | 7/ 
Ulyſ. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his Gate Wh 
He riſes on his Tee; that Spirit of his | 2 
In Aſpiration lifts him from the Earth. U 
Aga. Is this the Lady Creſſida? D 
Dia. Even ſhe, | | | N 


| \ Aga. M. ſt dearly welcome to the Greeks, ſweet Lady, 
Neſt. Our General doth ſalute you with a Kiſs. FF - 
Uly/: Yet is your Kindneſs but particular; twere he 

better (ſhe were kiſt in general. os nad 
Neſt. And very courtly Counſel :, I'll begin. So much ate 
for Neſtor. | he 01. 23 
Achil. II take that Winter from your Lips; fais The 


| Lady, Achilles bids you welcome. And 
| Men, I had good Argument for kiſſing once. To 
Patr. But that's no Argument for ki now, For 

For thus pop'd Paris in his Hardiment. | And 


Uly/. Oh deadly Gall, and theme of all our Scorns, Pr 
For which we loſe our Heads to gi'd bis Horns, 


Patr. The firſt was Menelaus' kiſs, —this mine— * 
Patroclus kiſſes you. Wi A 
Men. O this trim. . 6 To | 
Patr. Paris and I kiſs eyermore for him. | AV 
Alen. I'll have my Kiſs, Sir: Lady, by your leave. Sha] 
Cre. In kiſſing do you render or receive? Pur! 
Patr. Both take and give. By a 
Cre. I'll make my match to give, | . Heck 
The kiſsyou take is better than you give, therefore no kiſs, 4 
Men, I'll give you boot, 1'll give you three for one. A 
Cre, You'rean odd Man, give even, or give none. A 
Men, An odd Man, Lady ? every Man is odd, 4 
Cre, No, Paris is not; for you know tis true, The 
That you are odd, and he is even with you, A 


* 


Men. 
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Men, You fillip me o'th' head. 
Cre. No, III be ſworn, 
Uly/. It were no match, your Nail againſt his Hora: 
May I, ſweet Lady, beg a kiſs of you! | 
Cre. You may. 
Ulyſſ. 1 do deſixe it. 
Cre. Why. beg then. 2 
U. Why then, for Venus ſake give me a kiſs: 
When Helen is a Maid again, and hi 
Cre, I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due. 
Uly/. Never's my day, and then a Kiſs of you. 
Dio. Lady, a word --» 1']] _ you to your Father-- 
Neſt. A Woman of quick Senſe. 
_ [Diomedes leads out Creſſida, then returns, 
Ny. Fie, fie upon her: 
There's Language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip: 
Nay, her foot ſpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her Body: 
Oh, theſe Encounters are ſo glib of Tongue, 
They give a coaſting welcome ere it comes : 
And wide unclaſp the Tables of their Thoughts, 
To ev'ry tickling Reader : Set them down, 
For ſluttiſn ſpoils of Opportunity, 
And Daughters of the Game, {rendants. 
Enter Hector, Paris, Troilus, Eneas, Helenus and At- 
All. The Trojans Trumpet. 
Aga. Yonder comes the Troop. 1 
Ene. Hail all you ſtate of Greece ; what ſhall be done 
To him that Victory commands? or do you purpoſe 
A Victor ſhall be known? Will you, the Knights, 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Purſue each other, or ſhall be divided 
By any Voice, or order of the Field? 
Hector bad ask. 
Aga. Which way would Hector have it? 
Zne, He cares not, he'll obey Conditions. 
Aga, 'Yis done like Hector, but ſecurely done, 
A lictle proudly, and great deal diſprizing 
The Knight oppos'd. | 
Ens. If not Achilles, Sir, what is your Name 
| : Achil. 
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Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. * 1 i 
Ane, Therefore Achilles ; but whate' er, know this 


Is the vey of great and Mete: 
+ Valour and Pride excel themſelves in Hector; 


The one almoſt as infinite as all, 


The other blank as nothing; weigh him well; 
And that which looks like Pride, is Curteſie; 


This Ajax is half made of Hef#or's Blood, 

In Love whereof half Herter ſtays at home; 

Half Heart, half Hand, half Hector comes to ſrek 

This blended" Knight, balf Trojan and half Greek, 
Achil. A Maiden Battle then? O, I perceive you. 
Aga. Here is Sir Diomede: Go, gentle Knight, 

Stand by our Ajax; as you and Lord Zxes5 

Conſent upon the order of their Fight, 

So de it; either to the uttermoſt, 

Or elſe a breach, the Combatants being kin, 

Half ſtints their ftrife before their ſtrokes begin. 
Uly/. They are oppos'd already. | | 

Ajax. What Trojan is that ſame that looks ſo heavy: 

L/ The youngeſt Sen of Priam, _ 

And a true Knight; they call him Troilus; 

Not yet mature, yet matchleſs, firm of Word, 

Speaking in Deeds, and deedleſs in bis Tongue; 


Not ſoon provoł d, nor being proyok'd ſoon calm'd.. , 


His Heart and Hand both open, and both free; 
For what he has he gives, what thinks he ſhews; 


Yet gives he not till Judgment guide his Bounty, 


Nor dignifies an impair Thought with Breath ; 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous, 

For Hector in his blaze of Wrath ſubſcribes 
To tender Objects; but he in beat of Action 
Is more vindicative than jealous Love. 
They call him Troilus, and on him eret 

A ſecord hope, as fairly built as Hector. +4 
Thus ſays Zneas, one that knows the Youth, 


Even to his Inches: and with private Soul, 


Did in great lion thus tranflate him to me. ¶ Alarum. 
Aga. They are in Action. Hector and Ajax fight, 
Neſt. Now Ajax, bel thine own. 
Troi. Hector, thou ſleep'ſt; awake thee, | 

* * | Aga. 
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As ſeld I ave the chance; 3 deſire 
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Aga. His B eee, thers Aar. 
— — 
Dio. vou muſi no: more. 


Ane Princes, enough, lo pleaſe you. w 
Ajax..l am not wm yet, let us fight again. 
Dio. As Hector pleaſes. ö 

Heck. Why then, will no more ; 


Thou ar-, great Lord, my Father's: Siſter” „Sea, 
A Couſin German to great Priam's Seed: 
The. obligation of our Blood forbids: 


Emulation twirt us twain; 


Were thy Commixion Greek: and Trojan ſos 

That thou could'ſt ſay, this Hand is — all, 

And this is Trojan; the Sinews of this Leg 5 
All Greek, and this all. Try : My Mother's B'ood: 
Runs on the dexter Cheek, and this Siniſter 
Bounds in my Father's ;- By Fove multipotent, 

Thou ſhauld'ſt not bear from me a. Greeliſi Member 
Wherein my Sword had not impreſſure made l 

Of our rank feud; but the juſt Gods gainſar, 

That any drop thou borrow ſt from — Mother, 


ſacred Aunt, ſhould by — 2 


* Be drain'd, Let me embrace thee; Hax: 
By him that Thunders, thou haſt luſty Arms 
Hettor would hive them fall upon him th 
Couſin, all honour to thee. 


Aiax. I thank thee, Heclor“ 


Thou art too gentle, and too free a Man: 
I came to kil 
A great addition earned in thy Death. 


thee, Couſi n, and bear hence 


Hect. Not Neoptolemus ſo mirable, 


On whoſe 9 Creſt; Fame with her loud'ſt O yes, 
Cries, this is 
A thought of added Honour torn from Hecter. 


e, could promiſe to himſelf 
Ane. There is expectance here from both th: aides: 


V hat further you will do; 


Hect. We'll anfwer it: 


The iſſue is Embracement : Aix, farewl. 


4jax, If 1 might in Entreaties find ſucceſs, 
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My fimous Conſin to our Grecian Tents, N 

Dio. Tis Agamemnon's wiſh, and great Achilles T 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the yaliant Hector. L 

Hect. neas, call my Brother Troilus to me: A 
And ſignifie this loving Interview 1 W 
To the expectors of our Trojan part: _ | G, 1. 
Deſire them home. Give me thy Hand, my Couſis: By 


I will go eat with thee, and ſee your Knights. 1. 
Agamemnon and the reſt of the Greeks come forward. * 
Hax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. By 
Hect. The worthieſt of them tell me name by name; Ne 

But for Achilles, mine own ſearching Eyes gp In 

Shall find him by his large and portly ſiaze. FF 
Aga. Worthy of Arms, as welcome as te one 7 

That would be rid of ſuch an Ener Th 

But that's.no welcome: Underftand more clear, Mo 

What's paſt and what's to come, is firew'd with husks * 

And formleſs ruin of Oblivion * 

But fn this extant moment. faith and trotb, p 

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias drawing 1 

Bids thee with moſt divine Integrity, W Mor 

From Heart of very Heart, great Hector, welcome. 0 
Hect. I thank thee, moſt Imperious Hamemnon. wi, 
Aga. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy, no " to you. 55 

. ID Txdil. 5 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brother's Greeting, — 

You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. In 1 
Hect Whom muſt we anſwer? | | Ul 
Ene. The Noble Menelaus. be” | My! 
Hect. O- you my Lord---by Mars his Gauntlet thanks. Fe 

Mock not, that Tiffe& rivantraded Oath, _ > * 

Your quam Wife [Wears ſtill by Venus Glove, Muſt 

She's well, but bad me not commend her to you. „ 5: 
Men. Name her not now,. Sir, ſhe's a deadly Theme; Ther 

Hef. O pardon— _ offend, r 2 Thes 
eſt, have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft | Eo 

Labouring for Deſtiny, make cxuel way _ And 


Through ranks of Greekiſh Youth; and I have feen thee; Wille 
As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygian Steed. 
And ſeen thee. icouring Forfeits and Subdugments, _ 
When thou haſt hung thy advanc'd Sword T'th* Air, 

wo 2 Not 
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Not letting it decline on the declined: _ 
That I have ſaid unto my Standers-by, 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder dealing Life. 
And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy Breath, 
When that a Ring of Greeks have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling. Thus I have ſeen, _ 
But this thy Countenance, ſtill lock'd in Steel, 
I never ſaw 'till now. I knew thy Grandſire, 
and onde forght with him; he was a Soldier good. 
But by great Mats, the Captain of us all, | 
Never like thee. Let an old Man embrace thee, _ 
-And, worthy Warrior, welcome to our Tents, 
Ene. Tis the old Neſtor, _ as «oh 
Hef, Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walk'd Hand in Hand with Time, 
Moſt reverend Neſtor, I am glad to claſp tber. 
Neft.I would my Arms could match thee in Contention, 
As they contend with thee in Courteſie. 
Heck. I would they could. edu 
Neft. Ha? by this white Beard I'd fight with thee to - , 
Morrow, Well, welcome, welcome; I have ſeen the ume. 
Ulyſ. I wonder now how yonder City ſtands + 
When we have here the Baſe and Pillar by us. 
Hef, 1 know your Favour, Lord Ulyſſes, well. 
Ah, Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firſt I aw your ſelf and Diomeds AACR Fs 
In 1lion, on your Greekiſh Embaſſie. TN” 2 
Ulyſ. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue, _ - 
My Propheſie is but half his Journey yet, X 
For yonder Walls that partly front your TW aa 
Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſs the Clouds, 
Muſt kiſs their own Feet. | R * 
Heck. I muſt not believe you: | 
There they ſtand yet; and modeſtly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian Stone will coſt 
A drop of Grecian Blood; the end crowns all, 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one Day end it, 3 
Uly/. So to him we leave it. | 
Moſt gentle, and moft valiant Heifor, welcome; 
e a a D 2 After 
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After the General, 1 ps you nexe 
To feaſt with me, and mY * MY Tent. _ | 
Achil. 1 ſhall foreſtal thee, Lord, Uſes, thous | 
Now Hector, L have fed mine E. es, on thee, 
1 have with,exz&. view peru: thee, Reber. | 
And quoted joint by joint. 
Hect. Is this Achilles: 
Achil, L am Achilles. 
Habt. Stand fair, I prithee, ler me les ths? 
Arbil. Behold, thy fill. 
Heck. Nay, 1 have done already. 

Achil. Thou art toa brief, Tanin Masi 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb. 

Hect. O, like a Book of Sport thou'lt.read me o er: 
But there's more in me than thou underſtand? ſt; ... 

'W by doſt thou ſo oppreſs me with thine Eye? 

Achil. Tell me, ycu Heav'ns, in which . his Body 
Shall Ideſtroy him? Whether there, or there. or there, e 
That I may give tha Jocal Wounda name. 

And make diſtin& the very, breach, . where-out 
Hector's great Spirit flew, Anſwer me, Heav'ns. 
Hef. It would diſcredit the bleſt. Gods, da Man, 
To anſwer fucha Queſtion: Stand 454 | 

Think'ſt thou to catch my Liſe ſo p 

As to prenomisate in- nice , 

Where thou wilt bit, me dead. 

Achil. I tell thee, yes. 

Hetf, Wert thou the Oracle, to tell me ſo. 

Id, not believe thęe: Heneeforth guard, thee . 
For III not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 
But oy ih: 4 — ſtythied Mars his Helm, 

* hee svefy where, yea oer and, ole Hig " 

u le Grecians, pardon me this 
ogg Inſolence draws Folly from my. Lip | 
But t'll endeayour Deeds to match thele Words, 

Or may | never 

Ajax. Do not chafe-thee, Couſin; 
And you, Mchillei, let theſe threats alone 
*Till accident or purpoſe bring you to't, 


I Tu way have ev'ry * * of Hectar, 
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It you have Stomach, Thergeneral state, I 
Can ſcarce intreat you to be odd with kim, 


fear, - 


Het. I pray you, ler us ſee you in'the Field, 
We haye had ,pelting Wars ſince you refus d 


The Grecian's Cauſe. 
Achil. Doſt thou intreat me, Hecker? 
To Morrow do I 'meetthee, fell as Death,” 
To Night, all Friends, | 
'Heft, Thy Hand upon that Wartet 


Ata. Firſt, all you Peers of Greece go tomy Tent, 


Thete in the ful! convive you; afterwards, 
As Hector's Leiſute, and your Bounties ſhall 
Concur together, ſeverally intreat him. 


Beat loud the Taborins, tet the Trumpets blow; 


That this great Soldier may hiswelcome know. 
Ma nent Troilus ami Ulyffes. 


oor en. 


Troi. My Lord Diſſes tell me, 1 beſeeeh you, 


Ia what pl ace 'of 'the 


ield doth Calthas keep? 


Uly/. At Menelaus Tent, moſt Prineely Dollar; 


There Diomede doth feaſt with him to Night; 
Who neither looks on Heaven nor on Earth, 


But gives all gage and bent of amorous view 


On the fair G . 


Troi. Shall I, Iweet Lord, 'be bennd 0c mee ſo much, 


After you part from Agumemnon's Tem, 
To bring me thither? 

Ulyſ. You fhall command me, sir: 
As gently tell me, of What Honour Was 


This Oreſſida in Troy; had ſhe no Lover there, | 


That wails her abſence ? 


Tro. O Sir, to ſuch as gras 
A mock is due: Will you Walk on, my Lerd? 0% 


She was beloy'd, ſhe loy'd; ſhe às, and doth. 


But Rill, Hyver Love is Food for Fortune” s 1 


W | 
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"ACT: WV. SCENE 1 


5 c E N 1 wel, Achilles's Tens in the Grecian 
| Camp. | 
nur Achilles and ech 


Achil. Ju heat his. Blood with Greekiſh Wineto Night, 
W bich with my Scimitar 11 "MK 10 morrow. 
a Tae let us Feaſt him to the heigl 6. 5 
am. eng comes Therſites. — 
Enter Therſites. 

0 Arbil. How. now, thou core of Envy ?. _ 

I bou cruſty batch of Nature,. what's the News? a 

I)ber. Why, thou Picture of what thou ſeem'ſt, and Idol 

"= Idiot - worſhippers, here's a Letter for thee, 

Achil. From whence, Fragment? 

+ Ther. Why, thou full diſh of Fool, from Troy... | 
Pair, Who keeps the Tent now?: | 
Ther, The Surgeon's Box, or the Patient's Wound, 
Patr, Well Said, Adverſity; = what need theſe Tricks? 
- Ther, Prithee be ſilent, Boy, I profit not by thy n. 

Thon art thougkt to be Achilles's Male-Varlet. 
Patt. Male-Varlet, you Rague? What's that? 
Ir. Why, his maſculine W hore. Now the rotted Diſ. 
eaſes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptu res, Catarrhs, Joags 

-o Graveli'ch' Backs, Lethargies, cold Palfies, and the like, 

take and take again ſuch pre pe ſterous Diſcoveries, 

Patr. Why, thou damnable Box of Bare! deu. Fat 
meit'ſt thou to Curſe thus? | 

Ther. Do I curlſe'thee? 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous Butt, you whoreſon 
indiſtinguiſhable, Cur, ., | 

Ther, No? Why art thou then exaſperate, thou. idle 
immatterial Skein of ſley'd Silk: thou green Sarcenet 
flap for a ſore Eye; thou Taſſel of a Prodigal's purſe, 
thou ? Ah, how the poor World is peſtred with ſuch Wa- 
ter-flies, diminutives of Nause. 

Patr. Out Gall?“ 

Ther, Finch Egg! g 


9 
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Achil. My ſweet Patroclus, I am thwarte I quite 


From my great purpoſe in to morrow's Battel;——- — 


Here is a Letter ffom Queen Hecaba, 2 
A Token from her Daughter, my fair Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 2 
An Oath that 1 have ſworn. I will not break it, 
Fall Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ſtay, 
My major Vow lyes here; this I'“ obey. | 
Come, come, Therſites, help to trim my Tent, ' 
This Night in Banqueting muſt all be ſpent. 
Away, Patroclus. © 105 Exit. 
Ther. with too much Blood, and too little Brain, theſe 
two may run mad: But if with too much Brain, and too 
little Blood, they do, 1']1 be a Curer of Mad- men. Here's 
Agamempaon,an honeſt Fellow enough, and one that loves 
Quails, but he hath not ſo much Braia as Ear-wax; and 
the good Transformation of Fupiter there his Brother, 
the Bull, the primitive Statue, and oblique Memorial of 
Cuckolds, 'a © thrifty ſnooing-horn in a Chain, hanging 
at his. Brother's Leg; to what Form, but that he ie, 
ſtould Wit larded with Malice, and Malice forced 
with Wit turn him to? to an Aſs were nothing, he is 
both Aſs and Ox; to an Ox were nothing, he is both 
Ox and Aſs; to bea Dog, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a 


* 5 
* 


+ Toad, a Lizard, an Owl, a Puttock, or a Herring 


without a Roe, I would not care: But to be Menelaus, 
I would conſpire againſt Deſtiny. Ask me not what I 
would be, if I were not Therſites; for I gare not to be 
the Lowſe of a Lazar, ſo I were not. Menelaus. Holy - 

day, Spirits and Fires. TY Nas 
Enter Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, and 
Diomede, with Lights. | 


a 


© Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 


Ajax. No, yonder 'tis, there where we ſee the light. 
Hect. I trouble you. 007 e 71. £4 
Ajax, No, not a whit. < 
— Euter Achilles. E 
Uly/. Here comes himſelf to guide you. | 
Achil, Welcome brave Hector, welcome Princes all, 
Aga. So now fair Prince of Troy, I bid good Night, 


Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you. 


D 4 HeF, 


n 1907 6g! 


% Tx9 2 . 
Hect. Thanks, and goo the Grees: 
1323 y 


e 


— Draught—ſweer.. quoth a—ſmect; Sink, 


Acbit.” Go PE We; A wel 5 x once, to 
ws 11 ry. 8 Kann bar | 
Aga Goad'Ni 
Atchil. Old Neſtor , art I ON "TY mel. 
ect qr Company an hour or two. 
888 6 18 Grinor, Lord, I have. important. Bi eg, 
The tide whereof is now ; u. Bos we 
Heck. Give me your Hand, - 
UI Follow his Torch + he goes to Calchs” Tent, 


cep youTompariy. - ren 
Troi Sweet Sir, you honour me. 5 b 0 
Hect. And. fo good Night. 3 
Achil Come, come, enter my Tent, ee 


"Ther. That fame Diomedi's 2falſe ens ene, moſt 


un juſt Knave: Iwill no more truſt dim w en he leers, 


than I will 2 Serpent when he hifles: He will Tpeca his 

* und Promiſe, like Brabler the Hound; but when 
performs,” Aſtronomets foretel it, that x is prod | 

8 will eomèe fome change: The Sun bord we of | 

the Moen, when Diomede keep his Word Twill x {oy 

leave to ſee. Heftor, than not, to dog. 

he keeps a Trojan Drab, and uſeb t Na 


ratot 
continent Vailow:” * 


sc EN E N. hrs m. 

reer Diomede. 1 
Dis. What are Jom up here, ho? an 
Cal. Who calls? '? 


Dio, Diomede; Calchas, Ithink ; where's y out 
Cal. She comes to you. gs 


Enter Troilus and Ulyſſes, after bm ene, 
r 


Uly/. Stand where the Torch not diſcovex u 
Enter Creſt? 6 
Tis Lge come forth to m! on +494 wo? vt 
Dio, 


his Tent. 1] « dene but — all in- 


- 
2 - 


Ut E 


- 
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Cre. Now my | akon _ d! Wen 


055 She will — .any Nan at Arn Kake. 

| Ther. And any Maninay e e 
lite: ſhe's noted. | 

Dio. Will you remember? | id 

Cre. Remember? yes : 

Dio. Nay, — ie ers- cope 
with your words. va 

Tr0j, What ſhould ſhe remember 

Uly/. Liſt. 

Gre. Sweet, ere rempe mee more fol: 

Ther. Roguery= 

Dio. Nay 2 then. das "el 

* _ vou hat. 223 5 

io, Fo, fa, come tell a vou erer 11 

Cre. In faith I cannot: i, pores ein me do 4 a 

Ther. Rijugling Trick, to be ſecretly pen 
Dio. What did you ſwear you would beſtow on me 

Oe. I prithee do not hold me:to n > 7g 


Bid me do any thing a: aan 20 
Dio. Good Nig aht. Masten ast OS + 
Toi. Hold, Patignce— „ way 22) 02 avest 
5550 How. now, Nef J. an 242% 4 

. Diomede, | me T eig 


Dio. No, no, good Ni kt: wren 
Toi. Thy better mu 

Cre. Hark, one word in your EA. 

Troi. O Plague and Madneſs! _ 

Uly/. You are mov'd;Prinee; ecurdepart Lay you} - 
Leſt your diſp e thould enlarge it elf 0 ill 
= . — terms: this! — — W A&I 

wang oht deadly: 1beſeech you g: 
TR ehold, 1 pray you-rnrny1 451103 2 AB 
vente Fangen — — eule hm, 

97 eat di * — — nd > 

4 roi T <3! 


Ds You have x not - | bu, Ware Tt 


Trii 
. Ds - 2 


, 


* 


82 TroiLus and CRESSI 
Troil 15 pray you Ha 5 Hell, za kel re. 


1710 not ſpeak a word. N ern id 
Dio. And ſs good Night. ric: ret WW ny 3 
Cre. Nay, na you part in a 


n 
s ieve hee? ner. wierd end? 


? 


| Uly/. Whvyy- 0 now, Lord > - on Y6t: Hf 


Tyros, BY Jou, 1 will be patient. rf * 00 Ta 
Cre. Guardian hy, Greek—— — 12 
Dio. Fo, fo, adieu, you pa lter. 
Cre. In Faith, Ido not: Rania 


Ulyſ. den ene 7 Lord, a: ſomething ; an vougo? 2 


Tou will break out. 


Trei. She ſtroaks bis Chek. e 


UN Come, comer. 
FTroi. Nay, tay; by Jove, I will not pra a word, 


There is between my Will, and all-Offences,- | 


A guard of Patience, ſtay a little while. 

Ther. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump. and 
Po tato Finger, ticktesth 1 r fry. 

Dio. But will you then? Nn 

Cre. In Faith 1 will come; never truſt meelſe. 

Dio. Give me ſome token for the "_ wh it, 

Cre, I'll feteh jd ne. n 

Ulyſ. Nou have ſworn patience,” | 

Troi. Fear me not, ſweet Lord, e bus 
L will not be my ſelf, nor have cognition | W ov 
e I feel: | am all Patience, 8 ion 

21 21 25% Enter Creſlida, 7 0 Yd 


*. 


Ther. Now bs Pledge, now, now, now. ; Te” 
Cre. Here Diomede, keep this Sleeve. 6 
Troi. O Beauty ! GNI Faitb? | TY 
Ly, My: Lord. Lv, 


Troi. 1 will be patient, outwardly Iwill. 

Cre. You look upon that Sleeve; behold it well . 
eee — (C 
Dio. Whoſe was't? ; e2tg2'c 
Cre. It is no matter now I have't again. U * £19 
J will not meet with you tomorrow Nights: Av 
J prithee, Diomede, viſit me .no[more,” (+1536) ll” 


7 h. r. Now the ſharpens rr Whetſtone, - 


3541 09 300 i 574 900 25976} 


: 
/ 


2-4-8 NN RET n 
Torch and Gi. ES ps. 8 
"ws I ſhill have it. ST, TOO ML 
Cre. What, this 2 Es pig At, 215 10 2 
* EN 7 fe 2789 1 
Cre. G00 tty, prett edge 
Thy Maſter kw lyes thinkin pet hg age ? 
Of thee and me, and ſi ighs, ane takes my Gloye, | 
And gives memorial dainty Kiſſes to it?: 
As I kiſs thee, | * 
Dio. Nay, do not ſnatchit from me. ts 
Cre. He that takes that, takes my Heart Wendel. 
Dio. I had your Heart before, this follows it. 
Troi. I did ſwear Patience; | + 
Cre. You ſhall not have it, Diamede: Faith you ſhall 
I'll give you ſomething elſe. "uot 
Dio. I will have this: Whoſe was it? 
Cre. It is no matter. 
Dio. Come tell me whoſe it was? | 
Cre; *Twas one thatlov'd me better thaw you will, 
But now you have it, take it, | 
Dio Whoſe was it? | T7 
Cre, By all Diana's Waiting-women yonder, 
And by "An ſelf, I will nottel you whoſe. 
Dio. To morrow will I wear it on my Helm, 
And grieve bis Spirit that dares not challenge it. 
Troi, Wert thouthe Devil, and wor ſt it on r Horn, 
It ſhould be challeng d. > 
Cre. Well, well, tis done,” tis paſt; and yet? it is not 
J will not —_ my word 
Dio, Why then farewel, 
Thou neyer ſhalt mock Diomede again. | 
Cre, You ſhill not go; one cannot ſpeaks word, 
But it ſtraight ſtarts u. dn v 
Dio. I do not like this fooling. - zoo! woY + 
Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: But that tha like no: e 
pleaſes me beſt. on. 
Dio. What, ſhall I come? the hour. | 
Cre. Ay, come: - O Jove l- do, come :-1 halbe be plagd; 
Dio. Farewell till then; N ag; | 
Cre. Good Night; I prithes —— e 
Trolaye, farewel; one Eye yet looks on tlice, 


But 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Unleſs the Hy, my:Mindis ae 


34 8 


Minds 
Ther. &. — ſen d-not.p 


Uly/. All's done, my _ C1259. a h 197 Dt 
Troi. It is. n on e 
Uly/, Why ſtay we 40 ö ; NAU 1 av $i * f 
Tei. To wake recondation 10 wy Soul, te. 
Of every Syllable that here Nas . * | 
But if 1 tell how theſe two did co-aſt, 
Shall 1 not lie in pdbliſhing a Trath+ 
Sithyet there is a credence in my 3 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong. 71,99! 
That doth invert that 26 2 Eyes et, 2818 
As if thoſe Organs had dece 12 0 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Crefſid here? 15 7 
DN L cannot conjure, men. 
Troi 8 _ ſ ure. 
Moſt ſure ſhe was. 
TH Why, my Negation.hath x no taſteof:dladnels.” 
Uly/. Norming, my Lord + Creffidawasbere but now. 
Troi. Let it not be believ'd for Wamanebuod s 
Think we had manatee gira 8 
To ſtubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme W « 
2 S to ſquare the Sex * 
y Creſſid's Rule. Rather tbinł this not. Cid. OY os 
5 ere he lone, Prince, that e an 
Mothers! 
Troi. Nothing ot all, upleſs bat ibis were Lhe. | 
Ther. Will he ſwagger bimſelf out-on's — LEY 
Toi. This The?.no, tbis is Diemede's Cra: 
IH Beauty have a penny yer got nue: 
If Souls guide Vows, if Vows: are 1975 
If. San won) be the Gods 77 lt Lad 
If there be Rule in Unity it 107 16089 $4, A 
This is not ſne. O. of Nc TY 


ink 


#5, . 


TaorL — — x 


That Cauſe ſets up, thy ſelf, , | 
. foul paar wh ——— — dds — 70% dA 
ithout Perditioa, and Las aſſume all Reafon, A fl. 


- 
— — 


Without Revolt + This ia, and id t jj. 
Within ny Saul, there dath .commence a .in | 
Of this ſtrange Nature, that — — 

Divides more wider than dhe Sky am 0 | 

And yet the ſpacipus breadth df this. Diviſten wi 3 | 

Admits no Orifice for a point, as fubthe *'' 

As Ariachne's broken woo, to enter en 

Inſtanee, O iadame ! ſtuong as Alan ne 1 

Craſid is mine, tial with he Bande of Hennes 

Inſtance, O inſtaase f ſtrong as Hedv'n it „ E 

The Bonds of Heav'n ane Dipid, uſſobv u and Joos Jn 

And with another Kmetfue finger tie? 2 

— — of her — — of her Love, 

T agmentz, itt and gvea Ware 

Of ws Oer · eaten ave bound — rey 
Ulyſ. May worthy Troilus be half attach de 

With that which here his Paſſion doth exprefs > © © 
Troi. Ay, Greek, and that ſhall he dizulged well 

In Characters, as red as Mars his Heart 

Inflam'd with Lnα¹. never did young Man fancy” 2 

With ſo eternal, and ſo find a'Soul— © . 

Hark, Greek, as much as 1 dv Crofſitu"loye, * 1 0 

So much hy weight hate L her Diomeud: 144. 

That Sleeve is mine, that be'II bear in bis Hehn: 

Were it a Cask com pos by , Skin, | 

My Sword ſhould bu it: Not the D 

Which Shipmen do the Hurricano cal, 

Conftring'd in Mafs by the Almighty Fi nger, 

Shall dizzy with more Clamour Neptuns's Ear 

In his deſcent; ban falt my Fw Sword ' 

Falling on Diomede. nan 
Ther, Hei tickle ir-for his no 
Tyei. O Creſiu O falle CI ane ne 

Let all Yarruths ſtand by thy ſtained Name, 


4 


And they'l! ſe:m glorious. 5095 " F 
J. O contain your ſeff: 2 se aff 41281 1 
Your Paſſion draws Ears hither,” * ef 102 21 bid . 


5 wut Totes 


= T&orv ar{Crncinds. 


A's Eptir Zneas. - , * 
* 'Zne. 1 kit been ſeeking: you this hour, my Lord 2 
Hector by this is arming him in Troy. | 
Ajax, your Guard, ſtays to conduct you home, + 
Troi. Have with you, se, WY -cOUrMwous Lord, 
adieu. : 
Farewel, revolted fair: And, Dune WE l e 
Stand faſt, and wear a Caſtle on thy Head, t 
11707. Il bring you to the Gate:. ts 
Troi. Accept diſtracted Thanks. 8 
I [Exeunt Troilus, Æneas and Ulyſſes: 
' Ther. Would 4 could meet that Rogue Diomede, 1 
would croak like a Raven: I would-bode, I would bode: 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the Intelligence of 
this Whore : The Parrot will not do more for an Al- 
mond, than he for a commodious Drab: Letrchery, 
Letchery, fill Wars and | C9 , nothing elſe holds 
faſhion, A burning Devil take t [ Exit, 


SCENE III. Troy. 
Enter Hector and Andromache. 


And. When was my Lord ſo much ungently tenperd, 
To ſtop his Ears againſt Admoniſhment? _. > 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day, . _ 

Hect. You train me to offend you; get you gong, 
By the everlaſting Gods, III go. 

And. My Dreams will ſure proye ominous to-day. , 

Hect. No more, I fay. 

Enter Caſſandra. 

' Caf. Where is my Brother Hector? 

And, Here Siſter, arm 'J, and bloody i in intent. 
Conſort with me in loud and dear Petition; 

Purſue we him on Knees; for 1 have dreamt 

Of bloody turbulence ; and this whole Night _ 

Hath nothing been but ſhapes and forms of Slaughter, 
Caf. O tis true, * 
Heft, Ho! bid my Trumpet ſound, A, 
Caſ. No Notes of Sally, for the Heav'ns ſweet Brother . 
ow. Be 1 I ſay: The Gods have nn. ü 

Caf, 


* w- + <> 
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Caſ. The Gods are deaf to hot and peeviſh Vows ; 

They are polluted Offerings, more abhorr'd 

Than ſpotted Livers in the Sacrifice, | 
And. O be perſuaded, do not count it holy, 

To hurt by being juſt; it were as lawful 

For us to count we give what's gain'd by Thefts, 

And rob in the behalf of Charity. a: | 
Caſ. It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the Vow; 

But Vows to every. purpoſe muſt not hold: | 

Unarm, ſweet Hector. - ME 
Heff, Hold you ſtill, I ſay; 

Mine Honour keeps the Weather of my Fate; 

Life every Man holds dear; but the' dear Man 

Holds Honour far more'precious-dear than Life. 

, Enter Troilus. | 

How now, young Man; mean'ft thou to fight to-day ? 

And. Caſſandra, call my Father to perſuade. 
| 85 1 8 [Exit Caſſandra; 
He#t, No Faith, young Treilu:; doff thy Harneſs, Youth: 

I am to-day i'th* vein of Chivalry : 

Let grow thy Sinews til] their knots be ftron 

And 'tempt not yet the bruſhes of the War. 

' Unarm thee. go; and doubt thou not, brave Boy, 

I' ſtand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Troi. Brother, you have a vice of Mercy in you; 

W hich better fits a Lion than a Man. ' 
Het. What Vice is that? Good Troilus, chide me for it, 
Troi. When many times the Captive Grecians fall, 

Even in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, 

You bid them rife and live. | 
Heck. O, tis fair play. | 
Troi. Fools Play, by Hezv'n, Heflor. 

Heck. How now? how now? 
Troi. For th' Love cf all the Gods, | 

Let's, leave the Hermit Pity with our Mothers; 

And when we have our Armours buckled on, Iq 

The venom'd Vengeance ride upon our Swords, 

Spur them to ruful Work, rein them from ruth; 
Hett, Ey, Savage, fy. DT SID a 
Troj, Hector, then tis Wars. | 9 ul 

Zo, Heck. 


. 


* 


1 


* 


Þ Paomvs wn Cnrggmma. 
Hect᷑. Trisa, r 6 
Troi. Whb ſhould Withheld ne? 9 
Not Fate, Obadien ee, nor the — dharl, «6 
Beck'n'ng with fiery Truncheon ene * 
Not priama an Hecuba on i 
Their Eyes o'er-galled with recourſe of Tears; 
— 4 , my Brother, with your true Sword drawn 
d to hinder me, enen ;, de 
| But 157 wy. Ruin 4 
| Ede, Prin and-Callindea; © 
Ca hold upon him, Priam, hald him faſt « 
He o. et now if thou lobe thy stay, 
Thou on him leaning. r on thee, _ 
Fall all together. 5 
- Priam. 'Gome, Fabr, come, back e * 66 
Thy Wife bach dreamt; thy Mot hark. had Viſioor 
| Caſſandra-doth foreſee; and I-my felf,” 
| Am like a Prophet, fuddenly encapt, CW aid 
| To tell thee, "hat cis Dayis Ominoas: . 
Therefore come back. | | 
Heck Fneasis a. Held, is „ 
And Ido Hand ingagt to man — 
Even in the Faith of Valour, yy; appear 4 
This Morning to hem - eb: 4 . 
Fran, Ay, but tho halt not g: ae” ts 
enk 1 muſt notdreak-my Fah: 
You knamy me —_—_— r . 
Let me ns Thame eſpe&; but give me leave 
To take that courſe 77 your Conſent and Voices” 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal Prim. 
Caf. O ni, yield not to him; 
And. Do not, dear Fath ert. 
2 Andromache, Lam odfended wich vo 4 
pon the love you bear me, get yo in. ee 
— — 4 eo [uit Andromaches ' 
Moi. This dreaming, ſuperſticinsGizl, + 
Makes all theſe bodements. 
Caſ. O Farewel, dear Heffor : 
| Eook ho. thou dieft ; look hew ese pale 
Look how thy Wounds do bleed at many vents; 


— — — 


Trorus Cass. W 
Hark how Tre roars; haw- Hecub c rie s. aut; "oil 


How poor Androm ache ſhtills her Dolour form; 

Behold Diſtraſtion, Frenay and Rmas ment, 0h. 

Like witleſs-Anticks, one another meet. 

And all cry, Hettor, — ä — aaf | 4 
Troi. 


Caſe Farwolt Yate Jake. Heftorthtake my lines. 
Thau doſt 4hyfeif;;and alhaurTroy deceive. Ki 
Hect᷑. Van are ama d, my Liege, atberrelaim-s - — 
— * Twin, man and fight; 
and tell ou them, at Night. 
Hriam. — The with, ä oboe 


.thee: | [diary 
Troi. They are at it, hark: Brod — belies 
I come n — — 9” 

Pan, Do. you — Lardy}.do you-hear 2 

Troi. What NOW} + + WOE ET 

Pan. Here's à Letter rome fram hond Peer d. a 

JTroi. Let me read. 7 

Pan. A whorſon Prilick, a mwhorlon wen Pridaele, 
{o troubles me; andabe faoliſh Hartune aftkis Girl, and 
what one thi what another, that: I ſhall leave yan 
one o* theſe days and I have:aRheumin minen as cο 

and ſuch an ach in my Bones, that umlaſa a Han re 
= I cannot tell what te thinkpy' . . 
there? . 

Troi, Words, 5 2 
1b. B . 2 
ThE 0 Letter. 
Go Wind to Wind, — — 
My Love with Words and Arrors ſtill ſue feeds: 
1 b — Deectls, MN Ys 2 

an. Y, ut 1 77a. —— 99 vines 

Trei. Hence, Nrothel, Lacquey, Igaominyand Shame 
Purſue hp Lis, cad in of RO - EE. 


8 9 


: 
9 © © * * 
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8 * E NE tv. The 4 betzorn Troy 
and the Camp. - 


Alarms. Euter Therſites. | 


Ther, Now they are 8 another, rl 
go look on: Thatdifſembling abominable Varlet, Diomede, 
$ got that ſame ſcurvy, gerung, fooliſh young Knave's 
Sleeve of Troy, there in his Helm: I' would fain ſee them 
meet, that, that ſame Trojan Aſs, that loves the 
Whore there, mi be Lend nd "that & Greekiſh Whore-maſterly 
Villain, with the 8 eats back to the diſſembling luxuri- 
ous Drab, of a ſleeveleſs Errand. O'th' t'other ſide, the 
Policy of thofe crafty ſwearing Raſcals, that ſtale old 
Mouſe · eaten dry Cheeſe, Neſtor; and that ſame dog-fox 
Ulyſſes is not prov'd worth a Blackberry. They ſet me up 
in Policy that mungril4Cur Ajax, againft that Dog of as 
bad a kind, Achilles. And now is the Cur Ajax prouder 
than the Cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day. Where- 
upon the Grecians begin to proclaim Barbariſm, and 
Policy grows into an ill Opinion. ON 
Enter Diomede and Troilus. 

Soft—— here comes Sleeve, and Yother, | 

Troi. Fly not; for ſnould'ſt thou take the River 99 
I would ſwim after. 

Dio. Thou doſt miſeall Retire : | 
I do not fly, but adyantageous Care © | 
Withdrew me from the odds of Multitude 
Have at thee. (They go of felling: 

Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian : Now for thy Whore, 
Trojes. Nowthe * — now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve, 
| „ Enter Hector. 

Het What art chou, Geek r art thou forHettor's match? 
Art thou of Blood and Honour? 

Ther, No, no: Iam a Raſcal; a fcurvy railing Knave, 
a very filthy Rogue. a 

Hell. 1 do believe thee——live. © + Exit. 

Ther. God-a-mercy; that thou wilt believe me, but a 
plague break thy Neck for frighting me; what's be- 


come * the * Rogues? I think they have ſwal- 
Tad lowed 


hed = LAM Ln we, k — ” 
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lowed one another. I would laugh at that Miracle 
yet in a ſort, Letchery eats it ſelf: I'll ſeek them, Exit. 
Enter Diomedes and Servant. . | 
Dio. Go, go, my Servant, take thou Troilus Hoiſe, 
Preſent the fair Steed to my Lady Creſ{id : 
Fellow, commend my Service to her Beauty: 
Tell her, I have chaſtis'd the amorous Trejan, 
And am her Knight by proof. | „ 
Ser. I go, my Lore. | 
4 Enter Agamemon. 
Aga. Renew, renew, the brisk Polydamus - 
Hath beat down Menon: Baſtard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus Priſoner, | 
And ſtands Coloſſus wiſe, waving his Beam, 
Upon the paſhed coarſes of the Kings, 
Fþiſtropus and Cedus: Polyxinesis lain; 
Amphimachus and Thous deadly hurt; 
Patroclas ta en or ſlain, and Palamedes 
Sare hurt and bruiſed ; the dreadful Sagittary, 
Appals our Numbers, haſte we, Diomede, . 
To Reinforcement, or we port all, 
Enter Neſtor, : 
Neft, Go bear Patroclu Body to Achilles; 
And bid the Snail-pac'd 4jax arm for ſhame, 
There are a thouſand Hettors in the Field: 
Now here he fiphts on Galathe his Horſe, 
And there lacks work; anon he's-there a-foot, 
And there they fly or die, like ſcaled Skulls, 
Before the belching Whale: Then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the Mower's'Swath ;  - 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes 
Dexterity ſo obeying Appetite, ne 567 WIT 
That what he will, he does, and does ſo much, 
That Proof is call'd Impoſſibilit r. &> 
Enter Ulyſſes. 2 
Uly/. Oh, Courage, Courage, Princes; great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, curſing, vowing Vengeance; 
Patroclus Wounds have rous'd his drowſy Blood, 
Togethet with his mangled Myrmidon, = 
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That noſeleſs, handleſs, hackt,and ckipt com to him, 
Cryigg on-Heffor. Ajax hath loſt· a Friend. 

And Foams at Mouth, and he. is arm'd, and at +, 
Roaring. far Trailus, who hath. done. %% 

Mad and fantaſtick Execution 1 8 EO 
Engaging .andiredeeming of. himſalf, bw 4! (AF 
With ſuch a.careleſs- Force,and-torceleſs.Gare, | 

As if that Luck in very erst Cunning (i 


Bad him win all. 
| Mats din: 


Ajax. "Tenia, thou Coward, Troilus, Tx. 
Dio. Ay, there, thene. 
Neſt. So, ſo, we draw together, F rer 


Achil. Where Wer Hacker? 23 
Come, come, thou Boy: killer, ſhew thy Faces 
Know what it is to meat. Achilles angry. 
Hector, where's Rector? I will. none but butler. [Sadr 


Euter Ajax. - 
Ajax, Troilus, thou Caward Trails, a thy Head, 


"gs Diomede. Di. > 
Dio. Troilus, 1 Tay, Where's. Troilus Ns, 


Aiax. — Id bon? n 
Bio. I Mnuld correct him. AGE 

Ajax. Were I the General, \ 
Tho ſhould'® bave my Office, 
Ere that Correction: 1 Boiler? 

Enter Troilus. 

os Oh Traitor Diemade“ 15 7 
Turn th falſe Face, thou Traitor, 
* 221 thy Life, thou · oweſt me for n Mor, 

4 Art thou'there ? 

. U fight with him alone, ſtand Duelle. 
Bio Se priae, I willnot lot ugon. 
7 V eee eee. 
3 5 9 0 0 * 
. A — Hedorr. 

Lea, via O well I 
Euter Achilles. 
Athil, Now do 1 . 
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? 


her. What aft thou? 
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Het. Pauſe, if thou wilt. 

Achil. I do diſdaim thy Courteſie, proud: Trojan, 
Be happy that my Arms are out of uſe, 
My reſt and negligence beftiend thee now, 

Bur thou anon halt Hear of me again: 
Till when; go ſeek thy Fortune. 

Hect. Fare thee well; E ne 7 DEC 
I»would' bave beer mu more a freſher * 9 
Had T expected thee liow-now; my Brother *. 

Enter Troilus. 
Tri. Ajax bath ta%'er Zueat; ſhall it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heay'n 1 
He ſhall not carry him : I'll be taken too, 
Or bring him of: Fate, hear me whar I ay; 
1 wel not, though thou end my Life to-day: ler. . 
N rer one in Armarr. 

Hell. stand, ſtand, thou Greek, ] 
Thou art a goodly Mark: nen * 
Nod wilt thou not? 1 like th Armour well, 

I'il fruſn it, and unlock the Rivets all, 

But I'll be-Mafter of it; wilt thou not, Beaſt, abide: 

Why then fly on, 1'li bunt” thee for thy Hide. Exit. 
Enter Achilles -with Myrmidons. 

Achil. Come here about me, you my e 
Mark-what I ſay, attend. me where I Wee; 
Strike not a Stroke, bi keep your ſelves in Breath; 
And when I have the blobdy Hector found, ALS * 
Empale him with your Weapons round abo: 3 
In felleſt manner execute your Arms. - nd 
Follow me, Sirs, and my proceeding Eye? 

It is-decreed; Hector the Great muſt die. PER 1 

Enter Therfites, Menelur aud Für, 

coin The Cuckold, and the CuckoldrifRer arent it: 
Bull, now * loo, Paris, loo; now my double 
Sparrow; loo, Paris, loo; the Bull has the 

þ :-ware Horns, ho. {Exit Paris and Mettelaus. 

„Eater Baſtard, 5 
2. Turn, Slave, and n. o wor N 


Baft, A Baſtard Son of Priam's. 2 
We | Ther, 


94. TroiLus ad CryssIDAL 


will not bite another, and wherefore ſhould one Ba- 


Judgment: Farewel Baſtard, 


Enter Hector. 
Hef, Moſt putrified Core! fo fair without : — 
Thy goodly Armour thus hath coſt thy Life. 


Reſt Sword, thou baſt thy fill of Blood and Death. 
Enter Achilles and his Myrmidons. 
Achil. Look, Hector, now the Sun begins to ſet; _ 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his Heels: 
Even with the veil and darking of the Sun, 
To cloſe the Day vp, Hector's Life is done. 
[ They fall upon Hector and kill B, 
Hef. I im bas e , rego this vantage, Greek. - 
Achil. Strike, F ellows, firike, this is the Man I ſeek | 
So, lion, fall thou: Now, Troy, fink down: | 
Here lies thy Heaft, thy Sinews and * Bone. 
On, Myrmidons, cry you all amain, | 
Achilles hath the mighty Hector ſlain. ' (Exon, | 
Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian part. 
Myr. The Trojan Trumpets! found, the like, my Lord: 
Achil. The dragon Wing of Night o'erſpreads the Earth, 
And, Sricklerelike, the Armies ſeparates ; 
My half. ſopt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas'd with this dalnty Hit, thus goes to Bed. Pi | 
Com e tye his Body to my Horfe's Tail, thy 
Along the Field I will the Trojan trail. aer 
Sound Retreat, Shout. 


Enter benennen, Ajax, Menelaus, Neſtor, Diomede, = 0 


and the-reſt Marching. 
Ara. Hark, hark, what ſhout i is that? 
Nft Peace, Drums. 
Sel, Achilles! Achilles ! Hefter's flain, Achilles 4 


Dis. The Fruit is, Heckor's Main, and by Achilles, it's * 


Ajax, 


Ther. I am a Baſtard too, I love Baſtards. I am 2 
Baſtard begot, Baftard inſtructed, Baſtard in Mind, Ba- 
ſtard in Valour, in every thing Illegit mate: One Bear 


ſtard? Take heed, the Quarrel's moſt ominous to us. 
If the Son of a Whore, fight for a Whore he tempts 


Eaſt, The Devil take thee Coward. [Exeuns., 


Now is my day's work done; ['ll rake good Breath: * 


ny 
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Aj ax. If it is ſo, yet bragleſs let it be: 
Great Hector was as good a Man as he, 
Aga. March patiently along; let one be ſent 
To pray Achilles ſee us at our Tent. | 
If in his Death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours, and our ſharp Wars are ended, 

; 7 ſaws SEAT 
Enter Eneas, Paris, Antenor and Deiphobus, 
Ene. Stand ho, yet are we Maſters of the Fie'd, 

Never go home, here ſtarve we out the Night, 
Enter Troilus. 
Toi. Hector is ſlain. | 
All. Hector the Gods forbid! 


Troi. He's dead, and at the Murderer's Horſe's Tail, | 


In beaſtly ſort dragg'd through the ſhametul Field. 
Frown on, you Heay'ns, oe t 
Sit Gods upon your Thrones, and ſmile at Troy. 
I'fay at once, let your brief Plagues be Mercy, 
And linger not our ſure Deſtructions on. 
Ene. My Lord, you do diſcomfort all the Hoſt, 
Troz, You underſtand me not, that tell me ſo : 
I do not ſpeak of flight, of fear, of Death, 
ut dare all imminence, that Gods or Men 
ddreſs their Dangers in. Hector is gone: 
Who ſhall tell Priam ſo 2? or Hecuba ? 
Let him that will a Scrietch-Owl ay be call'd, 
Go in te Troy, and ſay there, Hector s, dead: 
There is a word will Priam turn to Stone, 
Make Wells, and Niobes of the Maids and Wives 
Cool Statues of the Youth, and, in a word, 
Scare Troy out of it ſelf, . But march away, 
Hector is dead: There is no more to ſay, 
Stay yet, you vile abominable Tents, bil 
Thus proudly. pight upon our Phrygian Plains: 
Let Titan riſe, as early as he dare, 


k ** } W.s \*: 
through and through you. And thou great- ia d Cow- 


No ſpace of Earth ſhall ſunder our two Hates, 

I'll haunt thee, like a wicked Confcience ſtill, 

That mouldeth Goblins ſwift as Frenſies Thoughts. 

Strike a free march to Troy, With comfort go: 
| Hope 
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ect your rage with ſpeed; ; 
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Hope of Revenge ſhall hide our inward Woe. 
| Enter Pandarus, 
Pan, But bear you hear you? 
Troi. Hence, Brothel, Lacquey, Ignominy-and Shame 
[ Strikes „in. 
Purſke thy Life, and live ay with thy Name. [Exeunt. 
Pan. A goodly med' cine for mine aking Bones: Oh 
World! World! World! thus is the poor Agent de- 
ſpis'd : Oh, Traitors and Bauds; how earneſtly are you 
ſet at Work, and how ill requited ? Why ſhould our 
Endeavour be ſo defir'd, and the Performance ſo loth'd ? 
What Verſe for it? what inſtance for it Let me 
fee— | . 
Full merrily the Humble Bee doth ſing, 
Till he:bath loſt his Honey and his Sting; 
But being once ſubdu'd in armed Tail, 
Sweet, Honey and ſweet Notes together fail. 
Good Traders in the Fleſh, ſet this in your painted Cloths; 
As many as be here of Pandar's Hall, 
Your. Eyes half out, weep out at Pandar's Fall 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give ſome Groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aking, Bones. 


Brethren and Siſters of the hold-door Trade, * 


Some two Months hence, my Will ſnall here be made 
It ſnould be now, but that my fear is this, 

Some galled Gooſr of Wincheſter would hiſs, 

Till then, II ſwear, and ſeek. about for Eaſes, 

And at that me bequeath you my Diſeaſes, [Exits 
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Dramatis Perſon.” 


; (C AI Us Nartius gets, 2 noble Roman, bated 
by the common people. | 
Titus Lartius, 0 Generals againſt the Volſcians, and 7 Friends 
Cominius, 0 Coriolanus. 

Meneius Agrippa, f5:end to Coriolanus. 
Sicinius Velutus, Jyibunes of the people, and enemics E 
Junius Brutus, > Coriolanus. 

Fullus Aufidius, General of the Volſcians. 
Lieutenant to Aufid ius, a 

| Yaung Martiũs, /on to Coriolanus. 


| 2 7 
Volumnia, mater to Coriolanus. 
Virgilia, «vife to Coriolanus. 93 J. 
Valeria, friend u Wr | TS. 
Roman and Volſcian nn Ele Lifors, Soldiers, 


Common People, Servants to Aufidius, and other 
Nn 


e SC ENE is « panty in Rowe and 3 
in the Territory of the V OLSCI ANS. 


whole Hiſtory 555 follew'd, and many of the Gat 
3 — d from the i i — In Plutarch. 


8 Nero | 
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Enter a com pany of mulinous Citixeus with ſtaves, 
clubs, and other weapons 


1 CITIZEN. 94 


ORE we proceed any turther, 
4 hear me ſpeak. 
* All. Speak, ſpeak. | 
I Cit. You are all reſolv'd rather to 
die than to famiſk ? 
All. Reſolv'd, reſolv'd. | 
; ; 1 Cit. Firſt, you know, Caius Mar. 
tius is the chief enemy to the people. | 
All. We know't.. - 
1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our 
own price, Is't a verdict ; | 
All. No more talking on't, le't be done, away, away. 
2 Cit. One word, good Citizens, AL M31 
1. Cit, We are accounted. poor citizens; the Patri- 
cians good: What authority ſurfeits on would relieve 
us: If they wonld yield us but the ſuperfluity, while 
it were wholeſome, we might gueſs they relieved us 
| humanely : But they think we are too dear! the lean- 
neſs that afflicts us, the object of our miſery, is as an 
inventory to particularize their abundance ; our ſuffe- 
rance is a gain to them. Let us revenge this with our 


Pikes, ere we become rakes: For the Gods know, I 


- 


„„ r 
F : 


+ *ovetous. © | 


| 
* 
; 
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Ipeak this in hunger for bread, not in thirſt for re. 
venge. Rs ; | 
2 Cir. Would you proceed eſpecially againſt Caius 


Martius? 


All. Againſt him firſt: He's a very dog to the com- 


mona ity. 


2 Cit. Conſider you what ſervices he has done for his 
country ? + | | 

1 Cit. Very well: And could be content to give him 
rare for't ; but that he pays himſelf with being 

roud. | 
All. Nay, but ſpeak not maliciouſly. 

1 Cit. I ſay unto you, what he hath done famouſly, 
he did it to that end; though ſoft-conſcienc'd men can 
be content to ſay it was for his country, he did it to 
pleaſe his mother, and to be partly proud, which he is, 
even to the altitude of his virtue. - | 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you ac- 
count a vice in him: You muſt in no way fay he is 

1 Cit. If I muſt not, I need not. be barren of atcu- 
fations ; he hath faults, with ſurplus, to tire in repeti- 
tion. Rig | = [Shouts qvithin. 


What ſhouts are thoſe ? the other ſide o'th* city is riſen, 


why ſtay we prating here? to the Capito 
All. Come, come. 
1 Cit. Soft 


who comes here? 
SCENE II. 
| Enter Menenius Agrippa. 
2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that hath always 
lov'd the people. © | 
1 Cit. He's one honeſt enough, would all the reſt 


were ſo. | | 
Men. What work's, my countrymen, in hand? where 
go you with your bats and clubs? the matter— ſpeak, I 
pray you. | | 
2 Cit. Our buſineſs is not unknown to the ſenate 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend 
to do, Which now we'll ſhew 'em in deeds: They ſay, 
poor ſuiters have ſtrong breaths, they ſhall know ve 
have Rrong arms too. | 1 | 
| Men. 
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Men. Why, maſters, my good friends, mine honeit 
neighbours, will you undo your ſelves ? . 

2 Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already, 
Men. I tell you, friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you : For your wants, 

Your ſufferings in this dearth, you may as well 

Strike at the heaven with your ſtaves, as lift them 
Againſt the Roman ftate ; whoſe courſe wil] on 

The way it takes, cracking ten thouſand curbs 

Of more ſtrong links aſunder, than can ever ; 
Appear in your impediment. For the deazth, "4 
The Gods, not the Patricians, make it ; and | 
Your knees to them, not arms mult help. Alack, 

You are tranſported by calamity | 
Thither, where more attends you ; and you flande 

The helms o'th' ſtate, who care for you, like fathers, 
When you curſe them as enemies. 

2 Cit. Care for us — true indeed, they ne'er card 
for us yet. Sufter us to famiſh, and their ſtore-houſes 
cramm'd with grain: Make edicts for uſury, to fup- 
port uſurers ; repeal daily any wholeſome act eſtabliſh. 
ed againſt the rich, and provide more piercing ſtatutes 
daily to chain up and refirain the poor. If the wars: 
eat us not up, they will, and there's all the, love they 
bear us. 

Men. Either you muſt 
Confeſs your ſelves wondrous malicious. | "817 
Or be accus'd of folly. I ſhall tell you n 
A pretty tale, it may be you have heard it, 
But ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 
To ſcale't a little more. 

2 Cit. Well, | 3 | | 
I'd hear it, Sir — yet you muſt not think 
To fob off our diſgrace with a tale : | 
But, and't pleaſe you, deliver. 6&5 

Men. There was a time when all the body's members 
Rebell'd againſt the belly ; thus accus'd it 
That only like a gulf it did remain 
Pth* midſt o'th body, idle and unactive, 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearin 
Like labour with the reſt; where th' other inſtruments 
Did ſee, and hear, deviſe, inſtruct, walk, feel, 


A3 And 


* 
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And mutually participate, did miniſter 
Unto the appetite, and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly anſwer dT 
2 Cit. Well, Sir, what anſwer made the belly ? 
Men. Sir, I ſhall tell you with a kind of ſmile, 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus — 
(For look you, I may make the belly ſmile, 
As well as ſpeak) it tauntingly reply'd 
To the diſcontented members, the mutinous parts. 
That envied his receit ; even fo moſt fitly, 
As you malign our ſenators, for that 
They are not ſuch as you 5 
2 Cit. Your belly's anſwer - what NG Ia 
The kingly crowned head, the vigilant eye, 
The counſellor heart, the arm our ſoldier, 
Our ſteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ; 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they . 
Men. What then ? for me this fellow ſpeaks. 
What then? what then? A kb 
2 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be reſtrain'd ; 
Who is the fink o'th body): 
Men. Well, — — —— what then? | 
2 Cie. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly anſwer ? "I . 
Men. I will tell you, 
If you'll beſtow a.tmall (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while; you'll hear the belly's anſwer. 
2. Cit. Y'ate long about it. 
Men, Note me this, good friend ; 
Your moſt grave belly was deliberate, 
Not raſh, like his accuſers, and thus anſwer'd ; 
True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth he, 
That I receive the general food at firſt 
Which you do live upon; and fit it is, 
Becauſe I am the ſtore-houſe, and the ſhop 
Of the whole body. But if you do remember, 
I fend it through the rivers of your blood: " 
Even to the court, the heart, to th* ſeat o'th' brain, 
And throvgh the cranks and offices of man; 
The ſlrongeſt nerves, and ſmall inferior veins 


From me receive that natural competency 


* 
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Whereby they live. And though that all at once, 
You, my good friends, (this ſays the belly) mark me— 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. | 
Men. Though all at once, cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flow'r of all, 
And leave me but the bran. , What ſay you to't ? 
2 Cit. It was an anſwer — how apply you this? 
Men. The fenators of Rome are this good belly, 
And y du the mutinous members; for examine 
Their counſels, and their cares; digeſt things righily 
Touching the weal o'th” common, you ſhall find 
No publick benefit which you receive, 
But it proceeds or comes from them to you, ed 
And no way from your ſelves. What do you think ? 
You, the great toe of this aſſemby ? 
2 Cit. I the great toe! why the great toe? 
Men. For that being one o'th' loweſt, baſeſt, pooreſt 
Of this moſt wiſe rebellion, thou goeſt foremoſt : 
Thou raſcal, that art worſt in blood to run, 
Lead'ſt firſt to win ſome vantage. | 
But make you ready your ſtiff bats and clubs, 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battel ; 
The one fide muſt have bail. 


al SCENE III. 
| Enter Caius Martius. 
Hail, noble Martius“ | |; 
Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, yon diſſentious 
rogues ? | : | 
That rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make your ſelves ſcabs. | 
2 Cit. We have ever your good word. | 
Mar. He that will give good words to thee, wilſ flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye curs, . 
That like not peace, nor war ? The one affrights you, 
The other-makes you proud. He that truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you hares : 
Where foxes, geeſe you are: No ſurer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 
Or. hailſtone in the fun. Your virtue is, 
4 | 2 
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To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him, 


And curſe that jnſtice did it. Who deſerves greatneſs, 
Deſerves your hate; and your affections are 


- A ſick man's appetite, who deſires moſt that 


Which would increaſe his evil. He that depends 

Upon your favours ſwims with fins of lead, 

And hews down oaks with ruſhes. Hang ye—truſt ye! 

With every minute you do change a mind, 

. And call him noble- that was now your hate, : 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the . 

That in the ſeveral places of the city 

Fou cry againſt the noble Senate, who 

(Inder the Gods) keep you in awe, which elſe 

Would feed on one another ? what's their ſeeking ? 


Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof, hey ſay, 
The city is well ſtor' d. 


Mar. Hang em: They ſay ! 
They'll fit by th' fire, and ome to know 
What's done i'th* Capitol; who's like to riſe, 
Who thrives, and who declines : Side factions, and give 
out 
Conjectural marriages ; making parties ſtrong, 
And feebling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 
Below their cobbled ſhoves. They ſay there's grain 
enough 
Would the nobility lay aſide their ruth, 
And let me uſe my ſword, I'd make a quarry 
With thouſands of theſe quarter'd ſlaves, as high 
As I could pitch my lance. 
Men. Nay, theſe are almoſt thoroughly N 
For though abundantly they lack diſcretion, 
Yet are they paſſing cowardly, But, I beleech Ges 
What ſays the other troop ? 
Men. They are diſſolvd; hang em, 
They ſaid they were an hungry, ſigh'd forth proverbs; 
That. hunger broke ſtene avalls—that degs muſt eat. 
That meat 2vas made for mouths that 2 Gods 2 not 
Corn not for rich men only—— With theſe ſhreds 
They vented their complainings : Which being anſwer 'd, 
And a petitign granted them, a ſtrange one, 
To break the heart of generoſity, 


And make bold Power look * 3 7 threw their * 
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As they wguld hang them on the horns o'th' moon, 
Shouting their emulation, 
Mien. What is granted them ? _ 
Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms 
Of their own choice. One's Funius Brutus, 
Stcinius Velutus, and I know not s'death, 
The rabble ſhbuld have firſt unrooſt the city 
Ere fo prevail'd with me ! it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth great themes 
For inſurrectons arguing, 
Men. This 1s ſtrange. 
Mar. Go get you home, you fragments. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Where's Caius Martius? 
Mar. Here what's the matter ? 
Meſ. The news is, Sir, the Volſcians are in arms. 


— 


Mar. I am glad on't, then we ſhall have means to vent 


Our 1 Superfluity. See, our beſt elders 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, 
Titus Lartius, with other Senators. 


1 Sen. Martius, 'tis true, that you have lately 101d ws, 


The Volſcians are in arms. 

Mar. They have a leader, 
Tullus Aufidlus, that will put you tot. 
I fin in envying his nobility : 
And where I any thing but what I am, 
I'd wiſh me only he. 

Cam. You have fought together ? 


Mar. Were half to half the world by th' ears, and he 5 


Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him. He is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 
1 Sen. Then worthy Martius. 
Attend upon Cominius to theſe wars. 
Com. It is yaur former promiſe. 
Mar. Sir, it is; 1 
And I am conſtant : Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt ſee me once more ſtrike at Tullu Face. 
| What, art thou ſtiff ? ſtand'ſ out? 


Cor IOLANUS, 
Tit t. No, Caies Martius, 


1'1l Jean upon one crutch, and fight with rother 3 
Ere flay behind this buſineſs. -» 
Men. O true bred |! 


1 Sen. Your company to th Gupitabs ; where 1 know 
Our greateſt friends attend us. 


Tit. Lead you on; 


Follow Cominius, we muſt follow you, | 
Right worthy your priority. 
Com. Noble Martius. 


1 Sen. Hence to your homes be gone. 
Io the Citize4s. 


Mar. Let them follow, 


The Yolſcians have much corn: Take theſe rats thicher 
To gnaw their garners. Worſhipful murtineers, 

©, Your valour puts forth; pray. follow. | [Exeunt. 
: [ Citizens fleal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 
Sic. Was ever man fo proud as is this Martius ? 

Bru, He has no equal. 

Sic. When we were choſen tribunes for the people 
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes ? 

Sic. Nay, but his taunts; 


Bru, Being mov'd, he will not ſpare to gird the Gods — 
Sic. Be-mock the modeſt moon. 


Bru. The preſent wars devour him, 1 1 is grown 
Tov proud to be fo valiant. 

Sic. Such a nature, | 
Tickled with good ſucceſs, diſdains the ſhadow |, 
Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder 


His inſolence can brook to be nn 
Under Cominius / 


Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, : 
In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain'd than by 
A place below the firſt ; for what miſcarries 
Shall be the generals fault, 'tho* he perform 
To the utmoſt of a man; and giddy cenſure 
Wil then cry. dut of Martius: Oh, if he 
Had born the buſineſs 

Sic. Beſides, if things go well, | 
Opinion, that ſo ſticks on Martius, ſhall 

Of his demerits rob Cominius. = 
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Bru. Come; half all Cominius honours are to Martius, 
Though Martius earn'd them not; and all his faults 
To Martius ſhall be honours, though indeed 
In ought he merit not. — 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the diſpatch is made, and in what faſhion, 

More than his ſingularity, he goes | 
Upon this preſent action. 

Bru. Let's along. [Exeunt.: 

.SCENRE-Y; p 
Enter Tullus Aufidius vith Senators of Corioli. 
1 Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius, 

That they of Rome are entred in our counſels, 
And know how we proceed. | a 
. Auf. Is it not yours? 

What ever hath been thought on in this State 
That could be brought to bodily act, ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? 'tis not four days gone 
Since I heard thence— theſe are - the words — I think 
[ have the letter here, yes—here it is; 
They have preſt a power, but it is not known 
Whether for Eaſt or Weſt; the dearth is great, 
The people mutinous ; and it is rumour'd 
Comiuius, Martius your old enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worſe hated than of you) 
And Titus Lartius, a moit valiant Roman, 
Theſe three lead on this preparation 
_ Whither 'tis bent moſt likely, tis for you: 

Confider of it. . 

1 Sen. Our army's in the field: 

We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready. 
To anſwer us. 

Af. Nor did you think it folly 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 
They needs mult ſhew themſelves, which in the hatching: 
It ſeem'd appear'd to Rome. By the diſcovery, | 
We ſhall be fhortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many towns, ere (almoſt) Rome. . 
Should know we were a*foot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius | | 
Take your commiſſion, hie you to your bands, 


Lan 
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Let us alone to guard Corioli, 
If they ſet down before's ;- for the remove 
Bring up your army: but, I think, you'll find 
They are not prepar'd for us. DES 
Auf. O, doubt not that, ? 
I ſpeak from certainties. Nay, more, | 
Some parcels of their power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 
If we and Caius Martius chance to meet, 
”Tis ſworn between us, we ſhall ever ſtrik 
Jill one can do no more, | 
All. The Gods aſſiſt you. | 
Auf. And keep your honours ſafe. : 
1. Sen. Farewel. : 
2 Sen. Farewel. 


All. Farewel. | © {Exe 
SCENE VI. 
Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, they fit duæun on two 
: low ftools, and ſew, 


Vel. Pray you, daughter, ſing, or expreſs your 
ſelf, in a more comfortable Sort : If my ſon were 
my husband, I would freelier rejoice in that abſence . 
wherein he won honour, than in the embracements 
of his bed, where he would ſhew moſt love. When 
yet he was but tender bodied, and the only Son of my 
womb ; when youth. with comelineſs plucked, all gaze 
his way ; when for a day of Kings entreaties, a mo- 
ther ſhould not fell him an hour from her beholding. 
I, conſidering how honout would become ſuch a per- 
ſon, that it was no better than picture-like to hang by 
th'wall, if renown made it not ſtir, was pleas'd to let 
him ſeek danger where he was like to find fame: to 
a cruel war I ſent him, from whence he return'd, his 
brows bound with oak. I tell thee, daughter, I ſprang 
no more in joy at firſt hearing he was a man- child, 
than now in firſt feeing he had proved himſelf a Man. 

Vir. But had he died in the buſineſs, Madam, how 
then ? 1 | 
Fel. Then his good report ſhould have been my 


ſon; I therein would have found iſſue. Hear me pro- 


tels ſincerely : Had I a dozen ſons each in my onde 
| ' a Re 
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like, and none leſs dear than thine and my good Mar- 
tins, I had rather eleven die nobly for their ne than 
one voluptuouſly ſurfeit out of action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman. 


Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to viſit you. 
Vir. Beſeech you give me leave to retire my ſelf. 
Vol. Indeed, thou ſhalt not: ; 
Methinks I hither hear your husband's drum : 
I ſee-him pluck Außdius down by th* hair: 
Methinks, I ſee him ſtamp thus — and call thus — _ 
(As children from a bear) the Volſci ſhunning him: 
Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear | 
Though you were born in Romez his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a harveſt man, that's task'd to mow, 
Or all, or loſe his hire. : 
Vir. His bloody brow ! oh Jupiter, no blood. 
Vol. Away, you fool; it more becomes a man 
Than gilt his trophy. The breaſt of Hecuba, 
When ſhe did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 
At Grecian ſwords contending ; ; tell Yaleria 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent. 
Vir. Heav'ns bleſs my lord from fell Aufidius. 
Vol. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck, 


Enter Valeria with an uſber, and a n 


Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 

vil. Sweet Madam 

Vir. J am glad to ſee your ladyſhip 

Val. How do you both? you are manifeſt houſe- 
keepers. What are you ſewing here? a fine ſpot, in 
good faith. How does your little ſon r 

Vir. I thank your ladyſhip : well, good Madam. 
Viol. He had rather ſee the ſwords, and hear a drum, 
than look upon his ſchoolmaſter. 

2 A my word, the father's ſon: ru ſwear 'tis a 

pretty boy. A my troth I look'd on him o' Med. 

*. half an hour together ha's ſuch a confirm'd 
countenance, I ſaw him run aſter a gilded nw 


/ 


14. ere. 
and when he caught it, he let it go again; and after it 


again; and over and over he comes, and up again, and 
caught i it again; or whether his fall enrag'd him, or how 
'twas, he did fo ſet his teeth, and did tear * oh, 1 
warrant how he mammockt it! DF. 

Vol. One 's father” s moods. . . 

Val. Indeed la, tis a noble child. > 

Vir. A crack, Madam, 

Val. Come, lay aſide your ſtitehery, I muſt have you | 
play the idle huſwife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good Madam, I will not out of doors... 

Val. Not out of doors 

Fol. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall. 

Vir. Indeed po, by your patience ; I'll not over the 
threſhold, 'till my lord return from the wars. 

Val. Fie, you confine your ſelf unreaſonably : Come, 
you mult go viſit the good lady that lyes in. 

Fir. I wiſh her ſpeedy ſtrength, and viſit her with 
my prayers, but I cannot get hither. 

Vel. Why, I pray you? | 

Vir. *Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love. 

Fal. You would be another Penelae; yet they ſay, all 
the yarn ſhe ſpun in Less abſence, did but fill haca 
full of moths. . Come, I would your cambrick weie 
ſenſible as your finger, that you might leave pricking it 
for pity. Come, you ſhall go with us. 

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will 
not forth. | 
Vir. In truth la, go with me, and [111 tell you excellent 

news of your husband. 5 

Vir. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. 

Fal. Verily. I do not jeſt with you; there came news 
from him laſt night. 

Vir. Indeed, Madam 

Val In earneſt it's true, I heard a he ſpeak it. 
Thus it is— the Valſcians have an army forth,. againſt. 
whom Cominius the general is gone, with one part of 
our Reman power. Your lord and Dias Lartius are ſet 
down before their city Cerioli, they nothing doubt pre- 
vailing, and to make it brief wars. This is true, on my 
bonour ; and fo, I pray, go with us. 

Fir. Give me excuſe, good Madam, 1 will oy you 


. 
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in every thing hereaſter. 

Vol. Let her alone, lady; as ſhe is N ſhe will but 
diſeaſe our better mirth. 

Val. In troth, I think ſhe would : fare you well then. 
Come, good ſweet lady. Pr'ythee, Virgilia, turn thy 
ſolemneſs out o' door, and go along with us. 

Vir. No: at a word, Madam; indeed I muſt not. 
I wiſh you much mirth. 
Val. Well, then farewel. ä [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VIL 


Enter Marcius, Titus Lartius, with captains a 
| ſoldiers : To them a meſſenger. 


Mar. Yonder comes news : a wager they have met.. 

Lari My horſe to yours, no. 

Mar. * Tas done. 

Lart. Agreec. 

Mar. Say, has our Genera met the enemy? 

Mei. They lye in view ; but have not ſpoke as yet. 

Lart. So, the good horſe is mine. 

Mar. I'll buy him of you. 

28 No, I'II not ſell, nor give him: lend him you, 

I Will, 
For half an hundred years: Summon the town. 

Mar. How far off lye theſe armies? 

Meſ. Within a mile and half. 
Mar. Then ſhall we hear their larum, and they ours. 
Now Mars I pr'ythee make us quick in work; 
That we with ſmoaking ſwords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded friends. Come, blow the blaſt. 


They ſound a parley. Enter two Senators with others. 
on the walls, 


. Tullus Auftdius, is he within your wall ? . | 
I Senat. No, nor a man that fears you leſs than he, 
That's lefler than a little: bark, our drums 
[ Drum afar off. 

Are bringing forth our youth: we'll break our walls 
Rather han they ſhall pound us up; our gates, 
Which yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with ruſhes, 
They'll open of themſelves. Hark you, far off 

4 f There 
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There is Aufidius. Lift, what work he * 
Amongſt your cloven army. | 

Mar. Oh, they are at it. 

Dart. Let their noiſe be our inſtruftion. Ladders, ho. 


Enter the Volſcians, * 


Mar. They fear us not, but iſſue forth their city. 
Now put your ſhields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than ſhields. . Advance, brave 


Titus, 

They do diſdain us much beyond our thoughts, 

Which makes me ſweat with wrath. ome on, my 
fellows, 


He that retires, I'll take him for a Velſcian, 
And he ſhall feel mine edge. | 
[Aarum ; the Romans beat back to their trenches. 


SCENE VIII. 
Re-enter Martius. 


Mar. All the contagion of the ſouth light on you,. 
You ſhames of Rome, you! herds of boils and plagues 
Plaiſter you o'er; that you may be abhorr'd 

Farther than ſeen, and one infe& anather 

Againſt the wind a mile. You ſouls of geeſe, 

That bear the ſhapes of men, how have you run 
From {laves, that apes would beat? Pluto and hell! 
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale 

With flight and agued fear! mend, and charge home, 
Or by the fires of heaven, I'Il leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you: look to't, come on; 

If you'll ſtand faſt, we'll beat them to their wives, 
As they us to our trenches followed. 


Another alarum, and Martius follows them t0 the 
gates, and is ſbut in. 


So, now the gates are ope: now prove good ſeconds 3 
»Tis for the followers, fortune widens them; 
Not for the fliers: mark me, and do the like. 


[He enters the gates 
1 Sol. Fool-hardineſs, not I. 
2. Sel, Nor I. 
L Scl. See, they have ſhut him in, Alarum anti 


ky 


- 
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All. To th' pot, I warrant him. 
Enter Titus Laritus. 


Lart. What is become of Martius? 
All. Slain, Sir, doubtleſs 
1 Sol. Following the fliers at the very * 
With them he enters; who upon the ſudden 
Clapt to their gates: he is himſelf — 
To anſwer all the city. 
Lart. Oh noble fellow ! 
Who ſenſibly out-dares his ſenſeleſs ſword, 
And when it bows, ſtands up: thou art left, Martius— 
A carbuncle intire, as big as thou art, | 
Were not ſo rich a jewel. Thou waſt a ſoldier 
Even to Calvus wiſh, not fierce and terrible 
Only in ſtroaks, but with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder- like percuſſions of thy ſounds, 
Thou mad'ſt rn enemies ſhake, as if the world 
Were feaverous, and did tremble. 


Enter Martius bleeding, afſaulted by the Bnemy. 


1 Sol. Look, Sir. 
- . Lart. O, tis Martius. © 
| Ler s fetch him off, or malce remain alike. 
(They fight, and all enter the ci. 


Enter certain Romans ith Spoils, 


1 Rom, This will I carry to Rome. 

2 Rom, And I this. 

3 Rom, A murrain on't, I took this for ſilver. ¶ Exe. 
[Alarum continues ſtill afar off. 


Enter Martius and Titus Lartius, with a Trumpet. 
Mar. See here theſe movers, that do prize their ho- 


nours 
At a crack'd drachm : cuſhions, leaden ſpoons, - 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe flaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up; down with them; 
And hark, what noiſe the general makes! to him; 
There is the man of my ſoul's hate, Aufidius, 
Fiercing our Ramat: chen valiant Tur take | 


Convenient 


Proſperity be thy page. 


% 
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Convenient numbers to make- good the city, 

Whilſt I, with thoſe that have the ſpirit, will haſte 

To help Cominius. 
Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed ſt; 

Thy exerciſe hath been too violent 

For a ſecond courſe of fight. 

Mar. Sir, praiſe me not: 

My work hath yet not warm'd me> Fare you well: 


The blood I drop, is rather phyſical 


Than dangerous-to me. 
I' Aufidius thus I will appear, and fight. 
Lart. Now the fair Goddeſs Fortune 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms 
Miſguide thy oppoſers ſwords : bold * * 


Mar. Thy friend no leſs, 

Than thoſe ſhe placeth higheſt : ſo farewel. 
Zart. Thou worthieſt Martius, 

Go ſound thy trumpet in the market- place, 


Call thither all the officers o'th'tewn, 


* they ſhall know our mind. Away. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Cominius retreating with Soldiers. 


Com. Breathe you, my friends ;. well 22 43. we are 
come off 
Like Romans, neither fooliſh i in our ſtands 
Nor cowardly in retite : Believe me, Sirs, 
We ſhall be charg'd again. Whiles we have ſtruck, 
By interims and conveying guſts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends. The Roman Gods 
Lead their ſucceſles, as we wiſh our own, Q 
That both our powers, with ſmiling fronts encounting. 
May give you thankful erifice, Thy news? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mel. The citizens of Coricli have iſſued. 


And given to Lartius and to Martius battel. 


I ſaw our party to their trenches driven, 
And then I came away. | 

Cem. Tho' thou ſpeak'ſt truth, 
Methinks thou ſpeak not well. How joog ist Gnce ? 


My 


: 
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Meſ. Above an hour, my lord. | ; f 
Com. Tis not a mile: briefly we heard their drums, 
How could'ꝰſt thou in a mile confound an hour, , 
And bring the news ſo late? f 
Meſ. Spies of the Velſcian: 
Held me in chaſe, that I was forc'd to wheel 
Three or four miles about, elſe had I, Sir, 
Half an hour ſince brought my report. 


Enter Martius. 


Com. Who's yonder, | 
That does appear as he were flead? O Gods, 

He has the ſtamp of Martius, and I have 
Before time ſeen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

_ Com. The ſhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
More than I know the ſound of Martius tongue, 
From every meaner man. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others,, 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar Oh! let me clip ye 
In arms as ſound, as when I woo'd in heart: 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done, 
And.tapers burnt ta bedward. 

Com. Flower of. warriors, 
How is't with Titus Lartius? 

Mar. As with a man buſied about decrees ;- 
Condemning ſome to death, and ſome to exile, 
Ranſoming him, or pitying, threatning th' otker,. 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning grey-hound in the leaſh, 
To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where is that flave # 
W hich told'me as they beat you to your trenches? 
Where is he? call him hither. | 

Mar. Let him alone, 

He did inform the truth : but for our gentlemen, 
The common file, (a plague ! tr:bunes for them) 
The mouſe ne'er ſhunn'd the cat, as they did budge 
From raſcals worſe than they. 


Com, But how prevaild you? 


Mar 


*, 
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Mar. Will the time ſerve to tell? I do not think — 
Where is the enemy? are you lords o'th' field? 
If not, why ceaſe you till you areſo? 

Com. Martius, we have at diſadvantage fought, 
And did retire to win our purpoſe. *% 

Mar. How lies their battel] ? know you on what ſide 
They have plac'd their men of truſt ? 

Cem. As I gueſs, Martius, 

Their bands i'th' vaward are the Antiates 
Of their beſt truſt : o'er them Auffdius, 
Their very heart of hope. ; 

Mar. I do beſeech you, 
By all the battels wherein we have fought, - 
| By tl blood we've ſhed together, by the vows 
We've made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me againit Aufidius, and his Antiates ; 
And that you not delay the preſent, but 
Filling the air with ſwords advanc'd, and darts, 
We prove this very hour ——— 

Cem. Though I could wiſh 
You were ed to a gentle bath, 

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking ; take your choice of thoſe 
That beſt can aid your action. | 

Mar. Thoſe are, they 1 | 
That moſt are willing, if any ſuch be here, 

(As it were fin to doubt) that love this painting 
Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd ; if any fear 

Leſs for his perſon than an ill report: 

Tf any think brave death out-weighs bad life, 
And that his country's dearer than himſelf, 

- Let him alone, (or many if ſo minded) 
Wave thus, t'expreſs his diſpoſition, 


And follow Martius. | . 
_ [They all ſhout, and wave their fwords, tale Lim up 
in their arms, and caſt up their caps. fo 


Oh! me alone, make you a ſword of me: 
If theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Yolſcians ? none of you, but is 
Able to bear againſt the great Auſidius | 
A ſhield as hard as his. A certain number 
(Tho' thanks to all) muſt I ſelect from all: 


* 
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The reſt ſhall bear the bufineſs in ſome other fight, 

As cauſe will be obey'd ; pleaſe you to march, 

And four ſhall quickly draw out my command, 

Which men are belt inclin'd. | 
Com. March on, my fellows : 

Make good this oſtentation, and you ſhall 

Divide in all with us. = [Exeunt; 

SCENE X. 

Titus Lartius having ſet a guard upon Corioli, going with 
drum and trumpet tour Cominius and Caius Martius; 
Enter with a lieutenant, other ſoldiers, and a ſcout. 


Lari. So, let the ports be guarded ; keep your duties 
As I have ſet them down. If I do ſend, diſpatch 

Thoſe centuries to our aid, the reſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding ; if we loſe the field, 
We cannot keep the town. | 

Lieu, Fear not our care, Sir. 

Lart. Hence, and ſhut your gates upon's : 
Our guider come, to th" Roman camp conduct us. 


[ Exeunt. 


"SCENE XI. 


Alarum as in baitel, Enter Martius and Aufidius, at 
: ſeveral doors. 


Mar. I'll fight with none but thee, for I do hate 
thee ' 

Worſe than a promiſe-breaker. 

Auf. We hate alike : 

Not :4/ric& owns a ſerpent I abhor 

More than thy fame and envy ; fix thy foot. 
Mar. Let the firſt budger die the other's ſlave, 

And the Gods doom him atter. | 
Auf. If I fly, Martius, hollow me like a hare. 
Mar. Within theſe three hours, Tullus, 

Alone I fought in your Coriali walls, 

And made what work I pleas'd : 'tis not my blood, 

Wherein thou ſee'ſt me'mask'd ; for thy revenge 

Wrench up thy power to th* higheſt. 

Auf. Wert thou the Hector, | 
That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny, 
| Thou 
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Thou fhould'fi not *ſcape me here. 
Here thy fight, and certain Volſcians come to "the aid 
of Aufidius, Martius fights till they be driven in 


breathleſ5. 
Officious and not valiant ! 
In your condemned ſeconds, 


Plouriſh. Alarum. A retreat 'is — Enter at one 
door Cominius with the Romans: at another door 
Martius, with his arm in a ſcarf. ; 


Com. If I ſhould tell thee o'er this thy day's ; work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds :. but FI! report it, 
Where Senators ſhall mingle tears with ſmiles ; 
Where great Patricians ſhall attend, and ſhrug ; t 
Fel? end admire ; where ladies ſhall be frighted, | 

And gladly” quack'd, hear more? where the dull Tri- 
butes, 
That with the fuſty Plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Shall ſay againſt their hearts, we thank the Gods 
Our Rome hath ſuch a ſoldier. 1 
Vet cam'ſt thou to a morſel of this feaſt, 
Having fully din'd before. 


Enter Titus Lartius with his fowrer fro the purſuit. 


Lart. O General, 
Here is the ſteed, we the capariſon: 
Hadſt thou bebeld 
Mar. Pray now, no more: my mother, 
- Who has a charter to extoł her blood, 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me: 
I have done as you have done, that's what I can, 
| |  Induc'd as you have been, that's for my country? 
1 He that has but effected his good will, 
| Hath overta'en mine act. 
* Com. You fhall not be | 
The grave of your deſerving, Rome muſt 100 
The value of her own ; *twere a concealment, 
| Worſe than a theft, no leſs than a traducement, 
= To hide your doings, and to filence that, 
Which to the ſpire and top of praiſes vouth'd, 
Would ſeem but modeſt ; therefore, I beieech you, 
In gn of what you are, not to reward, : 
| | What 


- 


you have ſham'd me 


; 
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What you have done, before your army hear me. 
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Mar. I have ſome wounds upon me, and they ſmart 


To hear themſelves remembred. 


Com. Should they not, 


Well might they feſter 'gainſt ingra 
And tent themſelves with death: Ot all the horſes, 
Whereof we have ta'en good, and good flore, of all 
The treaſure in the field atchiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth, 
Before thetommon dittribution, 


At your only choice, 


Mar. I thank you, General: 
But cannot make my heart conſent to take 
A bribe, to pay my Sword: I doxefuafe it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe 


That have beheld the doin 


[ 4 long flouriſh, They all ery, Martius ! Martius! 
caſt up their caps and launces: Cominius and Lar- 


tius ſtand bare. 


Mar. May theſe ſame inſtruments, which you profane, 


Never ſound more: when drums and trumpets ſhall 
I'th' field prove flatterers, let courts and cities 

Be made all falſe-faced ſoothing. 
When ſteel grows ſoft, as the 
Let him be made an overture for th* wars: 

No more, I fay ; for that I have not waſh'd 

My noſe that bled, or foil'd ſome debile Wretch, 
Which witheut note here's many elſe have done, 
You ſhout me forth in acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if I lov'd my little ſhould be dieted, 


In praiſes, ſauc'd with lies. 


Com. Too modeſt are you: 
More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us, that give you truly: by your patience, 
If 'gainſt yourſelf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
{Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles, 
Then reaſon ſafely with you: therefore be it known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Martius 
Wears this wars garland ; in token of the which, 
My noble ſteed, known to the camp, I give him, 
With all his trim belonging; and from this time, 
For what he did before, Corioli, call him, 


> 


- 


raſiteꝰs filk, 


Wit' 
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With all th' applauſe and clamour of the hoſt, 
Carne Martius Corolianus. Bear the addition nobly ever. 
- [Fleuriſh.* Trumpets hound, — 
Omnes. Caius Martius Coriolanus in 3 
Mar. I will go wan: 1 BY 
And when my face-is fair, you ſhall cerceing 
Whether I bluſh, or no. Howbeit, I thank you. 


I mean to ſtride your fied, and at all times 


To undercreſt your good addition, 

To th' fairneſs of my power; © - = 
Com. So, to our tent: | 

Where, ere wedo repoſe us, wewill write 

To Rome our ſucceſs: you Titus Lartius 

Muſt to Coriali back; ſend us to Rome 


The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 


For their own good, and ours, 
Lart. I ſhall, my lord. 
Mar. The Gods begin to mock: me : 


I that but now refus'd moſt princely Gifts, 


Am bound to beg of my lord- general. 
Com. Takes tis yours: What is't ? 

Mar. I ſometime-lay here in Corial j,, ([[ 
At a poor man's houſe : he us'd me Kindly. - | 
He cry'd to me: I a him priſoner : | | 
But then Aufidias was within my view, I 
And wrath o'er-whelm'd my pity 3 1 oh yuo | 


To give my poor hoſt 


= O well begg'd: | * Fra | 
Were he butcher of my bw he mould n ] 
= free as is the wind: deliver him, Titus.” | | 

Lart. Martius, his name:? 86 


Mar. By Jupiter, forgot: 5 | VU + 7 ( 
I ara weary ; © yea, my memory 55 hed . 
Have we no wine here? n 1 


WE, 


Cam. Go we to our tent; 
| The blood upon your viſage dries ; tis time 4 
It ſhould be look'd to: come, E xeunt, 
S C EN E XII. 
A flouri Cornets, Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody 
— avith tauo or three Soldiers. 


Auf. The town is ta'en, 


Sol. 


Sol. 
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Sol. *T'will bedeliver'd back on good condition. 
Auf. Condition! 
T would I were a Roman, for I cannot, 
Being a Yo//cian, be that I am. Condition? 
What good Condition can a treaty find ; 
I'rh' part that is at Mercy? Five times, Martius, 
I have fought with thee, fo often haſt thou beat met 


And wouldſt do fo, I think, ſhould we encounter 


As often as we eat. By th' elements, 
IT ever again I meet him beard to beard, * 
He's mine, or I am his: mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in't it had : for where 
J thought to cruſh him in equal force, * 
True Ford to ſword, I'll potch at him ſome way; 
Or wrath, or craft may get him. 

Sol. He's the devil. | 

Auf. Bolder, tho' not ſo ſubtle : my valour (ppiſon'd 
With only ſuftering ſtain by him) for him 
Shall flie cut of itſelf : not ſleep, nor ſanctuary, 
Being naked, ſick, nor fane, nor capitol, 
The prayers of prieſts, nor times of ſacrifice, 
Embarkments all of Fury, ſhalt lift up 
Their rotten privilegeand cuſtom *painſt - 
My hate to Martizs. Where I find him, were it 


At home, 1 my brother's guard, e ven there 
0 u 1 


Againſt the hoſpital cannon, would I OED 
Waſh my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th' city, 
Learn how *tis held, and what they are that muſt + 
Be hoſtages for Rome. 

Sal. Will not you go? 

Auf. I am attended at the cypreſs grove. I pray you 


(Tis ſouth the city mills) bring me word thither 


How the world goes, that to the pace of it 
I may ſpur on my journey. 


Se. 1 ſhall, Sir, [Exeunt. 
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CL eee CI OTSTOFOT SIO TGED? 
ACT H. SCENET. 


Enter Menenius «ith Sicinius and Brutus. 


Menenius. H E Augur tells me, we ſhall have news 
to-night. 

Bra. Goòd or badꝰ 
.. Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they love not Martius. 

Sic. Nature teaches beaſts to know their friends. 

Men. Pray you, whom OR, the wolf love ? 

Sic. The lamb, 

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians 
would che noble Martius. 
\ Bru. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 
Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb, 
Vou two are old men, tell me one thing that I ſhall 
ask you. 

Fob, Well, Sir. 

Men. In what enormity 'is Martius poor, that you 
two have not in abundance. 

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but ftor'd with all. 

Sic. Eſpecially in pride. 

Bra. And topping all others in boaſt, 

Men. This is ſtrange now! do you two know how 
you are cenſur'd here! in the city, I mean of us o'th' right 

file, do you? | 

Bru; Why how are we cenſur'd ? 

ow, Becauſe you talk of pride now, you will not 


angry 

Beth. well well, Sir, well. 
Men. Why, tis no great matter; for. a very little 
chief of occafion, will rob you of a great deal of pa- 
tience - give your diſpoſitions the reins, and be 
angry at your pleaſures, (at the leaſt) if you take it 
as à pleaſure to you, in 1 ————- you blame 
Martius tor being proud. 

Beru. We do it not alone, Sir. 

Men. I know you can do very little alone, for your 
helps are many, or elſe your actions would grow 
wondrous lingle ; your abilities are too 5 for 

oing 
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the controverſy — the more intangled by your 
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doing much alone. You talk of Pride — ob, that 
you could turn your eyes towards the napes of your 
necks, and make but an interior ſurvey of your good 
fſeives. O that you could! 

Bru. What then, Sir ? ut 

Men. Why then you ſhould difcover a. brace of as 
unmeriting, proud, violent, teſty magiſtrates, alias, fools 
as an) in Rome, 5 | 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. Tam known to be a humerous patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allaying Tyber in't; faid to be ſomething imperfe@ in 
favouring the firſt complaint; haſty and tinder like, 
upon too trivial motion; one that converſes more 
with the buttock of the night, than with the fore- 
head of the morning. What I think T utter, and 


_ ſpend my malice in my breath. Meeting two ſuch 


weals-men as you are (I cannot call you Lycurguf/*s) 
if the drink you give me touch my palate adverſly, 
I make a crooked face at it. I can ſay, your worſhips 
have deliver'd the matter well, when 1 find the aſs 
in compound with the major part of your ſyllables ; 
and tho' I muſt be content to bear with thoſe that 
ſay you are reverend grave men, yet they lie dead] 

that tell you, you have good faces; if you ſee this 


in the map of my microcoſm, follows it that I am known 


well enough too? what harm can your beſom con- 
ſpectuities glean. out of this charactar, if I be known 
well enough too ? | | 

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 
Menu. You know neither me, yourſelves, nor any 
thing; you are ambitious for poor Knaves caps and 
legs : you wear out a gocd wholeſome forenoon, in 
hearing a cauſe between an Orange-wife and a foſſet- 


ſeller, and then adjourn. a controverſy of three-pence 


to a ſecond day of audience. When you are 


hearing a matter between a party and party, if you 


chance to be pinch'd with the cholick, you make faces 
like numbers, ſet up the bloody flag againſt all pa- 
tience and in roaring for a chamber: pot, diſmiſs 


hearing 
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bearing: all the peace you make in their cauſe, is cal - 
ling both the — un n pet of _ 


ones. 
Bru. Thins! come, you. ate well e to be 


a perfect glyber for the * than amc bench- 
er in the Capitol. 

Men. Our very 8 ined; tans Weila if 
they ſhall encounter Tech ridiculous ſubjeds as you 
are; when you ſpeak beſt unto the purpoſe, it is not 
worth the wagging of your beards, and your beards 
deſerve not ſo honourable. a grave, as to tuft. a 
botchers cuſhion, or to be intomb'd in an afs's-- pack- 
ſaddle. Vet I muſt be ſaying, Martins is proud 3 
who in a chea 1 is worth all your prede- 
ceſſors ſince Deucalion, peradventure ſome of 
che beſt of them are chip mr, hangmen. Good-e'en 
to your worſhip : more of your converſation would 
inſect my brain, being the herdſmen of the beaſtily Ple- 
. 1. Were to take my leave of you. 


puny | Far. Brutus andSicinus 
| 8 C E N FI. +5 | 77 
4 '. Enter Volumnia, Virgilia and Valeria. 


How now (my as fair as noble) ladies, and the moon, 
were ſhe earthly, no novier ; Whither do you follow- 
your eyes ſo fall ? 
Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Martiu approaches; 
for the love of Juno let's go? ; | 
Mer. Ha! Martius coming home? a 
Fol. Ay, worthy roma and wich molt. profpe- 
rous approbation. 
Men. Take my cap, Fupiter, and I thine thee = — U 
hoo, Martius coming home ! 
Bath. "Nay, tis true 
Vol. Look here a Liter from" him, 0 Stars? hach 
another, his wife another, and I thinle there's one at 
home for you. — 8 
Mer.” T will make ay very houſe reel to-night; n A 
letter forme! 
Vit, Ves certain; there's a letter ien I Aw't. 
Mer. A letter for me! it gives me an eſtate of ſeven 
years health; in which time I will make à lip at the 


N 
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but emperic, and to this preſervative: of no better re- 
port then a horſe-drench. Is he not W ? he was 
went to come home wounded. | 

Fir. Ohno, no, no. 

Vol. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for t. 

Men. 80 do I too, if he be not too much; brings he a 
Vigory i in his pocket? the wounds become — 

Vol. On's brows, Menenius, he comes the third time 
home with the open garland. 

Aen. Hath he diſciplin'd Aufdius ſoundly? i 

Vol. Titus Lartins writes, they n together, bar 
Aufidius got oft. | 

Men. And *twas time for: kim too, I'll nent belts 
that; if he had ſtaid by him, I would not have been ſo 
fidins'd for all the cheſts in Corioli, and the gold that's 
in them. Is the Senate poſſeſt of this? 

Fol. Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes: the Se- 
nate has letters from the General, wherein he gives my 
Son the whole name of the war: he hath in this action 
out done his former deeds doubly. | 

Val. In troth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of him. 

Mes, Wondrous | ay, 1 W on, an not with- 
out his true purchaſing. | 

Vir. The God's grant them true. 

Val. True? pow waw.. 

Men. True? I'll be ſworn they are true. Where is 
he wounded, God fave your good worſhips? Mareius 
is coming home 3 he has more cauſe to be proud: 
where he is wounded ? 

Vol. Itty ſhoulder, and i'th'. left arm; and there will 
de large cicatrices to ſhew the people, when he ſhall ſtand 
for his place. He receiv'd in the repulſe of Targus: ſeven 
hurts Prh* body, | 

Men. One "th" neck, and two bth' thigh ;. there's. 
nine that I know. 

Vol. He had, before his laſt expedition, twenty five 
wounds upon him. 

Men. Now tis twenty ſeven ; every gaſh was an ene- 
my's grave. Hark, the trumpets. [Aout an flouriſh. 

Vol. Theſe are the . uſhers of Martins; betore him 
he carries noiſe, and behind him he leaves tears 


Death, that dark ſpirit, in's nervy arm doth lye, SM 
B 3 Which 
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Which being advanc d, declines, and chen men die. 


\ 


SCENE III. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Cominius the Gonered) bat Ti- 
tus Lartius ; between them Coriolanus,crown'd with 


an oaken 3 with Captains, 2 ＋ 4 


herald. © 
Her. Know, Rome, gat all blade Marviui 44 fight 
Within Corioli gates, where he hath won, 


With fame, a name to Cains Martius. 
Welcome te Rome, renowned Coriolans. — 
[Sound. Blurifh. 
All. Welcome'to Rome, n . NOTE 
Cor. No more ofthis, it does e — heart ; - 
Pray now, no more. 
Cor. Look, Sir, von nb. 
Car. au! 


Von have, I Know, petition the Gods | . 
For my proſperity. [ Knees, 


Hol. Nay, my ſoldier ma... 
My gentle Martius, worthy Caius, + - 
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd, 
What 3s it, Corielazus, muſt I call thee . 
But oh, thy wife | 
Cor. My gracious filence, hail : 
Would' ſt thou have laugh'd, had I come-coffin 'd home, 
That weep'ſt to ſee me triumph? ah, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Coriali wear, 
And mothers that lack fons. 
Men. Now the Goods crown thee. 


Com. And live you yet ? Omy ſweet lady, 8 " 


Vol. I know not where to turn. O welcome home. 
And welcome General, y'are welcome all. - | 
Men. A hundred thouſand welcomes: I could weep, 
And I could laugh, I'm light and heavy: welcome, 
A curſe begin at very root one's heart 
That is not. glad to ſee thee, You are three 
That Rome ſhould dote on: yet by the faith of men, . 
We've ſome old erab- trees here At home, that will not 
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Be graſted to your reliſh, Welceme warriors; 
We call a nettle, but a nettle, and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 
Com. Ever right. | 
Cor. Menenius, ever, ever.. 
Her. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your hand, and yours. 
Ere in our own houſe I do ſhade my head 
The good patricians muſt be viſited, 
From whom I. have receiv'd not only greetings, 
But with them, change of honours. | 
Vol. J have lived | 
To fee inherited my very wiſhes, 
And buildings of my fancy ; only one thing 
Is wanting, which I doubt not but our Reme 
Will caſt upon thee. ; 
Cor. Know, good mother, I 
Had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs, | 
Com, On, to the Capitol. [ Hlauriſb. Cornete. 
ä Eæeunt in late, as before. 


80 E NE IV. 
Enter Brutus and Sicinius. 


Bru. All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpectacled to ſee him, Yaur pratling nurſe - 
Into a rapture let's her baby cry, 

While ſhe chats him: the kitchen maukin pins 

Her richeſt lockram bout her reechy neck, 

« Clambring the walls to eye him; ſtalls, bulks, windows, 
Are ſmother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd 

« With variable complexions ; all agreeing 

In earneſtneſs to fee him: ſeld- own Flaming 

Do preſs among the popular throngs, and puff 

« To win a vulgar ſtation; our veild dames 

« Commit the war of white and damask in 

Their nicely gawded cheeks, to th wanton fpoil 

Of Phoebus burning kiſſes; ſuch a pother, 

© As if that whatſoever God who leads him, 

« Wereſlily crept into his human power, 

And gave him graceful poſture. 

| 34 Sic. 
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J warrant him, peak gans en nod e 507 Ol 3A 
Bra, Then our office may, 90907 40) 43891 ISA 
During his power, go ſſeedp. iq d. Sf; 7] 


Sic. He cannot | temp'rately. dect * desc, | 
From where he ſhould e. en . ——_— 
| Loſe thoſe heath won. - "07 

Bra. In that there's comfort. 

Sic. Doubt not, 

The commoners, for 1 we * but they 
Upon their ancient malice, will ſorget 
(With the leaſt ; Cauſe). theſe his new honours ;- which | 
That he will give, make I as little nb 

As he is proud . 

Bru. T heard him ſwear, 

Where he to ſtand for Conſul, never r would be 
Appear i'th' market- place, nor on him * 9930 

The napleſs veſture of humility, Y 5 n 
Nor ſhewing, as the manner is, his wound T- 
To th' people, beg their ſtinking breaths. . 

Sic. Tis right, > 

Bru, It was his word: oh, he wank miſs it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the ſuit oth Sentry, 

And the defire oth- nobles. 
Sic. I wiſh no better, 
Than have him hold that porpae and to put it 
In execution. ' 5 IT 

Bu 'Tis moſt like he will. FL 

Sic. It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills - 

A ſure deſtruction. 

Bra. So it muſt fallout A WR 

To him, or our authorities. For an ende. 
We muſt ſu the people, in what hatred... | + 
He ſtill hath he'd them; that to's. n 
Have made them mules, filenc'd their —— — 525 
Dif roperty'd their freedoms : holding chen. mw EAT 
In human action and capacity, . bien . 
Of no more foul nar ſtneſs for the world. 
Than camels in their war, ho have their provender | 7 
Only for 8 blows boi no ntnr 
For ſinking under them. VIA 

. "TH, rms 4b n UM BIA 

11 91:06 Z4'4 * 71 ** N 


6 l @ 4 
; , 929 . 2 


CORIOL AN Qs. 33 
At ſome time, when his ſoaring infolence 
Shall reach the people, (which time ſhall not want, 8 
If he be put upon't, and that's as eaſie 2 
As to ſer dogs on ſheep) will be the fire 
To kindle their day ſtubble; and their blaze 
* darken him for ever. 


Enter a fe. 


Bru. What's the matter? . 58 
My/. You're ſent for to the Capitol: 'tis thoughe | - 7 
That Martius ſhall be Counſul: I have ſeen b 
The dumb men throng to ſee him, and the blind - 
To hear him ſpeak; the matrons flung their gloves, 
Ladies and maids their ſcarfs and handkerchiefs, 
Upon him as he paſs'd; the nobles bended, . 
As to Fove's ſtatue, and the commons made 
A fhower and thunder with their caps and ſhouts : 
L never ſaw the like. | 
Bra. Let's to the Capitol, 
And carry with us ears and eyes for th' time, 
But hearts for the event. ? | 
Sic. Have with you. Een. 


SCENE N. 


8 


Enter tro Officers, to lay euſbions. | 

r Of. Come, come, they are almoſt here; "how many 
ſtand for conſulſhips ? 

2 Off. Three they ſay ; but tis thought of Fey one, 
Cariolanus will carry it. 

x OF. That's a brave fellow, but he's vengeance prof, 
and loves not the common people. 

2 Of. Faith, there have been many great men that, 
have flatter'd the people, Who ne'er lowd them, and; 
there be many chat they have loved, they know Rot, 
wherefore; ſo that if they love they know not why, 
they hate upon no better a ground.” Therefore, 755 
Coriolanus neither to care whether — love, or ha 
him, manifeſts the true knowledge as in their diſ-, 
poſition, and out of his noble le extleſacl lets them, 

lainly ſee't. 
i 1 of If he dic not care whbeticr Ke nad their tobe 
or no, he wav'd indifferently 'twixt doing them _ 
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ther good nor harm: but he ſeeks their hate with greater 
devotion than they can render it him; and leaves no- 
thing undone, that may fully diſcover bim their o 
ſite. Now to ſeem. to affect the malice and diſpl Ant 
of the people, is as bad as that which he diſli en to 
fatter them for their love. 

2. Of. He hath deſerved kale of his country : 
and his aſcent is not by ſuch eaſie degrees as thoſe who 
have been ſupple and courteous to the people, bonnetted 
without any further deed. to have them at all into 
their eſtimation and report: but he hath ſo planted 
his honours in their eyes, and his actions in their hearts, 
that for their tongues to be filent, and not confeſs. ſo 
much, were a kind of ingrateful injury; to report 
otherwiſe, were a malice that giving it ſelf the lie, 
would pluck reproof and po rN from 2 ear that 
heard it. 

1 OF. No more of him, he is a worthy man: make 
way, * are coming. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the potple 
Liaors before them ; Coriolanus, Menenius, Comi- 
nius the — Sicinius and Brutus take their pla- 
ces by themſelves. 


Men. Having determin'd of the Polſcians, and 
To ſend for Titus Lartius ; it remains, 
As the main pornt of this our after-meeting, 
To gratifie his noble ſervice, that 
Hath thus ftood for his country. Therefore, N vou, 
Moſt reverend and grave elders, to defire 
The preſent Conſul, and laſt General, 
In our well- found ſucceſſes, to report 
A little of that worthy work perform'd 
i y. Caius Martius Cominius ; whom 
We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
Wich honours like himſelf. ' | 

1 Sue, Speak, good Cominiu - | 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Rather vnt kite w defective for requital, 
Than we ſtretch it out. Maſters o'ch' people, 
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We do requeſt your kindeſt ear, and after, | 
Your loving motion toward the common body; 
To yield what paſſes here. 
Sic. We are convented 
Upon a pleaſing treaty, and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance + 
The theam of our aſſembly. 
Bru. Which the rather 
We fhall be bleſt todo, if he enden 
A kinder va'ue.of the people, than! 
He had hitherto priz'd them at. 
Men. That's off, that's off: 
J would you rather had been filent : pleaſe you = 
To hear Cominius ſpeak ? 
Bru. Moſt willingly: 
But yet my caution was more pertinent 
Than the rebuke you give. 
Men. He loves your people, 
4 But tye him not to be thei eir bed-fellow : *” 
Worthy Cominius ſpeak. 
[Coriolanus rie and offers to go away, 
Nay, keep your place. 
. 1 Sen; Sit, Coriolanus, never ſhame to hear 
= What you have nobly done. 
j- . Cor. Your hanour's pardon : 
I had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear ſay I got them 
Bru. Sir, I hope 
My words diſ-bench'd you not? 
Cor. No, Sir; yet oft, 
ö When blows have made me ſtay, I fled. from words? 
You ſooth not, therefore hurt not: but your people, 
I love them as they weigh 
Men. Pray now, fit down. 
Cor. I had rather have one ſcratch my head i'th' fan, 
When the alarum were ſtruck, than idly fit | 
To hear my nothipgs monſter'd. [ Exit Corialanus 
Men. Maſters of the people, - | 
' Your multiplying ſpawn how can he flatter, 
That's thouſand to one good one? when you ſee 
He had rather venture all his limbs for hondur, = 


— 


 - i... * G 
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"Than one of 's ears to heart. Proceed, Cominiut. 0 &) 
DOom. I ſhall lack voice: the deeds of Fn 
Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held BY, 4 
'T hat valour is the chiefeſt virtue, ang 5:7n3b e dt 
Moſt dignifies the haver : if it bo 4 
The man I ſpeak of cannot in the world 
Be ſingly counter- pois d. At ſixteen years, 
When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he Warte 
Beyond the mark of others: our then Dictator, 
Whom with all praiſe I point at, ſaw him n 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The briſtled lips before him: he beſtrid  . 
An oer-preſt Roman, and i'th* Conſul's view | 
Slew three oppoſers: Targuin's ſelf he met, 
And ſtruck him on his knee: in that day's feats, 
When he might act the woman in the ſcene, | 
| He prov'd beit man i'th' field, and for his meed ©; 
XxX Was-brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age | fer of 
| Man-entred thus, he waxed like a ſea, . 
And in the brunt of ſeventeen battels ſin ne 
He lurcht all ſwords e'th garland. For chis laſt, iy! 
Before, and in Corioli, let me fay i th 
J cannot ſpeak him home: he ſtopt the fliers, : 


And by his rare example made the coward 3:14 25.4 
Turn terror into ſport. As waves before 
A veſſel under ſail; ſo men obey d, * 184 


And fell below his ſtern: his — (deaths tap) at 
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot: * 
He was a thing of blood, whoſe every motion 
Was trim'd with dying cries: alone he enter d 
The mortal gate oth city, which he painted 
With ſhunleſs deſtiny: aidleſs came * Me 
And with a ſudden re-enforcement . & 4 „ 0 
Corioli, likg a planet. Nor all's this; d nan L 2811 
For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce {27 1% 
_ ready ſenſe, when ſtreight his doubled (pi * tt 

icken'd;what in fleſh was fatugate,. - —__ 

to the battel came he; where he did 92 
— reeking o'er the lives of men, as itt 
Twere a perpetual ſpoil; and 'till we eallid.- 1 nad? IG 
Buth bland ci ours, n 0 0 . 


544 > * 
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To eaſe his breaſt with panting. 12 oo: 1 TD 

Men Worthy man! | 

1 Sen, He cannot but with meaſure bt the honours / 10 
Which we deviſe him. | | ! zvoley 1500 1 

Com. Our ſpoils he kick'd %% 0 fil 
And look'd upon things precious, as they were: 
The common muck o'th' world: he covets lea 
Than mifery itſelf would give, rewardſss 
His deeds with doing them, and is content.” 9 00493 


To ſpend his time to end it. A1 nor V4 
Men. He's right noble 4 rar 
Let him be called for. + ; i el AT. 


Sen. Call Carialanut. 
OF. He doth appear. 
E Enter Coriolanus. . 


Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, are well pleasd 
To make thee Conſul. b 
Cor. I do owe them ſtill L G Din- 
My life, and ſervices. i doch n b 
Men. It then remains 2 l 
That you do ſpeak to th' people. menen 


Cor. I beſeech you, | 57116 apt 154230 | 
Let them o'er-leap- that cuſtom ; for T-cannot © — 


Put on the gown,” ſtand: naked, and entreat them 

For my wounds ſake, to give their ſuffrages: 2 {90 oY A 

Pleaſe you that I may pats this dong. A ba 
Sic. Sir, the people muſt have their voices) n = 

Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony. 
Men. Put them not to't; pray fit you to the cuſtom 

And take t'ye, as your predeceſſors have. AE 


Your honour with your form. eh 20nd av 
Cor. It is a part 1959100551 asbl s & De bak 
That I ſhall bluſh in acting, and might ven, a 
Be taken from the people. | 48 4 20Y 
Bru. Mark you that * 


Cor. To brag unto then, thus T Ha and' a 
Shew them th” unaking fear, which Tt wenn ee „ Ha 
As if I had receivdd them for n 1391 Nu 
Of their breath only⸗ß 197 (- e 29 „ 219 T 

Men. Do not ſtand uponꝰt * 32 $113 bas Lit aud 
We recommend t'ye, Tribunes of the bow 2 
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Our purpoſe to them, and to our noble Conſul 
Wiſh we all j Joy and honour, 


4 1 Cormalanys come all joy and honour 
[Flurifh Cornets.. The Exe. 


Manet Sicinius and Brutus. 


| ” Bru. You ſee how he intends to uſe the people. 
Sic. May they 1 intent An * ——_— 
them, | f 
As if he did contemn what he requeſted bd, 
Should be in them to give. | 
Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here on th' market \place | 
I know they do attend us. [ Exe, 


E N E VII. 
Enter * or erght Citizens. 


1 Cie. Oons ! if he do require our voices, we ought 
not to deny him. 

2 Cit, We may, Sir, if we will. 

3 Cit. We have power in our ſelves. to do it, but 
it is a pewer that we have no power 7 2 for if he 
ſnews us his wounds, and tell, us his deeds, we are to 
put our tongues into thoſe wounds, py ſpeak. for 
them: So, if he tells us his noble deeds, we — alſo 
tell him of our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude 

is monſtrous, and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were 
to make a monſter of the multitude ; of the which, we 
being members, ſhould bring our ſelves to be monſſpous 
members, 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a, lit- 
_ tle help will ſerve: For once when he ftogd up about 
the corn, he himſelf fuck not to call us the many-head- 
ed multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been call'd fo of many, nat that 
our heads are ſome brown, ſome black, ſore auburn, 
ſome bald; but that our wits are ſo diverily.calour'd ; 
and truly, I think, if all our wits were o iſſue ont of 
one ſcull, they would fly Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, and 
their conſent of one direct wax. would be at once to all 


Point o'th' compaſs. 5 in N 
b enn 


« * "44 


F. 
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2 Cit. Think you ſo ? which way do you judge my 
wit would fly ? | | 

3. Cit. Nay, your wit will ſo ſoon. out as another man's 
will, 'tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a blockhead : But if it 
were at liberty, 'twould ſure ſouthward. 

2 Cit. Why that way ? | 

3 Cit. To loſe it ſelf in a fog, where being three 
parts melted away with rotten. dews, the fourth would 
return for conſcience fake, to help to get thee a 
wife. oops j44 | 10 

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks Mou 
may, you may / | 

3 Cit. Are you all reſolved to give your voices? 


but that's no matter, the greater part carries it, I ſay, 


If he would incline to the people, there was never a 
worthier man. 


Enter Coriolanus in a gown, wwith Menenius. 
Here he comes, and in the gown of humility, mark 


| his behaviour: We are not to ſtay all together, but to 


come by him where he ſtands, by one's, by two's and 
by three's. He's to make his requeſts by particulars, 
where every one. of us has a ſingle honour, in giving 
Him our own voices with our own tongues : therefore 
56 me, and I'll direct you how you ſhall go by 
m. | | e 
All. Content, content. | a 
Mon. Oh Sir, you arg not right; have you not 
known 
The worthieſt men have done't ? 
Cor. What mult I fay, 
I pray, Sir? plague upon't, I cannot bring 
My tongue to ſuch a pace. Look, Sir, — my wounds 


I got them in my country's ſervice, when 


Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From noiſe of our own drums. | 


Men. Oh me the Gods! 8 
You muſt not ſpeak. of that, you muſt deſire them 


To think upon you. 14 


Cor. Think upon me ? hang m. 


I world they would forget me, like the virtues 
W hich our divines loſe by em. 


vr 

' 
14 
1 
4 
my 
4 


Con AN 
I Von "I nur all,, 
Pit leave you: pray you to ſpeak. to em, 4 pray 2 


— 


— EUTHOW Om ad: e Br * ” [Exir, 


1 Srjfry to 1789 


"Citizens approach.” 


Oak Bid * waſh their faces, 
And keep their teeth clean——ſo, here comes a brace; 
You know the cauſe, Sirs, of my ſtanding here. 


r Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what — your: to! . 


Cor. Mine own deſert. 
2 Cit. Your own'deſert ?- 

Cor. Ay, not mine own define. 

1 Cit. How, not your own — 25 

Cor. No, Sir, twas never my deſire yet to trouble 
the poor with beggingg 

1 Cit. You muſt think, if we give you any thing, 
we hope to gain by y. 

Cor. Well then, I pray your price o'th? ConſuNhip ? 

1 Cit. The price is, to ask it Kindly. 

Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha't: I have waunds 


to ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private; Your 


voice, Sir; What ſay you? 
2 Cit.” Yeu ſhall ha't, worthy Sir. 


Cor. A match, Sir; there's. in al vw worthy vejcs 


begg'd ..L.have your alms, adieu. 

1 Cir. But this is ſomething odd. 

2 Cit. 4 twere to * nen dis no 
matter. 4 >3 77 | Lea 


e 
you now, if it may ſtand with the tune 


122 
3 22 . 


Ser. Pray 
of your voices, chat I my be Conful, T have here- the | 


cuſtomary: 


1 Cit. Yow . deſerved nobly of e 


you have not deſerved nobly. 
Cor. Yout ænigma. 


1 Cit. You have been a debug to Kerrarjhities * vgs . 
have been a redte er friends 5: * have not rr 5 


the common people. 
Cor. You ſhould account me hs mb — 6 


that I have not been common in my love; I will, Sir, 


fatter my ſworn krother, the people, to earn 4 dearer 
tion 


re 


fore, beſeech you I may be Conſul. 
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eſtimation of them, tis a condition they account gen- 
tle: And fince the wiſdom of their choice, is rather i to 
have my cap than my heart, I will practiſe the; 3nft- 
nuating nod, and be off to them moſt eounterſeitly: That 
is, Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment of ſome pro- 
pular man, and give it bountifully to the defirers : There- 


2 Cit. We hope to find you our friend »' d der. 
fore give you our voices heartily.” 

1 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 
Cor. I will not ſeal your knowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make much <> your — and ſo troy- 
ble you no further. | 

- Both. The Gods give you Joy, Sir, heartily. L. 

Cor. Moſt ſweet voice. — 
Better it is to die, better to ſtarve, - 
Than crave the hire, which firſt we do deſerve. 2 


_ Three n 


Here come more voices. 
Your voices for your voices I have fought, 
Watch'd for your voices; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd : Battels thrice fix, 
I've feen, and heard of: For your voices, havre 
Done many things, ſome leſs, ſome more : 9 
voices : 

Indeed I would be Conſul. 

r Cit. He has done N and cannot > ibo 
any honeſt man's voice. ; 60 

2 Cit, 


Fn * IR + «fl 72 ' 
Why in this woo!viſh gown ſhould I ſtand. bee, | 
To.beg; of -Hob and Dich, that do appear, 
Their needleis voucher? cuſtom calls me 1 * 
What cuſtom wills in all things, ſhould, we do't * * 
The duſt on antique time would lye unſwept, 5 
And mountainous error be too highly heapt, 05 £ 05592 3755 
For truth to o'er-peer. Rather than fool it ſog +, -... 
Let the high office and honour, go, * 
To one that would do thus. id, Am half through, Lea: 
n ana. the other WII. I do. "3" I 19280 


- 
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2 Cit, Therefore let him be Conſu] : The Gods give 
him joy, and make him a good friend to the people. 
All. Amen, amen. God fave thee, noble Conſul, 


[ Exeunt, 
Cor. Worthy voices ! 


Enter Menenins, with Brutus and Sicinius. 

Men. You've figod your limitation: and the Tribunes 
Endue you with the peoples voice. Remains, 
That in th' official marks inveſted, you 
Anon do meet the Senate. 

Cor. Is this done ? F 
Sic. The cuſtom of requeſt you have diſcharg'd : 
The people do admit you, and are ſummon'd 
To meet anon upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where t at the ſenatc-houſe ? 

Sic. There, Coriolanus. 2 

Cor. May I change theſe garments ? 

Sic. You may, Sir. | | 

Cor. That I'll ſtraight do: And knowing my ſelf again, 
Repair to th' ſenate-houſe. __. . 

Men. II keep yay company. Will you along? 

Bru. We ſtay here for the people. 

Sit. Fare you well. Exe. Coriol. aud Men, 


„ n 
He has it now; and by his looks, methinks 
"Tis warm at's heart. en Foul 


Bru. With a roud heart he worre 
His humble wecds: Will you diſmiſs the people? 


Enter Plebeians. 


Sic. How now, my maſters, have you choſe this man ? 

1 Cit. He has our voices, Sir, 

Bru. We pray the Gods he may deſerve your loves. 

2 Cir. Amer; Sir: To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd onr voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly he flouted us down-right. 

1 Cit. No, cis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock us- 

2. Cit. Not one amongſt us, ſave your ſelf, but ſays 
He us'd us ſcornſully: He ſhould have ſhew'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for's country. 4 

| ic. 


ener 0 MM 


WW 


Ve 


es 


2 


And try'd his inclination; from his pluckt | : 
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Sic. Why ſo he did, I am ſure. 
All. No, no man ſaw 'em. 
3 Cit. He ſaid he'd wounds, which he could ſhew in 
private: 

And with his cap, thus waving it in ſcorn, 

I would be Conſul, ſays he: aged cuſtom, 

But by your voices, will not ſo permit me; 

Your voices therefore : When we granted that, 


„* 


* 
. 
| 
} 
{ 
| 
1 


Here was I thank you for your voices — thanle 
ON — | 

Your moſt ſweet voices ——— now you have left your 
voices, * 


I have nothing further with you. Wa'n't this mockery ? 
Sic. Why either were you ignorant to ſee't ? 
Or ſeeing it, of ſuch childiſh friendlineſs, 
To yic11 your voice? 
Bru. Could you. not have told him, 
As you were leſſon'd; when he had no power, 
But was a petty ſervant to the ſtate, 
He was your enemy, ſtill ſpake againſt 
Your liberties and charters that you bear 
I'th* body of the weal: And now arriving 
At place of potency, and fway o'th' ſtate . 
If he ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 
Faſt foe to th' plebeans, your voices might 
Be curſes to your ſelves ? You ſhould have ſaid 
That as his worthy deeds did claim no leſs 
Than what he ſtood for ; ſo his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranſlate his malice tow'rds you, into love, 
Standing your friendly lord, | 
Sic, 'Thus to have faid, 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his ſpirit 


Either his gracious promiſe, which you might 

As cauſe had call'd you up, have held him to 

Or elſe it would have gall'd his ſurly nature 

Which eaſily endures not article, 

Tying him to ought ; fo putting him to rage 

You ſhould have ta'en th* advantage of his choler, 

And paſt him unelected. . 
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Bru. Did you perceive, |. | 
He did ſollicit you in free contempt, 


When he did need your loves? and do you think 
That his contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, 


When he hath" power to cruſh? why had your bots 


No heart among you ? or had you tongues, to cry 
Againſt the rectorſnip of judgment? | 

Sic. Have you, © | 
Ere now, deny'd the erf and now again 
Of him that did not ask, but mock, beſtow | 
Your ſu'd.for tongues ? 

3 Cir. He's not Saen. we may deny him yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him: | 
Fll have five hundred voices of that found.” | 

1 Cit. Ay, twice five hundred, and their hd; vo 

piece em. 

Bru. Get you hence uluntly and tell thoſe friends, 
They've chofe a Conſul that will from them take 
Their liberties, make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking, _ 
As therefore kept to do ſo. | 

Sic. Let them afſemble ; * on ſafer Judgment, | 
Revoke your ignorant election: 
Enforce his pride, and his oe hate to you: 

Beſides, forget not, 

With what contempt he wore the humble weed, 
How in his ſuit he ſcorn'd you: But your loves 
Thinking upon his ſervices, took from you _ 
The apprehenfion of his preſent portance, 

Which gibingly;- ungravely; he did fafhion 

Aſter th* inveterate hate he bears to you. 

Bra. Nay, lay a fault on us, your "Tribunes, that 
We labour'd (no impediment between) 

But that Jou muſt caſt; yur election on him. 


Sic. Say, you "choſe bim, more after our command) 


ment, 
Than guided by your own affections, 
And that your minds, pre- oceupied with what 
You rather muſt do, than what you ſhould do, 
Made you againſt the grain to voice him Conſul; 
Lay the fault on us. 
| ru. Ay, ſpare us not : Say, we read leQures to you; 


How 


A 2 —2 2 — — — 


Ia 
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How youngly he began to ſerve his country, 

How long continued, and what ſtock he ſprings of, 

The noble houſe of Martius; from whence; came 

That Aucus Martus, Numa's daughter's ſon, - 

Who after great Hoſtilius, here was King: 

Of the ſame houſe Publius and Quintus were, 

That our beſt water brought by conduits hither. 

And Cenſor inus, darling of the people 

(And nobly nam'd fo tor twice being cenſor) 

Was his great anceſtor, 
Sic. One thus deſcended, 

That hath beſide well in his perſon wrought, 

To be ſet him in place, we did commend 

To your remembrances ; but you have found, 

Scaling his prefent bearing with his paſt, 

That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 

Your ſudden approbatioa. 
Bra. Say, you ne'er had don't, 

(Harp on that ſtill) but by our putting on; 

And preſently, when you have drawn your number, 

Repair to th“ Capitol. | 
All. We will ſo; almoſt all rebent in their election. ä 

Wy ann. 

Bru. Let them go on: | 

This mutiny were better put in hazard, 

Than ſtay paſt doubt for greater : 

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 

With their refuſal, both obſerve and aner 

The vantage of his anger. 11 ale! 
Sic. Come; to th' Capitol, [91948 31 . 

We will be there before the fiream o'th* e. 5 Ann 

And this ſhall ſeem, as partly tis, their nit ni 1 1 

Which we have goaded d. 8 1 (r. 


aa SA 


ACT m. 8. C. E. N E I. 


Cornets, Enter — Menenius, Cominius, . f 
Lartius, and other Scnatorr. 8 1 
Cor, U, Aufdius then had made new head do 
I fort. He had, my lord, and that it — 


caus'd 


That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
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caus'd. 

Our ſwifter compoſition. | c 

Cor. So then the Volſcians ſtand but as at firſt, 

Ready wats time ſhall prompt them, to make in- 
roa 

Upon's again "Es 

Com. They're worn, lord Conſul, ſo, 


Their banners wave again. 
Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 
Lart. On ſafe guard he came to me, and did curſe 
Againſt the Volſciam, for they had ſo vilely 
Yielded the town; he is retir'd to. Antium. 
Ca r. Spoke he of me? | | 
Lore. He did, my lord. 
Lor. How ? -What ? . 
Cart. How often he had met you ſword to ſword : 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
Your perſon moſt : that he would pawn his fortunes 


To hopeleſs reſtitution, ſo he might 
Be call'd your vanquiſher. © 


Cor. At Antium lives he? 

Lart. At Antium. | 

Cor. I wiſh I had a cauſe to ſeek him there, 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 


] 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. , 


Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the people, 1 


1 
The tongues o'th* common mouth: I do deſpiſe them, G 
For they do prank. them in authority A 
Againſt all noble ſufferance. : ( 
Sic. Paſs no further. ? 
Cor. Hath ! what is that! 
Bru. It will be dangerous to go on——no further. 
Cor. What makes this change? ] 
Men. The matter ? | ] 
Com. Hath he not paſs'd the nobles and the commons | 
Bru. Cominius, no. | | 
Cor. Have I had childfen's voices? , 
Sen. Tribunes, give way; he ſhall toth' market place. 
Bru.S The people are incens'd againſt him. 
Sic. Stop, | 4 
3 Or 
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Or all will fall in broil, 
Cor. Are theſe your herd ? 
Mult thefe have voices, that can yield them now, 
And ftreight diſclaim their tongues ? what are your 
offices ? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not thetr teeth ? 
Have you not ſet them on? 
Men. Be calm, be calm. 
Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
rſe To curb the will of the nobility: 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be rul'd. 
Bru. Call't not a plot: 
The people cry you mock'd them; and of late, 
When corn was given them, gratis, you repin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants for the people, call'd them 
Time-pleaſers, — foes to nobleneſs. 
Cor. Why this was known before, 
Brn. Not to them all. 
Cor. Have you inform'd them fince ? 
Bru. How! I inform'd them 
Com. You are like to do ſuch buſineſs. 
Bru. Not unlike each way, to better yours. 
Cor. Why then ſhould I be Conſul ? by yond clouds, 
Let me deſerve ſo ill as you, and make me 
Your Fellow-Tribune. 
Sic. You ſhew too much of that, 
g For which the people ſtir; if you will paſs 
To where you're bound, you muſt enquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler ſpirit, 
Or ne'er to be fo noble as a Conſul, 
Nor yoke with him for Tribune. 
Men. Let's be calm. 
Com. The people are abus'd, ſet on; this paltring 
Becomes not. Rome: nor has Coriolanus 
ö Deſerv'd this ſo diſhonour'd rub, laid falſly 
1 'th' plain way of his merit. 
Cor. Tell me of corn 
| This was my ſpeech, and I will ſpeak't again 
e. Men. Not now, not now. 
Sen. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 
Cor. Now as I live, I will--—- 
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As for my nobler friend, I crave their pardons : 
But for the mutable rank-ſcented many, 
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 
And there behold themſelves : I ſay again, - 
In ſoothing them, we nouriſh againſt our Senate 
The cockle of rebellion, inſolence, ſedition, 
Which we ourſelves have plowed for, ſow'd and ſcatter'd. 
By mingling them with us, the honour'd number. 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power but that 
Which we have given to beggars. 
Men. Well, no more 
Sen. No more words, we beſeech you 
Cor. How no more! 
As for my Country I have ſhed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force ; ſo ſhall my lungs _ 
Coin words till their decay; againſt thoſe meaſlers 
Which we diſdain ſhould tetter us, yet ſeek 
The very way to catch them 
Bru. You ſpeak o'th* people, as you were a God 1 
To puniſh, not a man of their infirmit̃ x. T 
O 
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Sic. Twere well we let the people know't. 
Men. What, what ! his cholor ? 


Cor. Choler ! were I as patient as the midnight ſleep, 
By Fove, twould be thy mind. * 
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| Sic. It is a mind | 1 © 
| That ſhal! remain a poiſon where it is, | A 
Not poiſon any further. N 1. 
Cor. Shall remain? E. 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you Tl 
His abſolute gal /? | D. 
Com. *Twas from the cannon. gr yy 
Cor. Shall * 
O good, but moſt unwiſe patricians; why W 
Vou grave, but wreakleſs Senators, have you thus Al 
Given Hydra here to chuſe an officer, Ol 
That with his peremptory all, being but He 
The horn and noiſe o'th* motiſters want no ſpirit T} 
To fay he'll turn your current aditch, W. 
And make your channel his? If he have power, W. 
Then vail your ignorance; if none, awake Th 
Your dangerous lenity ; if you are learned, I't 
Be not as common fools ; if you are not, 8 


CoRrloLANUS. 49 
Let them have cuſhions by you. Your Plebeians, - 
If they be Senators, and they are no leſs,” 5 
When, both your voices blended, the great ſt taſte 
Mott pallates theirs. They chaſe their magiſtrate, 
And ſuch a one as he, Who puts his al, 
His popular Hall, againſt a graver bench 
Than ever frown'd in Greece. By Fave himſelf, 
It makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my ſoul akes 
To know, when two authorites are up, 
Neither ſupream, how ſoon confuſton 
May enter *twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by th' other. 
Com. Well on to th' market place. 
Cor. Who ever gave that conſul, to give forth 
The corn o' th the ſtorehouſe, gratis, as twas us d 
Sometime in Greece M$ 
Men. Well, well, no more of that. 
Cor. Though there the people had more abſolute power 
I ſay, they nouriſhd diſobedience, fed 
The ruin of the ſtate. 
Bru. Why ſhall the people give 
One that ſpeaks thus their voice 2 
Cor. Til give my Reaſons, 5 
More worthy than their voice? They know the corn 
Was not our recompence, reſting aſſurd 
They ne'er did ſervice for't, being preſt to th'war, 
Even when the naval of the ſtate was touch d, 
They would not chread the gates: this kind of ſervice 
Did not deſerve corn, gratis. Being i'th' war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they ſhew'd 
Mott valour, ſpoke not for them. Th' Accuſation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
All cauſe unborn, could never be the native 
Of our ſo frank donation. Well, what then? 
How ſhall this boſom - multiplied digeſt 
The Senaters Courteſie! let deeds expreſs 
What's like to be their words — we did requeſt it —— 
We are the greater poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our demands, Thus we debaſe 
The nature ot our ſeats, and make the rabble 
Call our Cares, fears; which. will in time brake ope 
et The Locks o'ch' Senate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles =— 
Men . Come, enough. C Tle 


. 
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Bru. Enough, with our meaſure. 
Cor, No, take no more. 
What may be ſworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal ! This double worſhip, 
Where one part does diſdain withcauſe, the other 
Inſult without all reaſon ; where gentry, title, wiſdom, 
Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 
Of gen'ral ignorance, it muſt omit 
Real neceſſities, and give way the while 
'T*unſtable flightneſs 3 purpoſe ſo barr'd, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore, beſeech you, 
(You that will be leſs fearful than diſcreet, ot 
That love the fundamental part of ſtate 
More than you doubt the change oft; that prefer 
A noble Life before a long, and wiſn 
To vamp a body with a dangerous phyſick,- 
'That's ſure of death without,) at once pluck out 
The multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 
The {weet which is their poiſon. Your diſhonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ſtate 
Of that integrity which ſhould become it : 
Not having power to do the good it would 
For th' ill which doth controul it. 
Bru. H' as ſaid enough. 
Sic. H'as ſpoken like a traitor, and ſhall anſwer 
As traitors do. | 
Cor. Thou wretch ! deſpight o'er whelm thee ! 
What ſhonld the people do with theſe bald Tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To th' greater bench. In a rebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was law, 
Then were they choſen ; in a better hour, 
Let what is meet, be ſaid, it muſt be meet, 
Andthrow their power i'th' duſt. 
Bru. Manifeſt Treaſon 
Sic. This a conſul? - no. 
Bru. The Æailes, ho; let him be apprehended. 
Sic. Go call the people, in whoſe name my ſelf 
Attach thee as a traitorous innovator : 
A foe to th' publick weal. Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer. ¶ Laying hold on Cariolanus. 
Cor. Hence, old goat. ; 
All. We'll ſure to him. 


Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off. 


| Cor, 


15s, 


Too bring the roof to the foundation, 
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Cor. Hence, rotten thing, I ſhall ſhake * bones 
Out of thy garments. 
Sic. Help me, citizens. 


Enter a Rabble of Plebeians with the Zdiles. 
Men On both fides more reſpect. 
Sic. Here's he that would take from you all your power, 
Bru. Seize him, Aadilet, 
All. Down with him, down with him 
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons. 
[ They all buſtle about Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens —— what hoe 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens? 
All. Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, hold, peace 
Men. What is about to be ? I am out of breath ; 
Confuſion's near. I cannot ſpeak. You, Tribunes, 
Coriolanus ; patience ; ſpeak, Sicinius. 
Sic. Hear me, people —-— peace. 
All. Let's hear our Tribune ; peace; ſpeak, ſpeak, 
ſpeak. 
Sic. You are at point to loſe your liberties ; 
Martius would have all from you: Martius, 
Whom late you nam'd for Conſul. 
Men. Fie, fie, fie, 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 
Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat, 
Sic. What is the city, but the people? 
All. True, the people are the city. 
Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eſtabliſh'd | 
The people magiſtrates. | 
All. You ſo remain. 
Men. And ſo are like to do. 
Cor. That is the way to lay the'city flat ; 


And bury all which diſtinctly ranges 

In heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic. This deſerves death. 1 
Bru. Or let us ſtand to our authority, 

Or let us do it? we do here pronounce, 

* — tie part o'th* people, in whoſe power 
e were elected theirs, Martius is worthy 

Of preſent death. 

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him; 
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Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deſtruction caſt him. 

Dru. Halles ſeine him. 

All Ple. Yield, Martius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one wotd, beſcech your Tribunes, 

hear me but a word | 
ailes. Peace, peace. 

Men. Be that you ſeem, truly your country friends; 

And temp'rately proceed to what you would 

Thus violently redreſs. 

Bra. Sir, thoſe cold ways, 

That ſeem like prudent helps, are very poyſonous, 

Where the diſeaſe is violent. Lay hands on him, 

And bear him to the rock. [ Cor. draws his ſword, 
Cer. No; I'll dye here; 

There's ſome among you-have beheld me fighting, 

Come try upon your ſelves, what you have ſeen me. 
Men. Down with that ſword, Tribunes withdraw a while 
Bra. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help Martius, help ---- you that be noble, help 

him young and old. 

Al. Down with him, down with him. [Excunt. 
In this mutiny, the Tribunes, the AEdiles, and the 
people are beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to. your houſe ; be gone, away, 

All will be naught elſe, 

2 Sen, Get you gone. 

Com. Stand faſt, we have as _ friends or enemies. 

Men. Shall it be put to that? 

Sen. The Gods forbid : 

T pr'ythee, noble Friend, home to thy houſe, 

Leave us to cure this cauſe. 

Men. For 'tis a ſore 

You cannot tent your ſelf ; be gone, 'beſeech you. 

Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 

Men. I would they were Barbarians, as they are, 

Though in Rome litter'd ; not Romans, as they are not, 

Though calved in the porch o'th' Capitol: 

Begone, put not your worthy rage into your tongue, 

One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground I could beat forty of them. 

Men. I could my ſelf take up a brace o'th' the beſt of 

* yea, the two Tribunes. Com-. 


hd Had , __ A wd 


het , 7} 


Ces, 


CORIOLANUS. 53 

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetick, 
And manhood iscall'd fool'ry when it ſtands 
Againſt a falling fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the tag return, whoſe rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 

Men. Pray you be gone: 
Ill try if my old wit be in requeſt 
With thoſe that have but little ; this muſt be patcht 
With cloth of any colour. | 

Com. Come away, [Exeunt Coriolanus and Cominius. 

1 Sen. This man has marr'd his fortune. 

Men. His nature is too noble for the world: 
He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 
Or Fove for's power to thunder : his heart's his mouth : 
That his breaſt forges, thas his tongue muſt vent; 
And being angry does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. LA noiſe within. 
Here's goodly work, 

2 Sen. I would they were a-bed. 

Men. I would they were in Tyber. What the vengeance, 
Could he not ſpeak em fair? 

Enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabble again. 

Sic. Where is this viper, | 
That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himſelf ? 

Mex. Your worthy Tribunes 

Sic. He ſhall be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock . 
Wich rigorous hands; he hath reſiſted law, | 
And therefore law ſhall ſcorn him further tryal 
Than the ſeverity of publick power, 
Which he ſo ſets at nought. . | 

1 Cit. He ſhall well know the noble Tribunes are 
The peoples mouths, and we their hands. 

All. He ſhall be ſure on't. 

Men. Sir, 8sir. | 

Sic. Peace. | | Ag 1\ 

Men. Do not cry havock, where you ſhould but hunt 
With modeſt warrant. | 

Sic. Sir, how comes it you 
Have holp to make this reſcue ? 

Men. Hear me ſpeak ; | | 
As I do know the Conſul's worthineſs ; Og 
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So can I name his faults: 


Y 
Sic. Conſul ! what Conſul ! 
Men. The Conſul Corialanus. | 
Bru. He Conſul ! 


All. No, no, no, no, no. 
Men. If by the Tribunes leave, and yours, good people, 
T may be heard, I'd crave a word or two, | 
The which ſhall turn you to no further harm, 
Than ſo much loſs of time. | * | 
Sic. Speak briefly then, 
For we are peremptory to diſpatch | 
This viperous traitor ; to eject him hence 
Were but one danger, and to keep him here 
Our certain death; therefore it is decreed 
He dies to-night. 
Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 
Tow'rds her deſerving children, is enroll'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own. 
Sic. He's a diſeaſe that muſt be cut away. 
Men. Oh, he's a limb, that has but a diſeaſe”; 
Mortal, tocutit off; to cure it, eaſie. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death 2 
Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loſt | 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an ounce) he-dropt i it for his cquntry : 
And what is left, to loſe it by his country, 
Were to us all thatdo't, and ſuffer it, 
A brand to th end:o'th* world. 
Sic. This is clean wrong. 
Bru. Meerly awry : when he did love * ata | 
It honour'd him. | 
Men. The ſervice of the: foot ; 
Being once gangreen'd, it is not then reſpeted | 
For what before it was | 
Bru. We'll hear no more. 
Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence, | 
Leſt his infection, being of catching nature, 
Spread further. 
Men. One word more, one word : 
This tiger-footed rage, when it ſhall find 
The harm of uns kann d ſwiſtneſs, will (too late) 
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Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by proceſs, 
Leit parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 
And fack great Rome with Romans. 
Bra. If *twere ſo 
Sic. What do ye talk? 
le, Have we not had a taſte of his obedience ? 
Our Z#ailes ſmote, our ſelves reſiſted, come —— 
Men. Conſider this; he hath been bred i'th' wars 
Since he could draw a ſword, and is ill- ſchool'd 
In boulted language, meal and bran together 
He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 
FI go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful form, 
In peace, to his utmoſt peril. 
1 Sen. Noble Tribunes, 
It is the human way : the other courſe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 
Sic. Noble Meneniut, | 
Be you then as the peoples officer. 
Maſters, lay down your weapons. 
Bru. Go not home, — 
Sic. Meet on the forum.; we'll attend you there, 
Where, if you bring not Martius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way. 
Men. I'Il bring him to you. 
Let me defire your company; he muſt come, 
Or what is worſt will follow. 
1 Sen. Pray let's to him. | [Extunt. 
Enter Coriolanus with Nebles. 
Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears, preſent-me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horſes heels, 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpe ian rock, 
That the precipitation might down ſtretch - 
Below the beam of ſight, yet will I Kill - 
Be thus to them. 


Enter Volumnia. 
Noble. You do the nobler. 
Cor. I muſe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vaſlals, things created 
To buy and fell with groats, to ſhew bare heads 
In. congregations, yawn,..be ſtill, and wonder, 
9 | CA © 
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hen one but of my ordinance ſtood up 
To ſpeak of peace, or war; (I talk of yon) 
Why did you wiſh me milder ? wou'd you have me- 
Falſe to my nature ? rather ſay, I play * 
The man I am. 
Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir, 
I would have had you put your power welt on, 
Before you had worn it out. | 
Cor. Let's go. | 
Vol. You might have been enough the man you are. 
With 4triving leſs to be ſo. Leſſer had been 
The things that thwart your diſpoſitions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how ye were Aiposd 
Ere they lack'd power to croſs you. 
Cer. Let them hang. 
Vol. Ay, and burn too. 
Enter Menenius with the Senators. 
Men. Come, come, you've been too rough, ſome- 
thing too rough : 
' You muſt return, and mend it. 
Sen. There's no remedr. 
Unleſs, by not ſo doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midſt, and periſh. 
Vol. Pray be counſeIPd ; 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that . s my uſe of anger 
To better vantage, 
Men. Well ſaid, noble woman: 53 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th' heart, but that 
The violent fit'o*th* times craves it as phyſick 
For the whole ftate, I'd put mine armour on, 
Which I can ſcarcely bear. 
Cor. What mult I do? 
Men. Return to th* Tribunes. 
Cer, Well, what then? What then? 
Men. Repent what you have ſpoke. 
Cor. For them ? I cannot do it for the Gods, 
Muſt I then do't to them: 
Vol. You are too abſolute, ' 
The” therein you can never be too noble, 
But when extremities ſpeak. I've heard you ay. 
Honour and policy, like unſever'd friends, 
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— In peace, what each of them by th other loſes, 
That they combine not there? ee 

Cor. Tuſh, tuſh — l 

Men A good demand. Tar 

Vol. If it be hononr in your wars, to ſeem _ 
The ſame you are not, which for your beſt ends 
You call your policy: how is't leſs or worſe 
That it ſhall hold companionſhip in peace 
With honour, as in war, ſince that to both 
It ſtand in like requeſt. | | 

Cor. Why force you this ? 

Vol. Becauſe it lies on you to ſpeak to the people: 
Not by your own inſtruction, nor by th' matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with ſuch words 
But rooted in your tongue; baſtards, and ſyllables 
Of no allowance, to your boſom's truth. 

Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 

Than to take in a town with gentle worcs, 

Which elſe would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood. | 

would diſſemble with my nature, where 

My fortunes and my friends at ſtake requir'd 

I ſhould do ſo in honour. I'm in this 

Your wife, your ſon : theſe ſenators the nobles, 
And you will rather ſhew our general lowts, 

How you can frown, then ſpend a fawn upon em, 
Fur the inheritance of their loves, and ſateguard _ 
Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. Noble lady ! 
Come go with us, ſpeak fair: you may ſalve ſo, 
Nat what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs 
Of what is paſt. 

Vel. I pr'ythee now, my ſon, 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand. 
And thus far having ſtretch'd it (here be with them) | 
Thy knee buſſing the ſtones ; for in ſuch buſine ſs 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant 
More learned than the ears, waving thy head, 
Which often, thus, cerrecting thy ſtout heart 
New humble as the ripeſt mulberxy, 

That will not hold the handling: or ſay to them, 
Thou art their ſoldier, and being bred in broils 

Haſt not the ſoſt way, which thou doſt conſeſs 
Were fit for thee to ule, as they tochim, 
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In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy ſelf (forſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 
As thou haſt power and perſon. 
Men. This but done, 
Ev'n as ſhe ſpeaks, why all their hearts were yours: 
For they have pardons, being ask'd, as free, 
As words to little purpoſe. 
Vol. Pr ythee now, 
Go and be ruPd : altho' I know thou'dſt rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf 
'Than flatter him in a bower. 
| Enter Cominius. 
Here is Cominius. K 
Cam. I have been i'th* market - place, and Sir, tis fit 
You have ſtrong party, or defend your ſelf 
By calmneſs, or by abſence: all's in anger. 
Men. Only fair ſpeech. | 
Com. I think”twill ſerve, if he 
Can thereto frame his ſpirit. 
Vol. He muſt and will: 
Pr'ythee now fay you will, and go about it. 
Cor. Muſt IJ go ſhew them my unbarbed ſconce ? 
Muſt my baſe tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it muſt bear? well, I will dot : 
vet were there but this fingle plot, to loſe _ 
This mould of Martius, they to duſt ſhould grind it, 
And throw't againſt the wind. To th' market - place! 
You've put me now to ſuch a part, which never 
J ſhall diſcharge to th' life. | 
Cam. Come, come, we'l] prompt you. 
. . Val. Ay, pr'ythee now ſweet ſon, as thou haſt ſaid 
My praiſes made thee firſt a ſoldier ; ſo 
'To have my praiſe for this, perform a part 
Thou haſt not done before. | 
Cor. Well, I muſt do't: 
Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 
Some harlot's ſpirit: my throat of war be turn'd, 
« Which quired with my drum, into a pipe - 
« Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls afleep ; the ſmiles of knaves 
« Tent in my cheeks, and ſchool-boys tears take up 
The glaſſes of my fight : a beggar's tongue 
4 Make motion through my lips, and my arm'd 1 
„ ͤͤmt'• 5 3 c 
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Which bow'd but in my ſtirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv'd an alms. I will not do't, 


VLeſt I ſurceaſe to honour mine own truth, 
And by my body's action, teach my- mind 


A molt inherent baſeneſs. 
Vol. At thy choice then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſhonour, - 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous ftoutneſs : for I mock at death + 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift. 
Thy valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck'dſt it from me? 
But own thy pride thy ſelf. THAO 
Cor. Pray be content: 
Mother, I'm going to the market-place : 
Chide me no more. I'll moantebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my wife. I'Il return Conſul, . 
Or never truſt to what my tongue can do 
I'th' way of flattery further. 
Vl. Do your will. [Exit Volumnia. 
Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you : arm. - 
Your ſelf to anſwer mildly; for they're prepar d 
With accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 
'Than are upon you yet. 
Cor: Fhe word is, mildly. Pray you let us go. 
Let them accuſe me by invention: - 
Will aniwer in mine honour, 
Men. Ay, but mildly... | ö 
Cor, Well, mildly be it then, mildly. [Exeum. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Bru. In this point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannic power : if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the people, 
And that the ſpoil got on the Antiates | 
Was neer diſtributed. What, will he come? 
Enter an Maile. 
a. He's coming. 
Bru. How accompanied? 
a. With old Menenius, and thoſe ſenators + 


That always favour'd him. 


Sto. Have you a catalogue 


On all the voices that we have procyr'd, 
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Set down by th' pol! 

Aa. I have; tis ready, here. Jer 
Sic. Have you collected them by tribes ? : 
„„ - 

Sic. Aſſemble preſently the people hither: 

And when they hear me ſay, It ſhall be ſo, 

Pth* right and ſtrength o'th* commons; be it either 

For death, for fine, or baniſhment, then let them, 

If I fay fine, cry fine; if death, cry death, 

Inſiſting on the old prerogative 

And power i'th' truth o'th' cauſe. 

Ad. J will inform them. ö 
Bru. And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 

Let them not ceaſe, but with a din confus'd 

Inforce the preſent execution 

. Of what we chance to ſentence. 

Sad. Very well. | 
Sic Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint, 
When we ſhall hap to give't them. 

Bru. Go about it. | Exit Æaila. 

Put him to choler fſtreight : he hath been us'd. 

Ever to conquer, and to have his word | 


Of contradiftion. Being once chaſt, he cannot 


Be reign'd again to temp ran; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his heart; and thaYis there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 4 

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Cominius, avith- 

2 | ._. athers. | WELL 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly I do beſeech you. 
„Cor. Ay, as an hoſtler, that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the knave by th' volume: the honour'd Gods 
Keep Rame in ſafety, and the chairs of juſtice _ 
Supply with worthy men, plant love amongſt you 
Through our large temples with the ſhews of peace, 
And not our ſtreet with war. | 

1 Sen. Amem amen. | 

Men- A noble with: | 

Enter the Edile with the Pleberans. 
Sic. Draw near, ye people. 
4. Liſt to your Tribunes: audience; 

Peace, I fay. | | 
Cor. Firſt, hear me ſpeak. 
Bath Tri, Well, ſay: peace, ho. 
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Cor. Shall I be charg'd no farther than this preſent 
Muſt all determine here? 

Sic. I do demand, | 
If you ſubmit you to the peoples voices, . 
Allow their officers, and are content | 
To ſuffer lawful cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall be prov'd upon you? 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. Lo, citizens, he ſays he is content : 

The warlike ſervice he has done, confider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which ſhew 
Like graves !th holy church-yard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, ſcars to move 
Laughter only. 

Men. Conſider further: 

That when he ſpeaks not like a citizen, 
You find him like a ſoldier; do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious ſounds : 
But, as I fay, ſuch as become a ſoldier. 
Rather than envy, you 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 

That being paſt for Conſul with full voice, 
I'm ſo difhonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again ? 

Sic. Anfwer to us. 

Cor. Say then: Tis true, I ought ſo. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take 
From Rome all ſeaſon'd office, and to wind 
Your ſelf unto a power tyrannical, 

For which you are a traitor to the People. 

Cor. How ? traitor ? 

Men. Nay, temperately : Your promiſe. 

Cor. The fires i'th? loweſt hell fold in the people? 
Call me their traitor thou injurious Tribune! 
Within thine eyes fate twenty thouſand deaths, 

In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers; I would fay 
Thou lieſt unto thee, with a voice as free, 

As I do pray the Gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, people? 

All. To th' rock with him. 

Sic. Peace : 


We need not put new matter to his charge: What 
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What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeak, 
Beating your officers curſing your elves, 
Oppoſing laws with ſtroaks, and here defying. 
Thoſe whoſe great power muſt. try him, even this 
So criminal, and in ſuch capital kind, 
Deſerves th* extreameſt death. 
Bru. But fince he hath 
Serv'd well for Rome - 
Cor. What do you prate of ſervice? 
Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 


Cor. Vou? 
Men. Is this the- promiſe that you made your mo- 
ther? 


Com. Know, I pray you- 
Cor. Pl know no further: 

Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian. death, 

Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 

But with a grain a- day, I would not buy 

Their mercy at the price of one fair word, 

Nor check my courage for what they can give, 

To have't with ſaying, good-morrow. 

| Sic. For that he has | nt ai. 

| (As much as in him lyes) from time to tine 

| Envy'd againſt the people: Seeking means 

To pluck away their power; as now af laſt _ | 

_  Giv'n hoſtile ſtroaks, and that not in the preſence -- 
Of dreaded juſtice; but on the miniſters 

That do diſtribute it, in the name o'th' people, 

| And in the power of us the Tribunes, we 

| (Ev'n from this inſtant). baniſh him our city 

In peril of 2 


From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome's gates. I'th' people's name, 
I ny it ſhall be ſo. | 
Al. It ſhall be fo ; it ſhall be ſo; let him away: 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be fo. 
Com. Hear me, my maſters, and my common 
friends — | 


_- 


Sic, He's ſentenc'd : No more hearing. 
Com. Let me ſpeak : 4 
J have been Conſul, and can ſhew from Rome, 
Her enemies marks upon me. I do love 
My country's good, with a reſpe& more tender, 
More holy, and profogae, than. mine own life, NI 
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My dear wife's eſtimate, her womb's increaſe, 
And treaſure of my loins: Then if I would 
Speak that 
Sic. We know your drift. Speak, what? 
Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is bani ſid 
As enemy to the people, and his country. 
It ſhall be ſo. 
All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo. 
Cor. You common cry of curs, whoſe breath I hate. 
As reek o'th' rotten fenns ; whoſe loves I prize, 
As the dead carkaſſes of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my air: I baniſh you. 
And here remain with your uncertainty, 
Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts, -. 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, . 
Fan you into deſpair : Have the power ſtill 
To baniſh your defenders, till at length, 
Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels, 
Making but reſervation of your ſelves 
Still your own enemies) deliver you 
As moſt abated captives to ſome nation 
That won you without blows. Deſpiſing then 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back 
There is a world elſewhere—— 
.- [Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others. 
[The people ſhout, and throw up their caps. 
Hail. The people's enemy is gone, is gone! 
All. Our enemy is baniſh'd ; he is gone! Hoo! hoot 
Sic. Go ſee him out at gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow'd you; with all deſpight 
Give him deſerv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the _ | x 
Al. Come, come; let's fee him out at the gates; come. 


The Gods preſerve our noble Tribunes 7 come. [Exe. 
eee eee 
ACT IV. | 


Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Comi- 
nius, with the young Nobility of Rome. 


Cor. FOM E, leave your tears: A brief farewel: The 
beaſt | 
With many heads butts me away. Nay, mother, With 
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Where is your ancient courage? you were us'd 
To ſay, extremity was the trier of ſpirits, 
That common chances common men could bear ; 
That when the fea was calm, all boats alike 
Shew'd maſterſhip in floating. Fortune's blows 
When moſt ſtruck. home, being gently warded, craves 
A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With precepts that would make invincible 
'The heart that conn'd them. 

Vir. Oh heav'ns! O heav'ns ! 

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman 

Vol. Now the red-peſtilence ſtrike all trades in Rome. 
And occupations periſh. | 

Cor. What! what! what! 
J ſhall be Iov'd, when I am lack d. Nay, mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wont to ſay, 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 8 
Six of His labours you'd have done, and ſav'd 
Your husband ſo much ſweat. Cominius, 
Droop not ; adieu : Farewel my wife, my mother, 
P11 do welt yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are {alter than a young man's | 
And venomous to thine eyes. My (ſometime) General, 
Ive ſeen thee ftern, and thou haſt oft beheld | 
Heart-hardning ſpectacles. Tell theſe fad women 
'Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtroaks, - 
As *tis to laugh at em. Mother, you wot 
My hazards {till have been your ſolace ; aud 
Betieve't not lightly, (cho I ge alone, 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than ſeen :). your ſer 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Fol. My firſt ſon, e 
Where will you go? take good Cominius 
With thee a while; determine on ſome courſe, 
More than a wild expoſure to each chance, 
That ſtarts i'th* way before thee. 
Cor. O the Gods! | | 

Com, I'll follow thee, a month, deviſe with thee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſt hear of us, 
And we of thee. So if the time thruſt forth | 

A cauſe for thy repeal, we ſhall not ſend O'er 
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O'er the vaſt world, to ſeele a ſingle man, 
And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 

Ith' abſence of the needer. 

Cor. Fare ye well: 

Thou'ſt years upon thee, and thou art too fal 
Of the war's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd ; bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my ſweet wife, my deareſt mother, and 
My friends of noble touch : When I am forth, 
Bid me farewel, and ſmile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. f 

Men. That's worthily 

As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep. 
If I could fhake off but one ſeven years 
From theſe old arms and legs, by the good Gods 
I'd with thee every foot. ” 
Cor. Give me thy hand. [Exeunt. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the Edile. 

Sic. Bid them all home, he's gone; and we'll no further, 
Vex'd are the nobles 4 who we ſee have ſided 
In his behalf. 

Bru. Now we have a our power, 
Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 

Sie. Bid them home. 

Say their great enemy is gone, and ey 
Stand in their ancient ſtrength. W 

Bru. Diſmiſs them home. 775 

Here comes his mother. | 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia and Menenius 2 

Sic. Let's not meet her. | 

Bru. Why? 

Sic. They ſay ſhe's mad. 

Bru. They have ta'en note of us: Keep on \ your way: 

Vol. Oh, y'are well met: 
The hoard plague o'th** Gods requite your love. 

Men. Peace, peace, be not ſo loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you ſhould hear 
Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome, WII you be gone? 

Virg. You ſhall ſtay too: 1 would I had the power 
To fay fo to my husband. 

Sic, Are you man-kind? 9 _ Pat, 
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Vol. Ay, fool: Is that a ſhame ? note but this fool. ] 
Was not a man my father? hadſt thou foxſhip 
To baniſh him that ſtruck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou haſt ſpoken words 
Sic. Oh bleſſed heav*ns ! 
Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wiſe words, 
| Þ for Rome's good----1'1] tell thee what---yet go 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too — I would my ſon. 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good ſword in his hand. 8 
Sic. What then? 
Ving. What then? he'd make an end of thy poſterity. 
Vol. Baſtards, and all. 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome! 
Men. Come, come, peace. 
Sic. I would he had 1 to his country 
As he bagan, and not unknit himſelf 
The noble knot he made. ; 
Bre, I would. he had. | 
Vol. J would he had . 'twas you incens'd the 
rabble. | 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I. can of, thoſe myſteries which. heay'n. 
Will not have earth " know. 
Bru. Pray let us 
Viol. Now, pray Sir, get you e. 
You've done £ — ret —— go, hear this: 
As far as doth the Capitol. exceed 
The meaneſt houſe in Rome; fo far my ſon, 
This lady's husband here, this (do you ſee) 
| Whom you. have baniſh'd, does exceed. you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 
Sic. Why ſtay you to be baited 0} 
With one that wants her wits ?' (Ex. Tribunes. 
Viol. Take my prayer with you. 
]_ wiſh the Gods had nothing ele to do, 
| But to confirm my curſes. Could I meet em 
| But once a- day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lyes heavy tot. 
Men. You've told them home, 
And by my troth have cauſe : You'll ſup with me? 
Vol. Anger's my meat, I ſup upon my ſelf, 
And fo ſhall ſtarve with feeding: Come, let's go, 
[Leave this faint puling, and lament. as I do, In 
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In anger, Funs- like: Come, come, fie, fie. (Exe 
, Enter a Roman and a Volſcian. 

Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me: Your- 

name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol. It is fo, Sir: truly I have forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Roman, but my ſervices are as you are, 
againſt em. Know you me yet ? | 

Vol. Nicanor ? no. 

Rom. The ſame, Sir. 2.6 

Vol. You had more beard when I laſt ſaw you, but 
your favour is well appear'd by your tongue. What's. 
the news in Rome ? I have a note from the Volſciau 
ſtate to find you out there. You have well ſaved me a. 
day's journey. 1 bn: 

Rom. There hath. been in Rome ſtrange inſurrecti- 
ons: The- people againſt the ſenators, patricians, and 
nobles. | 

Vol. Hath been! is it ended then? our ſtate thinks 
not ſo : They are in a moſt warlike preparation, and 
hope to come upon them in the heat of their d vſion. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the nobles receive ſo 
to heart the baniſhment of that. worthy Coriolanus, that. 
they are in a ripe aptneſs to take all power from 
the people, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for 
ever. This lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almoſt 
mature for the violent breaking out. . 

Vol. Coriolanus banifh'd ?- 

Rom. Banifh'd, Sir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence, Mi- 
canon. s 

Rom. The day ſerves well for them now. I have 
heard it ſaid, the fitteſt time to corrupt a man's wife, 
is when ſhe's fallen out with her husband. Your no- 
ble Tullus Auffdius will appear well in theſe wars, his 
great oppoſer Cariolanu being now in no requeſt of his 
country. 

Vol. He cannot chuſe. I am moſt fortunate, thus ac- 
cidentally to encounter you. You have ended my buſi- 
neſs, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I ſhall between this and ſupper tell you moſt 
ſtrange things from Rome ; all tending to the good of 
their adverſaries. Have you an army ready, fay you? 


Vol. 
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Viol. A moſt royal one. The centurions and their | 
charges diſtinctly billetted, already in the entertainment, 
and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Rom.'T am joyful to hear of their readineſs, and am 
the man, I think, that ſhall ſet them in preſent action. 
So, Sir, heartily well met, and molt glad of your com- 
pany. | | 
Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the 
moſt cauſe to be glad of yours. | 

Rom. Well, Jet us go together. [Exeunt. 
Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, diſguiſed, and muffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium. City, : 
Tis I that made thy widows : many an heir 
Of theſe fair edifices, for my wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop : then know me not, 
Leſt that thy wives with ſpits, and boys with ſtones, 
In puny battel ſlay me. Save you, Sir, 

Enter a Citazen. 
_ , Cit. And you. | 


Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, where great Au- 

cus lies: | 

Is he in Artium? | | 
Czz. He is, and feaſts the nobles of the ſtate, at his 


houſe this night. | 5 
Car. Which is his houſe, I beſeech you? 
Cit. This here before you. ; 
Cor. Thank you, Sir : Fareyel. [Exit Citizen, 
Oh world, thy ſlippery turns! friends now faſt ſworn, 
Whoſe double boſoms ſeem to wear one heart, 
Whole heurs, whoſe bed, whoſe meal and exerciſe 
Are ſtill together : who twine (as *twere in love) 
Unſeparable, fhall within this hour, 
On a diſſention of a doit, break out 
To bittereſt enmity. So felleſt ſoes,  _ 
Whoſe paſſions and whoſe plots have broke their ſleep 
To take the one the other, by ſome chance, | 
Some trick not worth an egg, ſhall grow dear friends, 
And inter-jain their iſſues. So with me, 
My birth-place have I and my lovers left; 
This enemy's town I'll enter; if he ſlay me, 
He does fair juſtice ; if he gives me way, Cons 
I'll do his country ſervice. * 4 [Ex. 
Mufick plays. Enter a Serwing-man. 
1 Ser. Wine, wine, wine! what ſervice is here? 1 
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I think our fellows are aſleep. [Exit. 
Enter ancther Serving man. 
2 Ser. Where's Cotus ? my maſter calls for him: Cotus, 
Enter Coriolanus. 

Cor. A goodly houſe; the feaſt ſmells well; but I 
Appear not like a gueft, 

Enter the firſt Serving-man. 

1 Ser. What would you have, friend ? whence are you ? 
here's no place for you : Pray go to the door. [Exit. 

Cor. I have deſerv'd no better entertainment, in be- 
ing Coriolanus. LT 

Enter a fend Servant. 

2 Ser, When are you, Sir? has the porter his eyes in 
his head, that he gives entrance to ſuch companions ? 
pray get you out. 

Cor. Away! 
2 Ser. Away ? — get you away. 

c or. Now thou'rt troubleſom. | | 
2 Ser. Are you ſo brave ? I'll have you talk'd with 
anon. | : 

Enter a third Servant. The firſt meets him, 

3 Ser. What fellow's this ? ; 
Ser. A ſtrange one as ever I look'd on: I cannot get 
him out o'th' houſe : pr'ythee, call my maſter to him. 

3 Ser. What have you to do here, fellow ? pray you 
avoid the houſe. 

Cor. Let me but land, I will not hurt your hearth, 

3 Ser What are you ? L 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Ser. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True; fo lam. 

3 Ser, Pray you, poor gentleman, take up ſome other 
ſtation, here's no place for you; pray you, avoid : come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go and batten on cold bits. 

[Puſhes him away from him. 

3 Ser. What, will you not? pr'ythee tell my maſter, 
what a ſtrange gueſt he has here. 

2 Ser, And I ſhall. [Exit ſecond AO 

3 Ser. Where dwell'ſt thou? 

Cor. Under the canopy. _ 

3 Ser, Under the canopy ? 
Cor. Ay. 

3 Ser. Where's that? 
3 | Cor: 
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Cor. th city of kites and crows. 

3 Ser. I'th' city of kites and crows ? what an aſs it is! 
then thou dwell'ſt with daws too? 

Cor. No, I ſerve not thy maſter. 

3 Ser. How, Sir! do'you meddle with my maſter ? 

Cor. Ay, 'tis an honeſter ſervice, than to meddle with 
thy miſtreſs : thou prat'ſt, and prat'ſt; ſerve with thy 
trencher: hence. [ Beats him _ 

Enter Auſidius, wwith a ſerving-man. 

Auf. Where 1s this fellow ? 

2 Ser. Here, Sir, I'd have beaten him like a dog, but 
For diſturbing the lords within. 

Auf. Whence com'ſt thou? what would'ſt thou? thy 

name ? 
Why ſpeak ſt not? ſpeak man: what's thy name! 

Cor. If, Tullus, yet thou know'lt me not, and ſeeing me, 
Doſt not yet take me for the man I am, | 
Nezeſlity commands me name my ſelf. 

Auf. What is thy name? 

Cor. A name unmuſical to Yolſcian ears, 

And harſh in ſound to thine. 

- Auf. Say, what's thy name? 

Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble veſſel : what's thy name ? 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; know'ſt thou me yet? ? 

Auf. J know thee not; thy name? 

Cor. My name is Caius Martius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Yo/ſcians, 

Great hurt and miſchief, thereto witneſs may 

My Sirname, Coriolanus. The painful ſervice, 

Ihe extream dangers, and the drops of blood 

Shed for my thankleſs country, are requited 

. But with that firrame. A good memory, 

And witneſs of the malice and diſpleaſure 

Which thou could'ſt bear me; only that name remains. 
The cruelty and envy of the people, N 
Permitted by our daſtard nobles, who 

Have all forſook me, hath devour'd the reſt; 
And ſuffer'd me by th' vcice of ſlaves to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity 
Path brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope 
Mike me noi) to fave my life; ſcr if 
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T had fear'd death, of all the men i'th' world 


I'd have avoided thee. But in meer ſpite 


To be full quit of thoſe my baniſhers, 


Stand T before thee here : then if thou haſt 
A heart of wreak inthee, that wilt revenge 


Thine own particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe mim 


Of ſhame ſeen through thy country, ſpeed thee ſtraight, 
And make my miſery ſerve thy turn: ſo uſe it, 


That my revengeful ſervices may prove 
As benefits to thee. For I will fight 

Againſt my canker'd country, with the ſpleen 

Of all the under fiends. But if ſo be | 

Thou dar'ſt not this, and that to prove more fortunes 


'Thou'rt tir'd ; then in a word I alſo am 


Longer to live moſt weary, and preſent 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 
Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a fool, 


Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 


Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaſt, 
And cannot live, but to thy ſhame, unleſs 
It be to do thee ſervice. 
- Auf. Oh, Martius, Martias, 
Each word thou'ſt ſpoke, hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Fupiter 
Should from yon cloud ſpeak to me things divine, 
And ſay, *tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all-noble Martins. Let me twine 


Mine arms about that body, where againſt 


My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And ſcar'd the moon with ſplinters: here I clip 
The anvil of my ſword, and do conteſt 

As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious ftrength I did 

Contend againſt thy valour. Know thou firſt, 


J lov'd the maid I married; never man 


Sigh'd truer breath: but, that I ſee thee here, 


Thou noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 

Than when I firit my wedded miſtreſs ſaw | 
Beſtride my threſhold. Why, thou Mars, I tell tice, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpoſe 


Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, - 


Or loſe my arm for't : thou haſt beat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nightly fince 
Dream't 
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Cor. Tth city of Kites and crows. 

3 Ser. I'th' city of kites and crows ? what an aſs it is! 
then thou dwell'ſt with daws too ? 

Cor. No, I ſerve not thy maſter. 

3 Ser. How, Sir! do you meddle with my maſter ? 

Cor. Ay, tis an honeſter ſervice, than to meddle with 
thy miſtreſs : thou prat'ſt, and prat'ſt; ſerve with thy 
trencher: hence. [ Beats him away. 

Enter Auſidius, wvith a ſerving-man. 
Auf. Where is this fellow? 
2 Ser. Here, Sir, I'd have beaten him like a dog, but 
For diſturbing the lords within. 
Auf. Whence com'ſt thou? what would'ſt thou? thy 
name ? 
Why ſpeak ſt not? ſpeak man: what's thy name? 

Cor. If, Tullus, yet thou know'ſt me not, and ſeeing me, 
Doſt not yet take me for the man Jam, 
Neveſſity commands me name my ſelf. 

Auf. What is thy name? 

Cor. A name unmuſical to Volſcian ears, 

And harſh in ſound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what's thy name? 

Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't ; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble veſſel : what's thy name? 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; know'ſt thou me yet? ? 

Auf. 1 know thee not; thy name? 

Cor, My name is Caius Martius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volſcians, 

Great hurt and miſchief, thereto witneſs may 
My Sirname, Coriolanus. The painful ſervice, 
The extream dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankleſs country, are requited 
But with that firrame. A good memory, 

And witneſs of the malice and diſpleaſure 
Which thou could'ſ bear me; only that name remains. 
The cruelty and envy of the people, | 

. Permitted by our daſtard nobles, who 

Have all forſook me, hath devour'd the reft ; 
And ſuffer'd me by th vcice of ſlaves to be 
Hoop'd out of Reme. Now this extremity 
Path brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope 
| e me noi) to fave my life; ſerif 
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T had fear'd death, of all the men i'thꝰ world 


I'd have avoided thee. But in meer ſpite 


To be full quit of thoſe my baniſhers, 


Stand I before thee here: then if thou haſt 


A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe miim3 


Of ſhame ſeen through thy country, ſpeed thee ſtraight, 
And make my miſery ſerve thy turn: ſo uſe it, 


That my revengeful ſervices may prove 

As benefits to thee. For I will fight 

Againſt my canker'd country, with the ſpleen 

Of all the under fiends. But if ſo be | 

Thou dar'ſt not this, and that to prove more fortunes 


'Thou'rt tir'd ; then in a word I alſo am 


Longer to live moſt weary, and preſent 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 
W hich not to cut, would ſhew thee but a fool, | 


Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 


Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaſt, 
And cannot live, but to thy ſhame, unleſs 
It be to do thee ſervice. | 
- Auf. Oh, Martius, Martins, 
Each word thou'ſt ſpoke, hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Fupiter 
Should from yon cloud ſpeak to me things divine, 
And ſay, *tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all- noble Martins. Let me twine 


Mine arms about that body, where againſt 


My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And ſcar'd the moon with ſplinters: here I clip 
The anvil of my ſword, and do conteſt 

As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious ſtrength I did 

Contend againſt thy vatour. Know thou firſt, 


J lov'd the maid I married; never man 


Sigh'd truer breath: but, that I ſee thee here, 


Thou noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 

Than when I firit my wedded miſtreſs ſaw | 
Beſtride my threſhold. Why, thou Mars, I tell t lee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpoſe 


Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 


Or loſe my arm for't : thou haſt beat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I have night'y fince 
Dream't 
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Dream't of encounters *twixt thy ſelf and me: 

We have been down together in my ſleep, 
Unbuckling he!ms, fiſting each other's throat, | 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Martius 
Had we no quarrel elſe to Rome, but that "BY: 
Thou art thence banith'd, we would muſter all 
From, twelve to ſeventy ; and pouring war 

Into the bowels of ungrateful Nome, 

Like a bold flood o'er-bear. O come, go in, 

And take our friendly Senators by th' hands, 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 

Who am prepar'd againſt your territories, 

Though not for Rome it ſelf. | 

Cor. You bleſs me, Gods ! 

Auf. Therefore, moſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
One half of my commiſſion, and ſet down, 

As beſt thou art experienc'd, ſince thou know ſt 

Thy country's ſtrength and weakneſs, thine own way; 
Whether to knock againſt the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, 

To. fright them, ere deſtroy. But come, come in, 

Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe that ſhall _ 

Say yea to thy deſires. , A thouſand welcomes, 


And more a friend, than cer an enemy: 
Vet, Martius, that was much. Your hand; moſt wel- 


img 144 [Execunt. 
ok Enter two Servants. | 

1 Ser. Here's a ſtrange alteration. 

..2.Ser, By my hand, I had thought to have ftrucken 
him with a, crudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his 
clothes made a falſe report of him. _ 

-1, Ser. What an arm he has ! he turn'd me about with 
his, finger and his thumb, as one would ſet up a top. 

2 Ser, Nay, I knew by his face that there was ſome- 
thing in him. He had, Sir, a Kind of face, methought, 
I cannot tell how to term it. | 

1 Ser. He had fo: Looking, as it were would 1 
were banged but I thought there was more in him than 
I could think. 44 2 

2 Ser. So did I, Ill be ſworn: He is, imply the ra- 

reſt man 1'th? world. 


1 Ser. I think: he is ; but a | preaer ſoldier than he, 
you. wot one, 2 ver, 


- 
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2 Fer. Who, my maſter ? 

1 Ser, Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Ser. Worth fix on him. 

1 Ser. Nay, not fo neither; but I take him to be the 
greater ſoldier. 

2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to ſay 
that; for the defence of a town, cur general is excel - 
lent. i 

1 Ser. Ay, and for an aſſault too. 

Enter à third Servant, 

3 Ser. Oh ſlaves, I can tell you news; news, you 
raſcals. 

Foth. What, what, what? let's partake. 

3 Ser, I would not be a Roman, of all nations; 1 
had as lieve be a condemn'd man. 

Both. Wherefore ? wherefore ? 

3 Ser. Why here's he that was wont to thwack our 
General, Caius Martius. 

1 Ser. Why do you ſay, thwack our General ? 

3 Ser. I do not ſay thwack our General, but he was 
always good enough for him. 

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends ; he was ever 
too hard for him, I have heard him ſay ſo himſelf, 

1 Ser, He was too hard for him directly, to ſay the 
troth on't : Before Corioli, he ſcotcht him and notcht him 
like a carbonado. . 

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might 
have broiPd and eaten him too. 

1 Ser. But more of thy news. 

3 Ser. Why he is ſo made on here within, as if he were 
fon and heir to Mars: Set at upper end o'th' table; 
no queſtion ask'd him by any of the Senators, but they 
Rand bald before him. Our General himſelf makes a 
miſtreſs of him, ſanctifies himſelf with's hands, and 
turns up the white o'th* eye to his diſcourſe. But the 
battom of the news is, our General is cut i'th' mid- 
dle, and but one half of what he was yeſterday. For 
the other has half, by the intreaty and grant of the 
whole table. He'll go, he fays, and fowle the porter 
of Rome gates by th' ears. He will mow down all be- 
fore him, and leave his paſſage poll'd. 

2 Ser. And he's as like to do't as any man I can 
unagine, : | 

| D 3 Ser, 
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3 Ser. Do't! he will do't: for look you, Sir, he has 
as many friends as enemies; which friends, Sir, as it 
were, durſt not (look you, Sir) ſhew themſelves (as we 
term it) his friends, whilſt he's in directitude. 

1 Ser. DireCtitnde ! what's that? 

3 Ser. But when they ſhall ſee, Sir, his creſt up a- 

gain, and the man in blood, they will out of their bur- 
roughs (like conies after rain) and revel all with him., 

1 Ser. But when goes this forward? 

3 Ser. To-morrow, to-day, preſently, you ſhall have 
the drum firuck up this afternoon : Tis as it were a par- 
cel of their feaſt, and to be executed ere they * 
their lips. 

2 Ser. Why then we ſhall have a ſtirring world 2. 
gain: This peace is worth nothing, but to rult iron, en- 

cCreaſe tailors, and breed ballad- makers. 

1 Ser, Let me have war, ſay I, it exceeds peace, as 
far as day does night, it's ſprightly, waking, audible, 
and full of vent. Peace 1s a very apoplexy, lethargy, 
mull'd, deaf, ſleepy, inſenſible, a "getter of more baſtard 
children than war's a deſtroyer of men. 

2 Ser. Tis ſo, and as war in ſome ſort may be faid 
te be a raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, but * is a 
great maker of cuckolds. 

1 Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one — 209 

3 Ser. Reaſon, becauſe they then leſs need one ano- 
ther: The wars for my mony, I hope to ſee Romans 
as cheap as Volſcians. 

They are riſing, they are riſing. 
Both. In, in, in, in. 
bs Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, 
His remedies are tame: The preſent peace 
And quietneſs of the people, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here we make his friends 
Bluſh, that the world goes well ; who rather had, 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by't, beheld 
Diſſentious numbers peſtring ſtreets, than ſee 
Qur tradeſmen ſinging in their ſhops, and Sang 
About: their functions friendly. 

Enter Menenius. 

| Bru. We ſtood to't in good time. Is this Menenias ? 
Sic. is he, 'tis he: O he is grown moſt kind of 
late. Hail, Sir. Med. 
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1 Men. Hail to you both. 

— Fc. Your Coriolanus is not much miſs'd, but with his 
friends; the commonwealth doth ſtand, and ſo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

2 Men. All's well, and might have been much better, 

" if he could have temporiz'd. 

Sic, Where 1s he, hear you? 
Men. Nay, I hear nothing : 


2 His mother and his wife hear nothing from him, 
þo Enter three or four Citizens, 
© Z. The Gods preſerve you both. 


Sic. Good-e'en, neighbours. 
Bru. Good. e'en to you all, good e'en to you all. 


1 1 Cit, Our ſelves, our wives, and children, on our 
knees 

1s Are bound to pray for you both. 

, Sic. Live and thrive. 

Y Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours : 

d We wiſh'd Coriolanus had lov'd you, as we did, 

| A. Now the Gods keep you. 

id Both Tri. Farewel, farewel, Exe. Citizen, 

a Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, 


Than when theſe fellows ran about the ſtreets, 
Crying confuſion, 


O- Bru. Caius Martius was 

ns A worthy officer ith' war, but inſolent, 
O'ercome with pride, ambitious' paſt all thinking, 
Self-loving. % 


Sic. And affecting one ſole throne, without aflifance, 
Men. Nay, I think not fo. 
, Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conſul, found it fo. 
Bru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Name 
Sits ſafe and ſtill without him. 
Rs, Enter Adile. 
Haile Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a ſlave, whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports the Yo//cians with two ſeveral powers 
Are entred in the Roman territories, 
And with the deepeſt malice of the war 


* Deſtroy what lies before em. 
of Menu. Tis Aufidins, 
4. Who hearing of our Martius baniſtment, 
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Thruſts forth his horns again into the Korda ; 
Which were in-ſhell'd, when Mas !7us ſtood for Rad 
And durſt not once peep out. 
Sic. Come, what talk you of Martius? 
Bru. Go fee this rumourer whipt. It cannot be, 
The Volſcians dare break with us! 
Men. Cannot be! 
We have record that very well it can, 
And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reaſon with the fellow 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, 
Leſt you ſhall chance to whip your information, 
And beat the meſſenger, who bids beware 
Of what 1s to be dreaded. 
Sic. Tell not me: 
J know this cannot be. 
Bru. Not poſſible. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Ae. The nobles in great earneſtneſs are going 
All to the Senate-houſe ; ſome news is come 
That turns their countenances. 
Sic. Tis this ſlave : 
Go whip him fore the people eyes: His raiſing! 
Nothing but his report ! 
Me/. Yes, worthy Sir, | 
The ſlave's report is ſeconded, and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 
Sic. What more fearful? 
Meſ. It is ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 
Hoy probable I do not know, that Martius, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power gainſt Rome, 
And vows revenge as ſpacious, as between 
The young'ſ and oldeſt thing. 
Sic, This is moſt likely. 
Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
Good Martius home again. | 
Sic. The very trick on't. 
Men. This is unlikely. 
He and Aufidius can no more be one 
Than violenteſt contrariety. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Me. You are ſent for to the. Senate: 
A fearful army, led by Caius. Martius, 
Aſlociated with Aufidius, rages | 
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Upon our territories, and have already | 
O'er-born their way, conſum'd with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 
Enter Cominius. 

Com. Oh, you have made good work. 

Men. What news? what news? | 

Com. You have holp to raviſh your own daughters, and 
To melt the city leads upon your pates, 

To fee your wives diſhonour'd to your nofes. 
Men. What's the news? what's their news ? 
Com. Your temples burned in their cement, 

Your franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd 

Into an augre's bore. 

Men. Pray now the news ? | 
You've made fair work, I fear me : Pray, your news ? 
If Martius ſhould be joyned with the Polſcians, _ 

Com. If? he is their God, he leads them like a thing, 
Made by ſome other deity than nature, | 
That ſhapes man better; and they follow him 
Againſt us brats, with no leſs confidence, 

Than boys purſuing ſummer butter-flies, 

Or butchers killing flies. 

Men. You've made good work, | 
You and your apron-men ; that ſtood ſo much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
'The breath of garlick-eaters. 

Com. He'll ſhake your Rome about your ears. 
Men. As Hercules 44 ſhake down mellow fruit: 
Vou have made fair work 

Bru, But is th true, Sir? | 

Com. Ay, and you'll look pale N 
Before you find it other. All the regions : 
Do ſmilingly revolt, and who reſiſts 
Are mock'd for valiant ignorance, 
And periſh conſtant fools : Who is't can blame him 
Your enemies and his find ſomething in him. 

Men. We're all undone, unleſs | 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who ſhall ask it? 

The Tribunes cannot do't for ſhame ; the people 

Deſerve ſuch pity of him, as the wolf 

Does of the ſhepherds : His beſt friends, if they 

Shou'd ſay, be good to 2 they charge him even 
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As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv'd his hate, 
And therein ſhew'd like enemies, 

Men, Tis true. | 
If he were putting to my houſe the brand 
That would conſume it, I have not the face 
T' ſay, beſeech you ceaſe. Yowve made fair hands, 
You and your crafts ! you've crafted fair ! 

Com ' You've brought | 
A trembling upon Rome, ſuch as Was never 
So incapable of help. | 

Tri. Say not we brought 1 it. | 

Men. How ? was it we? we lov'd him but, like beaſts 
And cowards nobles, gave way to your cluſters, 
Who did hoot him out o'th' city. | 

Com. But I fear 
They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 
The ſecond name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer: deſperation, 
Is all the policy, ſtrength, and defence 
That Rome can make againſt them. 

Enter a Troop of Citizens. 

Men. Here come the cluſters. | 
And is Aufidius with him ? You are they 
That made the air unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking, greaſie caps, in hooting at 
- Coriolanus's Exile. Now he's coming, 
And not a hair upon a ſoldier's head 
Which will not provea whip ; as many coxcombs, 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. Tis no matter, 
If he ſhould burn us all into one coal, 
We have deſerved it. 

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Cit. For mine own part, 
When I ſaid baniſh him, I ſaid 'twas pity, 

2 Cit. And ſo did I. phos 

3 Cit. And ſo did I; and to 5 the truth, ſo did very 
many of us; that we did, we did for the beſt: and tho? 
we willingly conſented to his baniſhment, yet it was a-. 
gainſt our will. 

Com. V are goodly things ; you voices! —— 

Men. You have' made you good work, | 
You and your ery.” Shalb's to the Capital? 


s 1 Com. . 
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Cam. Oh, ay, what elſe ? | [ Excunt. 

dic. Go, maſters, get you home, be not diſmay'd 
Theſe are a ſide, that would be glad to have 
Ihis true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, 
And ſhew no ſign of fear. | 

1 Cit. The Gods be good to us: come, maſters, let's 
heme. I ever ſaid we were i'th* wrong, when we baniſh'd 
him. 4c 

Cit. So did we all; but come, let's home. [Ex. Ci. 

Bru. I do not like this news. | 

Sic. Nor J. | | 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol; would half my wealth 
Would buy this for a lie. ; 

Sic. Pray let us go. [Exeunt Tribunts, 

Enter Aufidius with his Lieutenant. 

Auf. Do they till flie to th* Roman? 

Lien. I do not know what witchcraft's in him; but 
Your ſoldiers uſe him as the grace fore meat, | 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end-: | 
And you are darken'd in this action, Sir, | 
Even by your own. 


Auf. I cannot help it now. T | 
Unleſs, by uſing means, I lame the foot 1 BY 


Of our deſign. He bears himſelf more proudl ' 26 | 
Even to my perſon, than I thought he would 
When firſt I did embrace him. Yet his nature : 
In that's no changling, and I muſt excuſe | | 
What cannot be amended. | | 
Lieu. Yetl wiſh, Sir, - 
(I mean for your particular) you had not 
Join'd in commiſhon with him ; but had born 
The action of your ſelf, or elſe to him | 
Had left it ſolely. | 
Auf. I underſtand thee well, and be thou ſure, 
When he ſhall come to his account, he knows not, 
What I can urge againſt him; though it ſeems, 
And ſo he thinks, and is no leſs apparent 
To th? vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And ſhews good husbandry for the Yo//czan ſtate, 
Fights dragon: like, and does atchieve as ſoon | | 
As draw his {word : yet he hath left undone, | 
That which ſhall breals his neck, or hazard mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account. ; 
Go D 4 Lieu. 
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Lies Sir, I beſeech, think you hell carry Rome? 
Auf. All places yie! id to him ere he fits fone] | 
And the nobility of Rome are his: 
he Senators and. Patricians love him too: 
The Tribunes are no ſoldiers; and their people 
Will be as raſh in the repeal, as haſty 
To expel him thence. I think he'll be to Rome 
As is the Aſpray to the fiſh, who takes it 
By ſovereignty of nature. Firſt, he was ; 
A noble ſervant to them, but he could not 
Carry his honour even; Whether pride, 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man; whether defect of judgment, 
To fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe chances 
Whereof he was the lord; or whether nature, 
Net to be other than one thing. not moving 
From th' cask to th* cuſhion, but commanding peace 
Even wit the ſame auſterity and garb, 
As he controll'd the war. But one ot theſe, . 
{As he hath ſpices of them all) not all, | 
For I dare fo far free him, made him fear'd, 6 
So hated, and ſo baniſh'd ; but he has merit ; 
po choak it in the utt'rance : ſo our virtues 
ye in th! interpretation of the time; 
And power, unto it ſeif maſt commendable, 
Hath not a tomb ſo evident as a chair 
T'extol what it hath done. 
One fire drives out one fire; one mail one nail; 
Right's by right fouler, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do fail. 
Come, let's away; when, Caius, Rome is thine, 
Thou rt poor'it of all, then uy art thou mine. | 
[Exeunt. 
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Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, «ith others. 


Men. O, I'll not go: you hear what he haith ſaid, 
Which was ſometime his General; who lov'd 
In a moſt dear particular. He call'd me, father; [him 
Put what o*that ? go you that baniftd bim, bs 

A mile before his tent, fall Cown, and knee 1 

T he yur into his mercy : Ys if be coy d > x AS; 
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To hear Cominius ſpeak, I'll keep at home. 
Com. He would not ſeem to know me. 
Men. Do you hear ? 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
T urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus, 
He would not anſwer to ; forbad all names, 
He was a kind of nothing, titleleſs, 
j Till he had forg'd himſelf a name o'th' fire 
Of burning Rome, 
Men. Why, ſo; you've made good work: 
A pair of Tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap: a noble memory 
Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon 
When it was leaſt expected. He reply'd, 
It was a bare petition of a ſtate | 
To one whom they had puniſh'd, 
Men. Very well, could he fay leſs ? 
Com. J offer d toawaken his regard 
For's private friends. His anſwer to me was, 
He could not ſtay to pick them, in a pile 
Of noiſom muſty chaff, He ſaid, twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 
And ſtill to noſe th? offence. 
Men. For one poor grain or two ? 
I'm one of thoſe : his mother, wife, his child, 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains ; - 
You are the muſty chaff, and you are Cele 
Above the moon. We muſt be burnt for you, 
Sic. Nay, pray be patient: if you refuſe your 4 
In this ſo- never needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our diſtreſs. But ſure if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your, good tongue, 
More than the inſtant army we can make, N 
Might ſtop our country man. 
Men. No: I'll not meddle. 
Sic. Pray you go to him. 
Men, What ſhould I do? 
Bru. Only make tryal what your love can do 
For Raume, tow'rds Martius. 
Men. Well, and ſay that Martins 
Return me, as Cohuinius i 15 return d, > 
Unheard : what then ? 4 0:01 S 2% 
But as a diſcontented friend, bie le ſhot With 
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With his unkindneſs. Say't be ſo? 
Sic. Yet your good will 
Muſt have that Sch from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. 

Men. I' undettake it: 
J think he'll hear me. Vet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me, 
He was not taken well, he had not din'd. 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we've ſtuff; d 
Theſe pipes, and theſe conveyances of blood _ 
With wine and feeding, we have ſuppler ſouls : 
Than in our prieſt- like faſts: therefore I'll watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeſt, e's 
And then I'll ſet upon him. 

Bru. You know the very road into his kindneſs, _ 
And cannot loſe your way. 

Men. Good faith, ll prove him, 
Speed how it will. I ſhall ere long have knowledge 

f my ſucceſs. [ Exit. 
Com. He'll never hear him. : 

Sic. Not? 

Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye 
Red as twould burn Rome: and his injury 
The goaler to his pity. I kneePd before him, 
"Twas very faintly he faid, riſe : diſmiſs'd me 
Thus with his ſpeechleſs hand. What he would do, 
He ſent in writing after ; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath to yield yo Lis conditions: 
So that all hope is vain, unleſs his mother 
And wife (who as I hear) mean to ſollicit him 
For mercy to his country : therefore hence, 
And with our fair intreaties haſte them on, [ Exeunt, 
= Enter Menenius to the watch or guard. 

*1 Watch. Stay: whence are you? 
2 Watch. Stand, and go back. 

Men. You guard like men, 'tis well, But by your leave 
Lam an officer of ſtate, and come 
1 o ſpeak with Cor dag 

I Watch. Whence? | 

Men. From Rome. 4 

1 Watch. You may not paſs, you muſt return, our General 
Will nombre hear from thence, | 2 Watch. 
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2 2 Watch, Vou'll ſee your Rome embrac'd with fire, be fore 
You'll ſpeak with Coriolanus. 

Mer. Good, my friends, 

If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears; it is Menenius. 

1 Watch Be it fo, go back: the virtue of your name 
Is not here paſſable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 

Thy General is my lover : I have been 

The book of his good acts, whence men have read 

His fame unparalell'd happily ampliked : 

For I have ever verified my friends, 

(Of whom he's chief) with all the fize that verity 

Would without lapſing ſuffer : hay, ſometimes, 

Like to a bowl upon a ſubtle ground 

. I've tumbled paſt the throw; and in his praiſe 

Have, almoſt, ſtamp'd the leaſing. Therefore, fellow, 
I muſt have leave to paſs. 

1 Watch. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in 
his behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own, you 
ſhould not paſs here: no, though it were as virtuous to 
lie, as to live chaitly. Therefore go back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is Meneni- 
1g, always factionary of the party of your General. 
2 Watch. Howſoever you have been his liar, as you 
ſay you have; I am one that, telling true under him, 
muſt {ay you cannot paſs. T herefore go back. 

Men. Has he din'd, canſt thou tell ? for I would not 
ſpeak with him till after dinner. | 

1 Watch. You are a Roman, are you? 

Men. I am as thy General is. 

: Watch. Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have puſh'd out of your gates the 
very defender of them, and in a violent popular ig- 
norance, given your enemy your ſhield, think to front 
his revenges with the eaſie groans of old women, the 
virginal pahns of your daughters, or with the palſied 
intercem̃on of of ſuch a decay*d dotard as you ſeem to 
be? can you think to blow- out the intended fire. your 
city is ready to flame in, with ſuch weak breath as 
this? no, you are deceiv'd; therefore back ta Rome, 
and prepare for your execution: you axe condemu'd, 

: | I | | | our 
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our General his ſworn you out of reprieve and par- 
—_ TT ry ont 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he 
would uſe me with eſtimation. [' 


: 


1 Watch. Come, my captain knows you not. 


Men. I mean thy General. . 
1 Watch. My General cares not for you. Back, I 
fay, go; leſt I let forth your half pint of Blood. Back, 
that's the utmoſt, of your having, back. 

Men. Nay, but. fellow, fellow. 

Euter Coriolanus avith Aufidius. 

Cor. What's the matter? | 

Men. Now you champion, I'll ſay an errand for you, 
you ſhall know now that I am in eſtimation ; you ſhall 
perceive, that a jack-gardant cannot office me from my 
fon Coriolauus; gueſs but 'my entertainment with him ; 
if thou ſtand'ſt not i'th' ſtate of hanging, or of ſome 
death more long in ſpeQatorſhip, and crueller in ſuffer- 
ing, behold now preſently, and ſwoon for what's to 
come upon thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourly 
tynod about thy particular proſperity, and love thee no 
worſe than thy old father Menenius does. Oh, my fon, 
my ſon} thou art preparing fire for us; look thee, here's 
water to quench it. I was hardly mov'd to come to 
thee ; but being aſſured none but my ſelf could move 
thee, I have been blown out of our. gates with ſighs, 
and conjure thee to pardon Reme, and thy petitionary 
countrymen, The good Gods aſſwage thy wrath, and 
turn the dregs of it upon this varlet here ; this, who 
Eke a block hath denied my acceſs to thee | 

Cor. Away. ; | 
Men. How, away ? 
Cor. Wife, mother, child, I'know not, My affuurs 

Are ſervented to others; Though I owe 
My revenge properly, remiſſion lyes | 
In Felſcian breaſts. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulneſs ſhall poiſon, rather | 
Than pity : not how much therefore be gone, 
Mine ears againſt your fuits are ſtronger than 
' Your gates againſt my force. Yet for I loved thee, 
Lake this along, I writ it for thy fake, 

VT | [ves him a Letters 
And would have ſent it. Another word, Merenins, . + 
1 will not hear thee ſpeak, This man, Jufdius, Was 
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Was my belov'd in Rome; yet thou behold'ſt—— __ 
Auf. You keep a conſlant temper. „e. 
Manent the Guard and Menenius. 
1 Watch. Now, Sir, is your name Menenius ? 
2 Watch. Tis a ſpell you ſee of much power: You 
know the way home again. | N 4 
1 Watch, Do you hear how we are ſhent for keeping 
your greatneſs back? | gs 
2 Watch. What cauſe do you think I have to ſwoon ? 
Men. I neither care for th' world, nor your Gene- 
ral: For ſuch things as you I can ſcarce think there's 
any, y'are ſo flight. He that hath a will to die by 
himſelf, fears it not from another: Let your General 
do his worſt. For you, be what you are long; and 
your miſery encreaſe with your age. I ſay to you, as 
I was faid to, Away. [ Exit. 
1 Watch. A noble fellow, I warrant him. ; 
2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our General. He's 
the rock, the oak not to be wind-ſhaken. [Ex. Watch. 
| Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. ' 
Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our hoſt. My partner in this aQion, 
You muſt report to th' Yo/ſcian lords how plainly y 
I've born this buſineſs. 
Auf. Only their ends you have reſpected; ſtopt 
Your ears againſt the general ſuit of Rome: 
Never admitted private whiſper, no wo 
Not with ſuch friends that thought them ſure of you. 
Cor. This laſt old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have ſent to Rome, 
Lov'd me above the meaſure of a father: 
Nay, godded me, indeed. Their lateſt refuge, 
Was to ſend him : For whoſe old love, I have 
(Tho' I ſhew'd ſow'rly to him) once more offer d 
The firſt conditions, which they did refuſe, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more: a very little 
I've yielded to. Freſh embaſſie, and ſuits, 
Nor for the ftate, nor private friends hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. Ha] what ſhout is this? 
[Shout withir, 
Shall F be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the ſame time tis made? I will not 
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Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius, with 
Attendants. | 4% *, 
My wife comes-foremoſt, then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grand-child to her blood. But, out affection ! ] 
All bond and privilege of nature break ; 
Let it be virtuous, to be obſtinate. 
What is that curt'ſie worth? or thoſe dove's eyes, 
Which can make-Gods forſworn ? I melt, and am not 
Of ſtronger earth than others: My mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a mole-hill ſhould 
In ſupplication nod; and my young boy 
Hath an aſpect of interceſſion, which 
Great nature cries, deny not. Let the Yo//cians 
Plough Rome, and harrow 7taly; I'll never 
Be ſuch a goſling to obey inftin& : But ſtand | 
As if a man were author of himſelf, 
And knew no other kin. 
Virg. My lord and husband ! 
Cor. Theſe eyes are not the ſame I wore in Rome. 
Virg. The ſorrow that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you think ſo. 
Cor. Like a dull actor now, 
I have forgot my part, and I am out, 
Even to a full diſgrace. Beſt of my fleſh, 
Forgive my tyranny, but do not ſay, 
For that, forgive our Romans.—— O a kits 
Long as my exile, ſweet as my revenge! 
Now by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kiſs 
I carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er ſince.— You Gods! I prate, 
And the moſt noble mother of the world 
Leave unſaluted: Sink my knee i'th' earth; [Xucels. 
Of the deep duty more impreſſion ſhew 
Than that of common ſons. 
Vol. O ſtand up bleſt! 
Whilſt with no ſofter cuſhion than the flint 
J kneel before thee, and unproperly 
Shew duty as miſtaken all the while, DLXKucels. 
Between the child and parent. 
Cor. What is this ? 
Your knees to me? to your corrected ſon ? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry breach 
Fillop the ſtars; Then, let the mutinous winds Strike 
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Strike the proud Cedars 'gainſt the fiery ſun : 

Murd'ring impoſſibility to make 

What cannot be flight work. 

Vol. Thou art my warrior, 

I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady 
Cor. The noble ſiſter of Poplicola: 

The moon of Rome, chaſte as the iſicle, 

That's curdled by the froſt from pureit ſnow, | 

And hangs on Diar's temple: Dear Valeria [ 
Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 

[ Shewwing young Martius. 

Which by th' interpretation of tull tune, 

May ſhew like all your ſelf. 

Cor. The God of ſoldiers, 

With the conſent of ſupream Fove, inform 

Thy thoughts with nobleneſs, that thou may'ſt prove 

To ſhame unvulnerable, and ſtick i'ch' wars 

Like a great ſea-mark, ſtanding every flaw, 

And faving thoſe that eye thee, | 
Jol. Your knee, ſirrah. | 
Cor, That's my brave boy. | 

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and my ſelf, | 

Are ſuitors to you. 

Cor. I beſeech you, peace: 

Or if you'd ask, remember this before; | 

The thing I have forſworn to grant, may never 

Be held by your denial. Do not bid me 

Diſmiſs my ſoldiers, or capitulate 

Again with Rome's mechanics. Tell me not 

Wherein I ſeem unnatnral :- Deſire not 

TOatlay my rages and revenges, with 

Your colder reaſons. 

Vol. Oh, no more; no more: 

You've ſaid you will not grant us any thing: 

For we have nothing elſe to ask, but that 

Which you deny already: Yet we will ask, 

That if we fail in our requeſt, the blame 

May hang upon your - hardneſs ; therefore hear us 

Cor. Aufidius, and you Yeolſctans, mark; for we'll 

Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requett ? 
Val. Should we be filent and not ſpeak, our raiment 

And ſtate of bodies would bewray what life 

We've lead ſince thy exile. Think with thy felf, 

How more unfort'nate than all living women Are 
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Are we come hither ; ſince thy fight, which ſhould 
Make our hearts flow with joy, hearts dance with com- 
forts, 
Conſtrains them weep, and Make with fear and ſorrow 3 ; 
Making the mother, wife, and child to ſee, 
The ſon, the husband, and the father tearing 
His country's bowels out: And to poor we, 
Thine enmity's molt capital; thou barr'ſt us 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. For how can we, 
Alas! how can we, for our country pray, 
Whereto we're bound ? together with thy victory, 
Whereto we're bound ? Alack, or we muſt loſe 
The country, our dear nurſe ; or elſe thy perſon, 
Our comfort in the country. We muſt find 
An eminent calamity, tho? we had 
Our wiſh, which fide ſhou'd win. For either thou 
| Muſt, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles along our ſtreets, or elſe 
Triumphantly tread on thy eountry's ruin, 
And bear the palm, for having bravely ſhed 
Thy wife and childrens blood. For my ſelf, ſon, 
J purpoſe not to wait on fortune, till 
Theſe wars determine: If I can't perſwade thee 
Rather to ſhew a noble grace to both parts 
Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to aſſault thy country, than to tread 
(Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. 
Vir. Ay, and mine too, 
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 
Boy. He ſhall not tread on me : 
I'll run away till I'm bigger, but then I'll fight. 
Cor. Not of a woman's tenderneſs to be, 
Requires no child nor woman's face to fee : 
I've ſat too long. 
Vol. Nay, go not from us thus: 
If it were ſo, that our requeſt did tend 
To ſave the Romians, thereby to deſtroy 
The Volſcians whom you ſerve, you might condemn 13, 
As poyſonous of your honour. No; our ſuit 


Is that you reconcile them: While the Polſtans 
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Than pity to our prayers. Down; an 
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May fay, this mercy we have ſhew'd ; the Romans, 

This we receiv'd; and each in either ſide 

Give thee all hail to thee, and cry, be bleſt 

For making up this peace. Thou know'ſt, great ſon, 

The end of war's uncertain; but this certain, 

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

Which thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a name, 

Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with curſes , 

Whoſe chronicle thus writ, the man was noble 

But with his laſt attempt he wip'd it out, 

« Deſtroy'd his country, and his name remains 

To th' enſuing age, abhorr'd. Speak to me, ſon : 

Thou haſt affected the firſt ſtrains of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the Gods, ; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'th' air, 

And yet to change thy N ur with a bolt, 

That ſhould but rive an oak. Why doſt not ſpeak ? 

Think'ſt thou it honourable for a noble man — OD 

Still to remember wrongs ? Daughter, ſpeak you : 

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy, 

Perhaps thy childiſhneſs will move him more 

Than can our reaſons. There's no man in the world 

More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate 

Like one i'th' ſtocks. Thou'ſt never in thy life 

Shew'd thy dear mother any courteſie; 

When ſhe,(poor hen) fond of no ſecond brood, 

Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and ſafely home 

Loaden with honour. Say my requeſt's unjuſt, 

And ſpurn me back: But if it be not fo, 

Thou art not honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee 

That thou reſtrain'ſt from me the duty, which 

To a mother's part belongs, He turns away : 

Down ladies ; let us ſhame him with our knees, 

To his ſir-name Corio/anus longs more | ary 
| end, 

This is the laſt, So we will home to Roe, | 

And die among our neighbours : Nay, beho!d us. 

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 

Does reaſon our petition with more firength 

Than thou haſt to deny't. Come, let us go: 

This fellow had a Yo/{cian to his mother: 

His wife is in Corioli, and his child 

Like him by chance; yet give us our diſpatch t I'm 


80 CoRIOLANU s. 


Im huſht until our city be afire, 
And then I'll ſpeak a little. 

Cor. Mother, mother! [ Hola her by the hands, ſilent. 
What have you done ? behold, the heav'ns do ope, 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural ſcene 
They laugh at. Oh, my mother, mother ! oh! 
You've won a happy victory to Rome: 
But for your ſon, believe it, oh believe it, 
Moſt dang'rouſly you have with him prevail'd, 
If not moſt mortal to him. Let it come: 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
FII frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidinr, 
Were you in my ſtead, fay, would you have heard 
A mother leſs ? or granted leſs, 4ufidius ? 
Au,. I too was mov'd. ̃ 
Cor. I dare be ſworn you were; 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to ſweet compaſſion. But, good Sir, 
What peace you'll make, adviſe me: For my part, 
PII not to Rome, I'll back with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this cauſe, O mother! wife! 

Auf. Im glad thou'ſt ſet thy mercy and thy hogour 
At difference in thee ; out of that I'll work 


My ſelf a former fortune. Aldi. 
Cor. Ay, by and by; but we will drink together; 
And you ſhall bear [To Vol. Virg. Cc. 


A better witneſs back than words, which we 
On like conditions will have counter-ſeal'd, 
Come, enter with us: Ladies, you deſerve 
To have a temple built you: all the ſwords 
In Tracy, and her confederate arms, 
Could not have made this peace. [Emeant. 
Enter Menenius and Sicinius, | 
Men. See you yond coin o'th' capitol, yond corner 
ſtone ? . 

Sic. Why, what of that ? 

Men.” Tf it be poſſible for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the ladies of Rome, 
eſpecially his mother, may prevail with him, But I 
ſay there is no hope in't, our throats are ſentenc'd, and 
ſtay upon execution. | 

Sic. It poſſible that ſo ſhort a time can alter the con- 
dition of a man ? 

4 f Men. 


C's 


CORIOLANUS. 81 


Men. There is difference between a grub and a butter- 
fy, yet your butterfly was a grub; this Martius is grown 
from man to dragon: he has wings, he's more than a 
creeping thing. 

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers his 
mother now, than an eight years old horſe. The tart- 
neſs of his face ſours ripe grapes. When he walks, he 
moves like an engine, and the ground ſhrinks before his 
treading. He is able to pierce a corſlet with his eye: talks 
like a Kknell, and his hum is a battery, He fits in his ſtate 
as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done is 
fniſh'd with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god, 
but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what mercy 
his mother ſhall bring from him ; there is no more mercy 
in him, than there is milk in a male tyger ; that ſhall 
our poor city find; and all this is long of you. ; 

Sic. The Gods be good unto us. 

Men. No, in ſuch a caſe the Gods will not be good unto 
us. When we baniſh'd him, we reſpected not them: and 
he returning to break our necks, they reſpect not us. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Me. Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to your houle ; 
The Plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 

And hale him up and down, all ſwearing, if 4 
The Roman ladies bring not confort home, 
They'll give him death by inches. 

Enter another Meſſenger, 

Sie. What's the news? p 

Me/. Good news, good news, the ladies have prevail'd, 
The Volſciaus are diſlodg'd, and Martius gone: 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th' Expulſion of the Targuins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Art certain this is true? is it moſt certain? 

Meſ. As certain as I know the ſun is fire : 

Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it ? 

Ne'er through an arch ſo hurried the blown tide, 

As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you, 
[Trampets, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together. 


The 
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The trumpets, ſackbuts, Pp! falteries and ifes, 
Tabors and cymbals, and the ſhouting Romans 
Make the ſun dance. Hark you. [ 4 ſhout iithin. 
Men. This is good news: 
I will go meet the ladies. This Folumnia 
Ts worth of conſuls, ſenators, patricians, 
A city full: of tribunes, ſuch as you, 
A ſea and land full. You've pray'd well day: 
This morning, for ten thouſand of your throats 
I'd not have given a doit. Hark how they joy. 
[Seund ſtill with the ſhouts, 
Sic. Firſt, the Gods bleſs you for your tidings ; next 
Accept my thankfulneſs. 
Mef. Sir, we have all great cauſe to give great thanks. 
Sic. They're near the city ? 
Mc Almoſt at point toenter. | 
Sio. We'll meet them, and help the joy. [ Exeunt. 
Enter two ſenators with ladies paſſing over the ftoge, 
with other lords. 
Sen. Behold our patronneſs, the life of Rome: 
Call all your tribes together, praiſe the Gods, 
And make triumphant fires : ſtrew flowers before them: 
Unſhout the noiſe that baniſh'd Martius; 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother : 
Cry, welcome ladies, welcome. 
All. Welcome ladies, welcome. [Exeunt. 
[A flouriſh with drums and trumpets. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants. 
Auf. Go tell the lords o'th' city, I am here: 
Deliver them this paper : having read it, 
Bid them repair to th* market-place, where I, 
Even in theirs, and in the common ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. He I accuſe 
The city ports by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends t'appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. 
Enter three or four Conſpirators of Aufidius's factian. 
Moſt welcome. 
1 Con. How is it with our General? 
Auf. Even ſo, 
As with a man by his own aims =. ears * 
And with his charity ſlain. 
2 Con. Moſt noble Sir, 
If you do hold the ſame. intent, wherein | 
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You wiſh'd us parties: we'll deliver you 
a Or your great danger. | 
In. Auf. Sir, I cannot tell. 
We mult proceed as we do find the people. 
3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilſt 
*T'wixt you there's difference; but the fall of either 
Makes the ſurvivor heir of all. 
Auf. | know it; 
And my pretext to ſtrike at him, admits 
A good conſtruction I rais'd him, and pawn'd 


2 Mine honour for his truth; who being ſo heighten'd, 

xt He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing ſo my friends; and to this end, 

8. He bow'd his nature, never known before, 


But to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 
3 Con. Sir, his ſtoutneſs 
A When he did ſtand for Conſul, which he loſt 
By lack of ſtooping ——— 
Auf. That I would have ſpoke of: 
Being baniſh'd for't, he came unto my hearth, 
K Preſented to my knife his throat; I took him, 
E Made him joint ſervant with me; gave him way 
In all his own deſires; nay, let him chuſe 
Oat of my files, his projects to accompliſh, 
My beſt and freſheſt men; ſerv'd his deſignments 
8 In mine own perſon ; help'd to reap the fame 
. Which. he did make all his; and took ſome pride 
To do my ſelf this wrong; till at the laſt, ; : 
J ſeem'd his follower, not partner; and f 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if ; Mi 
I had been mercenary. 
1 Con. So he did, my lord: 
The army marvell'd at it, and at laſt 
When he had carried Rome, and that we look'd 
For no leſs ſpoil, than glory- 2 
Auf. There was it: 
For which my finews ſhall be ſtretch'd upon him: 
Ata few drops of womens rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he ſold the blood and labour 
Of our great action; therefore ſhall he die, 
And I'll renew me in his fall. But hark. 
[Drums and trumpets found, with great ſhouts of the people. 
1 Con. Your native town you enter'd like a poſt 5 
And had no welcomes home, but he return: Spit: 
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Splitting the air with noiſe 

2 Con. And patient fools, | 
Whoſe children he hath ſlain, their baſe throats "on 
Giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore at your vantage, 
Ere he expreſs himſelf, or move the people 
With what he would ſay, let him fee! your ſword, 
Which we will ſecond, when he lies along, 
After your way, his tale prenounc'd, ſha}l bury 
His reaſons with his body, 

Auf. Say no more, 
Here come the lords. 

Enter the Lords of the Ci " 

All Lords. You're moſt welcome home. 

Auf. I have not deſerv'd it. 
But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What I have written to you ? 

All. We have. 

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 
What faults he made before the laſt, I think . 
Might have found eaſie fines : but there to end, 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our levies, anſwering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding] admits no excuſe. 

Auf He approaches, you ſhall hear him. 

Enter Coriolanus marching with drums and colow's the 

Commons being with him... 
Cer. Hail, lords; I am return'd, your ſoldier ; 


No more infected with my country's love, 


Than when I parted hence, but lil ſubſiſting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 

With bloody paſſage led your wars,. even to 


The gates of Rome: our ſpoils we have brought home 


Do more than counterpoſe a full third part 
The charges of the action. We've made peace 


With no leſs honour to the Antiates 


Than ſhame to th* Romans; and we here deliver, 
Subſcribed by the Conſuls and Patricians, 
Together with the ſeal o'th' ns | WARE: 


We have compounded on... 


Auf. Read it not, noble lords. «AA n 
But tell the traitor an the higheſt degree 


| 
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He hath abus'd your powers. 
Cor. Traitor i — how now ! 
Arf. Ay, traitor, Martius. 
Cor. Martius — 
Auf. Ay, Martius, Caius, Martius; doſt thou think 

I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ſtoln name 

Coriolanus, in Corioli? 

You lords and head O th' ſtate perfidiouſly 

He has betray'd your bufineſs, and given up, 

For certain drops of ſalt, your city Rome; 

I fay your city, to his wife and mother, 

Breaking his oath and reſolution, like 

A twilt of rotten filk, never admitting 

Counſel o'th* war; but at his nurſe's tears 

He whin'd and roar'd away your victory, 

T hat pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart 

Look'd wondring each at other. 

Cor. Hear'it thou, Mars ? 

Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of tears, 

Cir. Tit. :- 

Auf. No more. 

Cor, Meaſureleſs liar, thou haſt made my heart 

Too great for what contains it. Boy? O ſlave! oo 

Pardon me; lords, 'tis the firſt time that ever 

I'm forc'd to-fcold. Your judgments, my grave lords, 

Mult give this cur the lie; and his own notion, 

Who wears my ſtripes impreſt upon him, that 

Muſt bear my beating to his grave, ſhall join 

To thruſt the lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me ſpeak. 
Cor. Cut me to pieces, Velſcians, men and lads, 

Stain all your edges in me. Boy! falſe hound 

If you have writ your annals true, "tis there, 

That like an eagle in a dove coat, I 

Flutter'd your * — 4 in Corioli. 

Alone I did it. Boy ! 
Auf. Why, noble lords, 

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 

Which was your ſhame, by this unholy braggart, 

Fore your own eyes and ears? 

All Con. Let him dye fort. 
All People. Tear him to pieces, do it preſently ; 
He kill'd my ſon, my OT. kill'd my couũn, 
He kill'd uy father. * | 2 Lord. 
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2 Lord. Peace, —no outrage— peace — 
'The man 1s noble, and his frame folds in 
This orb o'th' earth; his laſt offences to us 
Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidins, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor. O that I had him, 

With fix Aufidius's, or more; his tribe; 

To ule my lawful ſword 
Auf. Inſolent villain. 
All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 

[The conſpirators all draw, and kill Martius, 
a falls, and Aufidius fands on him, 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My noble lords, hear me ſpeak. 

1 Lord, O, Tullu. 

2 Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weep. 

3 Lord. Tread not upon him—maſters all, be quiet, 
Put up your fwords. . , 

Auf. My lords, when you ſhall know (as in this rage 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your honours 
To call me to your Senate, Ill deliver 
My felf your loyal ſervant, or endure 
Your heavieſt cenſure, 

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body, 

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 

As the moſt noble coarſe, that ever herald 

Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame: 

Let's make the beſt of it. 

Auf. My rage 1s gone, 

And I am ſtruck with ſorrow : take him up: 

Help three o'th' chiefeſt ſoldiers ; I'll be one. 

Beat thou the drum that it ſpeak mournfully : 


Hath widowed and unc one, 
Which to this hour be | 
Yet he ſhall have a noh __-; 
[Exeunt, bearin Martius. 4 dead 
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ANDRONICUS 


Dramatis Perſon. 


Saturninus, Sem to the late Emperor of Rome, amd after- 

| a declar'd Emperor himſelf. 1 ; * 

Baſlianus, Brother to Saturninus, in Love with Lavinia. 

* a Noble Roman, General againſt the 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the "wen 4 and Brother 
to Titus. 

| Marcus; 


= Song to Titus Andronicus. 


Lucius, 
Mucius, J 
Young Lucius, @ Bey, Sem to Lucius. 


Alarbus, 
Chiron, 5 Sons to Tamora. 8 


Demetrius, 

Aaron, 4 Moor, Belau d by, Tamora. 

Tamara, 2 of the Goths, and afterward; married to 
Saturninus 


Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 


Senators, 7 udges, Officers, Soldiers, and other 
Attendants. 


7 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


N 


— 


ACT L ROME. 
Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate; 
Enter Saturninus and his followers at one door, and Baſ- 


bs ſianus and his followers at the other, with drum and 
colours. | 


SATURNINUS. 
BLE Patricians, patrons of my right, 
* Defend the juſtice of my cauſe with arms. 
Wy x Fe] And countrymen and loving followers, 
PET 2 Plead my ſucceſſive title with your ſwords. 
lam the firſt-born fon of him that laſt = 
Wore the imperial diadem of Rome : 
'Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this —_— | 
Baſ. Romans, friends, foll'wers, favourers of my right; 
4 th If ever Ba/fanus, Cz/ar's ſon, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this paſſage to the Capitol ; 
And ſuffer not diſhonour to approach 
Th' imperial feat, to virtue conſecrate, 
her To juſtice, continence, and nobility : 
But let deſert in pure election ſhine; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 
Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the crown. 
Mar. Princes, that ſtrive by fa&ions and by friends, 
Ambitiouſly for rule and empery ! 
1. Know that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand 
A ſpecial party, have by common voice, 
In election for the Roman empery, 
Choſen Ardronicus, ſur- named Pius, 
For many good and r "grey 
. ASS” 2 


— 
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A nobler man, a braver warrior, 

Lives not this day within our city walls. 

He by the Senate is accited home, 

From weary wars againſt the barbarous Gothe, 

That with his ſons (a terror to our foes) 

Hath yok'd a nation ſtrong, train'd up in arms. 

Ten years are ſpent ſince firſt he undertook 

'This cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with arms 

Our enemies pride. Five times he hath return'd 

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons 

In coffins from the field. 

And now at laſt, laden with honour's ſpoils, 

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 

Let us intreat, by honour of his name, 

Whom (worthily) you would have now ſucceed, 

And in the Capitol and Senate's right, 

Whom you pretend to honour and adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength ; 

Diſmiſs your followers, and, as ſuiters ſhould, 

Plead your deſerts in peace and humbleneſs. 

Sat. How fair the 'Tribune ſpeaks, to calm my thoughts. 
Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, ſo ] do affie 

In thy uprightneſs and integrity ; 

And fo I love and honour thee and thine ; 

Thy noble brother Titus, and his ſons, 

And her (to whom our thoughts are humbled all) 

Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 

That I will here diſmiſs my loving friends; 

And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, 

Commit my cauſe in balance to be weigh'd. 
h [Exeunt Soldiers. 
Sat. Friends that have been thus forward in my right, 

I thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; 

And to the love and favour of my country 

Commit my ſelf, my perſon, and the cauſe : 

Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 

As I am confident and kind to thee. 

Open the gates, and let me in, | 
Baſ. 'Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. + 

N [They go up into the Senate-bouſe. Enter 
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Enter à Captain. 
Cap. Romans, make way: the good Andronicus, 

Patron of virtue, Rome's beſt champion, 

Succeſsful in the battels that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is return'd, 

From whence he circumſcribed with his ſword, 

And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome. 

Sound drums and trumpets, an l then enter Mucius and 
Marcus: after them, two men bearing a coffin cover d. 
wwith black; then Quintus and Lucius. After them 
Titus Andronicus ; and then Tamora, the Queen of 
Goths, Alarbus, Chiron and Demetrius, with Aaron 
the Moor, priſoners ; ſoldiers, and other attendants. They 
ſet dewn the coffin, and Titus ſpeaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds ! 
Loe, as the bark that hath diſcharg'd her freight, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at firſt ſhe weigh'd her anchorage, 

Cometh Ardronicus with laurel boughs, 

To re- ſalute his country with his tears; 

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 

ts. Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 

Romans, of five and twenty valiant ſons, 

Half of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the poor remains alive and dead ! | 

Theſe that ſurvive, let Rome reward with love; 

Theſe that I bring unto their lateſt home, 

With burial among their anceſtors. 

Here Goths have given me leave to ſheath my ſword ; 

Titus unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 


rs. Why ſuffer'ſt thou thy ſons unburied yet, 
he, To hover on the dreadful ſhore of Styx? 
Make way to lay them by their b 


There greet in filence, as the dead are wont, 
And ſleep in peace, ſlain in your country's wars: 
O ſacred receptacle of my joys, 

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
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How many ſons of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
'That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile, 

Ad manes Fratrum ſacrifice his fleſh, 
Before this earthly priſon of their bones : 
That ſo the ſhadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on earth. 
Tit. I give him you, the nobleſt that ſurvives, 
_ eldeſt Son of i Queen. 
am. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious ueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I ſhed, 2 
A mother's tears in paſſion for her ſon: 
And if thy ſons were ever dear to thee, 
O think my ſons to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to None, 
To beautifie thy triumphs, — return 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoak ? 
But muſt my ſons be ſlaughter'd in the ſtreets, 
For valiant doings in their country's cauſe ? 
O] if to fight for King and common-weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in theſe; 
Andronicus, ſtain not thy tomb with blood, 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful ; 
Sweet mercy is nability's true badge. 
Thrice nable Titus, ſpare my firſt-born fon. 

Tit. Patient your ſelf, madam, and pardon me, 
Theſe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold 
Alive and dead, and for their brethren ſlain 

Religiouſly they ask a facrifice ; 
To Ps your ſon. is markt, and die he muſt 
T'appeaſe their groaning ſhadows that are gone. 
Luc. Away with 1 and make a fire ſtrait. 
And with our ſwords upon a pile of wood, 
Let's hue his limbs, till they be clean conſum'd. 
[Exenunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius 
dish Alarbus. | 
Tam. O cruel irreligious piety ! 95 
Chi. Was ever Scytbia half ſo barbarous ? 


Dore. 
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Dem. Oppoſe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbas go to reſt, and we ſurvive 
To tremble under 77tus' threatning looks. 

Then, madam, ſtand reſolv'd, but hope withal, 
The ſelf. ſame Gods that arm'd the Queen of Troy 
With opportunity of ſharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was Queen) 
To quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Enter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius. 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd/ 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus limbs are lopt, 

And intrails feed the facrificing fire, 
Whoſe ſmoke, like incenſe, 2 the sky. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our brethren, 

And with loud larums welcome them to Nome. 

Tit. Let it be fo, and let Ardronicus 
Make this his lateſt farewel to theit fouls. 

[Then found trumpets, and lay the coffins in the tomb. 
In peace and honours reſt you here, my ſons, 
Rome's readieſt champions, repoſe you here, 
Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps : 
_ lurks no treaſon, here no envy fwells, 

ere grow no damned „ here no ſtorms, 
No — but filence 1 ſleep: 

In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons! 
Enter Lavinia, 

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Tus long, 

My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethrens obſequies : 
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome. 
O bleſs me here with thy viftorious hand, 

| Whoſe fortune Rome's beſt citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly reſerv'd 
The cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart! 

Lavinia, live, out- live thy father's days; 
And fame's eternal date for virtue's praiſe. | 

A 4 Mar. 
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Mar, Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother 


Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 


Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mar. And welcome nephews from ſucceſsful wars, 


You that ſurvive, and you that ſleep in fame : 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 


That in your country's ſervice drew your ſwords, 


But fafer triumph is this funeral pomp 
That hath afpir'd to Solon's happineſs, 
And triumphs over chance in honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whole friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truſt, 
This palliament of white and ſpotleſs hue, 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With theſe our late deceaſed Emperor's ſons ; 
Be Candidatus then, and put it on, 
And help to ſet a head on headleſs Rome. 
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his that ſhakes for age and feebleneſs : 
What ſhould I don this robe, and trouble you ? 
Be choſe with proclamations to-day, 
To-morrow yield up rule, reſign my life, 
And ſet abroach new buſineſs for you all? 
Rome, I have been thy ſoldier forty years, 
And led my country's ſtrength ſucceſsfully, 
And buried one and twenty valiant ſons, 
Knighted in field, ſlain manfully in arms, 
In right and ſervice of their noble country. 
Give me a ſtaff of honour for mine age, 
But not a ſceptre to controul the world. 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it laſt. 


Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and ask the empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canſt thou tell ? 


Tit. Patience, prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 


Patricians draw your ſwords, and ſheath them not 


"Till Saturninus be Rome's Emperor. 
Andronicus, would thou wert ſhipt to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 
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Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee. 

Tit. Content thee prince, I will reſtore to thee 
The peoples hearts, and wean them from themſelves. 

Baſ. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do 'till I die: 
My faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy friends, 
I will moſt thankful be ; and thanks to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
I ask your voices, and your ſuffrages, 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his ſafe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. 'Tribunes, I thank you, and this ſuit J make, 
That you create your Emperor's eldeſt fon, 
Lord Saturnine ; whoſe virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen juſtice in this common-weal. 
Then if you will ele& by my advice, 
Crown him, and ſay, long live our Emperor. 

Mar. With voices and applauſe of every ſort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great Emperor; 
And ſay, long live our Emperor Saturnine. 

[4 long flouriſh till they come down, 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deſerts, 


And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs : 


And for an onſet, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my Empereſs, 
Rome's royal miſtreſs, muſtreſs of my heart, 
And in the facred Pantheon her eſpouſe: 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleaſe thee ? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this match, 
I hold me highly honour'd of your Grace : 
And here in ſight of Rome, to Saturninus, 

Ag King 
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King and commander of our common-weal, 
The wide world's Emperor, do I conſecrate 
My ſword, my chariot, and my priſoners ; 
Preſents well worthy Rome's imperial lord. 
Receive them then, the tribute that I We, 
Mine honour's enſigns humbled at thy feet. 
Sat. Thanks note Titus, father of my life, 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy giſts, 
Rome ſhall regard ; and when I do forget 
The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable deſerts, 
Romans forget your fealty to me. | 
Tit. Now, Madam, are you priſoner to an Emperor, 
To him that for your honour and your ſtate | 
Will uſe you nobly, and your followers. 
Sat. A godly lady, truſt me, of the hue [7 Tamora. 
That I would chuſe, were I to chuſe a-new : 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Tho' chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou com'ſt not to be made a ſcorn in Rome: 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way. 
Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent 
Daunt all your hopes: Madam, who comforts you 
Can make you greater than the Queen of Gorhs. 
Lavinia, you are not diſpleas'd with this? 
L.av. Not I, my lord, fith true nobility 
Warrants theſe words in princely courteſie. 
Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia. Romans let us go. 
Ranſomleſs here we ſet our priſoners free, 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.. 
Baſ. Lord Titus, by your leave this maid is mine. 
| [Seizing Lavinia. 
Tit. How, Sir? are you in earneſt then, my Lord? 
Baſ. Ay, noble Titus; and reſolv'd withal, 
To do my ſelf this reaſon and this right. 
[The Emperor courts 'Tamora in dumb beau. 
Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman juſtice : 
This prince in juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 
— — that he 1 ſhall, if Lucius live. 
16. Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor's guard? 
Treaſon, my lord; Lavinia is ſurpriz d. as. 
Sat. Surpriz'd! by whom? SIP Raf. 


„ 


Ve. 


Trrus ANDRONICUS r 


Baſ. By him that juſtly may 
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. 
Exit Baſſianus ci, Lavinia. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my ſword I'll keep this door ſecure. 
Tit. Follow, my lord, and Fl} ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord, you paſs not here. 
Tit. What villain, boy, | 
Barr'ſt me my way in Rome ? [ He kills him. 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help. 
Luc. My lord, you are unjuſt, and more than ſo, 
In wrongful quarrel you have ſlain your ſon. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any ſons of mine. 
My ſons would never ſo diſhonour me. 
Traitor, reſtore Lavinia to the Emperor. 
Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wife, * 
That is another's lawful promis'd love. 
Sat. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock ; 
F1l truſt by leiſure him that mocks me once, 
Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty ſons, 
Confederates all, thus to diſhonour me. 
Was there none elſe in Rome to make a ſtale of 
But Saturnine ? full well, Andronicus, 
Agree theſe deeds, wich that proud brag of thine;. 
That ſaid'ſt, I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 
Tit. O monſtrous! what reproachful words are theſe ?* 
Bat. But go thy ways; go give that changing piece, 
To him that flouriſt'd for her with his ſword ; 
A valiant ſon-in-law thou ſhalt enjoy: 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs ſons, 
To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. | 
Tit. Theſe words are razors to my wounded heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora Queen of Goths,. 
That, like the ſtately Phzbe *mong. her nymphs,. 
Doſt over- ſhine the gallant'ſt dames of Rome, 


H thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden choice, 


Behold I chuſe thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee Empereis of Rome. 
Speak, Queen of Gothe, doſt thou applaud my choice? 


And here I ſwear by all the Roman Gods, Sich 


12 TiTvs ANDRONICUS, 


(Sith prieſt and holy water are ſo near, 
And tapers burn ſo bright, and every thing 
In readineſs for Hymeneus ftands,) 
I will not re: ſalute the ſtreets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
J lead eſpous d my bride along with me. 
Tam. And here in fight of heav'n to Rome I ſwear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his deſires, 
A loving nurſe, a mother to his youth, 
Sat. Aſcend, fair Queen, Pantheon ; lords accompany 
Your noble Emperor, and his lovely bride, 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whole wiſdom hath her fortune conquered , h 
There ſhall we conſummate our ſpouſal rites. [Exeunt. 
Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride. 
Titus, When wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Diſhonour'd thus, and challenged ef wrongs ? | 
Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, and Marcus. 
Mar. Oh Titus fee, oh ſee what thou haſt done 
In a bad quarrel flain a virtuous ſon. 
Tit. No, fooliſh Tribune, no: no ſan of mine, 
Nor thou, nor theſe confederates in the deed, 
That hath diſhonoured all our family; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy ſons. 
Luc. But let us give him burial as becomes, 
Give Mutius burial with our bretheren. 
Tit. Traitors away, he reſts not in this tomb; 
This monument five hundred years hath ſtood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſly re-edified : 
Here none hut ſoldiers, and Rome's ſervitors 
Repoſe in fame: none baſely ſlain in brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 
Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you, 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him, 
He muſt be buried with his bretheren. 8 
[Titus's ſens ſpeak. 
Sons. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And ſhall? what villain was it ſpake that word? 
| [ Titus's Jon ſpeaks. 
. Quin. 
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Quin. He that would vouch't in any place but here. 
Tit. What, would you bury him in my deſpight ? 
Mar. No, noble Titus, but intreat of thee, 
To on Mutius, and to bury him. 
t. Marcus, ev'n thou haſt ſtruck upon my creſt, 
And with theſe boys mine honour thou haſt wounded, 
My foes I do repute you every one, 
So trouble me no more but get you gone. 
Luc. He 1s not himſelf, let us withdraw. 
Quin. Not I, 'till Mutius' bones be buried. 
[The brother and the ſons kneel. 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature ſpeak. 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my ſoul. 
Luc. Dear father, foul and ſubſtance of us all. 
Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue's neſt, 
That died in honour, and Lawinia's cauſe. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous 
The Greeks upon advice did bury 4jax 
That ſlew himſelf; and wiſe Laerte's ſon 
Did graciouſly plead for his funerals. 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 
Tit. Riſe, Marcus, riſe —— 
The diſmall' day is this that e er I ſaw, 
To be diſhonour'd by my ſons in Rome® 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 
[ They put him in the tomb. 
Luc. There lye thy bones, ſweet Mutius, with thy friends, 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb. 
[They all kneel, and ſay, 
No man ſhed tears for noble Mutius; 
He lives in fame, that died in virtue's cauſe. 
Mar. My Lord, to ſtep out of theſe dreary dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtle Queen of Goch 
Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome ? 
Tit. I know not, Marcus; but I know it is: 
If by device or no, the heav'ns can tell: 1 
| N 
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Fs ſhe not then beholden to the man, 

That brought her for this high good turn fo far? 
Flouriſh. Enter the Emperor, Tamora, 2 and 
Demetrius wvith the Moor at one door. At the other 

door Baſſianus and Lavinia with others. 

Sat. So, Baſſiamu, you have plaid your prize, 

God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride. 

Baſ. And you of yours, my Lord; I ſay no more, 

Nor wiſh no leſs, and ſo I take my leave. 

Sat. Traytor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 

Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this rape. 

Baſ. Rape call you it, my lord, to ſeize my own, 

My true betrothed love, and now my wife? 

But let the laws of Rome determine all, 

Mean while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 
Sat. "Tis good, Sir; you are very ſhort with us, 
But if we live, we'll be as ſharp with you. | 

'  Baſ. My lord, what I have done, as beſt I may, 

Anſwer I muſt, and ſhall do with my life ; 

Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 

By all the duties which I owe to Rome, 

This noble Gentleman, lord ius here, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong d, 

That in the reſcue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did ſlay his youngeſt ſon, 

In zeal to you, and highly mov'd.to. wrath, 

To be controul'd in that he frankly gave; 

Receive him then to favour,. Satarnine, 

That hath expreſt himſelf in all his deeds 

A father and a friend to thee, and Rome. 

Dit. Prince Baſſianus, leave to plead my deeds. 
*Tis thou, and thoſe, that have diſhonour'd me: 
Raume and the rightcous heavens be my judge, 
How have I lov'd and honvur'd Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 

Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine,. 

Then hear me ſpeak; indifferently for all; 

And at my ſuit. (ſweet) pardon what is paſt. 
Sat. What, Madam, be diſhonour'd openly, 

And baſely put it up without revenge 2. 
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Tam. Not ſo, my lord; the Gods of Rome fore-ſend, 


I ſhould be author to diſhonour you : 

But, on mine honour dare I undertake, 

For good lord Titus” innocence in all; 

Whole fury not diflembled ſpeaks his grieſs : 
Then at my ſuit look graciouſly on him. 

Loſe not fo noble a friend on vain ſuppoſe, 

Nor with ſowre looks ali his gentle heart 


My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laſt, LAlde. 


Diſſemble all your griefs and diſcontents: 
You are but newly planted in your throne; 


Teſt then the yon and patricians too, 


Upon a juſt ſurvey take 77t«s part, 
And ſo ſupplant us for ingratitude 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin, 
Yield at intreats, and then let me alone ; 
I'll find a day to maſſacre them all, 
And raſe their faction, and their family, 
The cruel ſather, and his traiterous ſons, 
To whom I ſued for my dear ſon's liſe: | 
And make them-knaw what tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the ſtreets. and beg for grace in vain.— 
Come, come, ſweet Emperor, come Andronicus ---- 
Take up this good old man, and chear the heart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frown. 
Sat. Riſe, Titus, riſe, my Empreſs hath prevail'd.. 
77t. I thank your majeſty, and her; my lord, 
Theſe words, theſe looks infuſe new life in me. 
Tam. Titus, T am incorporate. in Name, 


A Roman now adopted: happily :. 


And muſt adviſe the Emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus; 

And let it be my honour, good my. lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and you. 
For you, prince Baſſianus, I have paſt. 
My word and promiſe to the Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable. 
And fear not, lords; and you Lavinia, 
By my advice all humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall aſk pardon. af his majeſty. 

38 OT FI 
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Luc. We do, and vow to heaven and to his highneſs, 
That what we did was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our ſiſter's honour and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here J do proteſt. 

Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 

Tam. Nay, nay, ſweet Emperor we muſt all be friends, 
'The Tribune and his nephews kneel for grace, 
I will not be denied, ſweet-heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy ſake and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, | 
I do remit theſe young men's hainous faults. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
J found a friend, and ſure as death I ſwore, 
I would not part a batchelor from the prieſt. 
Come, if the Emperor's court can feaſt two brides, 
You are my gueſt, Lavinia, and your friends; 
This day ſhall be a love-day, Tamora. 
Tit. 'To-morrow, and it pleaſe your majeſty, 
To hunt the panther and the nart with me, 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace Bon, jour. 
Sat. Be it ſo, Titus, and gramercy too. E xeunt, 


1 
— — — — 2» 


ACT I. ROME. 
Enter Aaron alone. 


Aar. OW climbeth Tamora Olympus top, ; 
Safe out of fortune's ſhot, and fits aloft, 

Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning flaſh, 

Advanc'd above pale envy's threatning reach; 

As when the golden ſun ſalutes the morn 

And having gilt the ocean with his beams, 

Gallops the zodiack in his gliſtring coach, 

And overlooks the higheſt peering hills: 

So Tamora. 

Upon her wit doth early honour wait, 

And virtue ſtoops and trembles at her frown. 

Then Aaron arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, * 

| 2 Oo 
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To mount aloft with thy imperial miſtreſs, | 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Has priſoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains; 
And faſter bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty d to Caucaſus. 
Away with flaviſh weeds, and idle thoughts, 
I will be bright and ſhine in pearl and gold, 
To wait upon this new-made Empereſs. 
To wait upon, ſaid I ? to wanton with 
This Queen, this Goddeſs, this Semiramis ; 
This Syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And ſee his ſhipwrack, and his common-weal's. 
Holla, what ftorm is this ? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 
Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd, 
And may, for ought thou know'ſt, ed be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou doſt over-ween in all, 
And ſo in this to bear me down with braves: 
Tis not the difference of a year or two 
Makes me leſs gracious, or thee more fortunate 3 
I am as able, and as fit as thou, 
To ſerve, and todeſerve my miſtreſs grace; 
And that my fword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſſion for Lavinia's love. 
Aar. Clubs, clubs ! theſe lovers will not keep the 


ce. 
Dem. Why boy, although our mother (unadvis'd) 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your ſide, 
Are you ſo deſperate grown to threat your friends? 
Go to; have your lath glued within your ſheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 
Chi. Mean while, Sir, with the little ſkill I have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem. Ay boy, grow ye ſo brave? Dey draw. 
Aar. Why now, lords ? 
So near the Emperor's palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain ſuch a quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge. 
I would not for a million of gold, 


18 TiTvs ANDRONICUS, 


The cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns. 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
Be fo di ſhonour d in the court of Rome. 

For ſhame put up. 

Dem. Not I, till I have ſheath'd 
My rapier in his boſom, and withal 
Thruſt theſe reproachſul ſpeeches down his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full reſolv d, 
Foul-ſpoken coward ! thou thundreſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ſt perform. 

Aar. Away, I ſay 
Now by the Gods that warlike Goths adore, 

This petty brabble will undo us all ; 

Why EIS think you not 
It is to jet upon a prince's right ? | 
What, is Lavinia then become ſo looſe, 

Or Baſſianus ſo * 

3 5 for her — quarrels may be breaches, 
ithout controulment, juſtice, or revenge? 
Young lords, beware --- and ſhould the Empreſs know 

This diſcord's ground, the muſiek would not 

Chi. I care not, I, knew ſhe and all the world, 
I love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to 8 — 
ice, 

Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Aar. Why are ye mad ! or know ye not in Nome 

How furious and impatient they be, 

And cannot brook competitors in love ? 

I tell you lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this deviſe. 

Chi. Aaron, . 
To atchieve her whom I do love: 

Aar. To atchieve her how ! 

Dem. Why mak'ſ thou it ſo ſtrange ? 
She is a woman, therefore may be wood; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be lov'd. 
What man? more water glideth by the mill 
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Than wots the miller of, and eaſie it is 
Of a cut loaf to ſteal a ſhive we know : 
Tho' Baſſianus be the Emperoy's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Yulcan's badge. 

Aar. Ay,” and as good as Saturninus may. 
Dem. Then why ſhould he deſpair, that knows to 
| court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ; 
What, haſt thou nat full often ſtruck a doe, 
And born her cleanly by the keeper's noſe ? 

Aar. Why then it ſeems ſome certain ſnatch or ſo 
Would ferve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſerved. 

Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. 

Aar. Would you had hit it too, 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado : 
Why, hark ye, hark ye ---- and are you ſuch fools 
701 ſquare for this ? would it offend you then 

Chi. Faith, not me. 

Dem. Nor me, ſo I were one. 

Aar. For ſhame be friends, and join for that you jar. 
'Tis policy and 2 muſt do 
That you aſſect, and fo muſt you reſobve, 
That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucygee was not more chaſte 
Than this Lavinia, Baſfianas' love; 
A ſpeedier courſe than lingring languiſhment 
Muſt we purſue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a ſolemn hunting is in hand, | 
There will the lovely Reman ladies troop : 
The foreſt walks are wide and ſpacious, 
And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and villany : 
Single you thither then this dainty doe, 
And ſtrike her home by force, it not by words: 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. 


+ ſquare, /gnifies to quarrel. vid. Midſ. night's dream. 
| Come, 
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Come, come, our Empreſs with her ſacred wit 
To villany and vengeance conſecrate, SOT 
We will acquaint with all that we intend, 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with advice, 


That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, I! 
But to your wiſhes heighth advance you both. 
The Emperor's court is like the houſe of — A 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears: O. 


The woods are ruthleſs, dreadful, deaf and dull : 
'There ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave boys, and take your W 


turns. A 
There ſerve your luſts, ſhadow'd from heav' ns eye, 
And revel in Twin treaſury M 


Chi. Thy counſel, lad, well of no cowurdiſe. 

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtream 
To cool this heat; a charm to calm theſe fits, BB 
Per Styga, per Manes vebor. |  [Excunt, 


4 Foreſt. 


© Enter Titus Andronicus and his three ſons, with hound: 

and horns, and Marcus, © 
Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray, 

The fields are fragrant and the woods are 

Uncouple here and let us make a bay, 

And wake the Emperor and his . bride, 

And rouze the prince, and ring a unter's peal 

That all. the court may eccho with the 

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To tend the Emperor's perſon carefully : 

I have been troubled in my ſleep this night, 

But dawning day new comfort hath inſpir'd. 


Wind horns. Here a cry of hounds, and wind horns in a 
_ peal : then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baſſianus, Lavi- 
nia, Chiron, Demetrius, and their attendants. 
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Tit. Many good-morrows to your majeſty, 
Madam, to you as many and as 
I promiſed your grace « hunters fell bY 
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Sat. And you have rung it luſtily, my lords, 
Some what too early for new- married ladies. 
Baſ. Lavinia, how ſay you ? 
Lav. I ſay, no: | 
I have been broad awake two hours and more. 
Sat. Come on then, horſe and chariots let us have, 
And to our ſport : madam, now ye ſhall ſee . - 
Our Roman hunting. 
Mar. I have dogs, my lord, | 
Will rouze the proudeſt panther in the chaſe, 
And climb the higheſt promontory top. 
Tit. And I havea horſe will follow, where the game 
Makes way, and run like ſwallows o'er the plain. 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horſe nor 
hound, | 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. 
Enter Aaron alone. 


Aar. He that had wit, would think that I had 


[Exeunt. 


none, 
To bury ſo much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. | 


Let him that thinks of me fo abjectly, 


Know that this gold muſt coin a ſtratagem, 
Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany ; 
And ſo repoſe ſweet gold for their unreſt 
That have their alms out of the Empreſs' cheſt. 
| Enter Tamora. 
* Tam, My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ſt thou 


ad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaſt ? 
© The birds chaunt melody on every buſh. 
The ſnake lies rolled in the chearful ſun, 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a chequer'd ſhadow on the ground: 
© Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And whilſt the babling echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, ; 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, 


Let us fit down and mark their yelling noiſe ; And 
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And after conflict ſuch as was ſuppos'd | 

The V and Dido once enjoy d, 
When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz d, 
And curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave, 

We may each wreathed in the other's arms, 

(Our paſtimes done) poſſeſs a golden ſlumber, ä 
Whilſt hounds and horns, and ſweet melodious birds 
Be unto us as is a nurſe's ſong 

Of lullaby, to bring her babe aſleep. 

Aar. Madam, tho' Venus govern your deſires, 

Saturn is dominator over mine : 

What ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 

My ſilence, and my cloudy melancholy, 

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls, 

Even as an adder when ſhe doth unrowl 

To do ſome fatal execution? 

No, Madam, theſe are no venereal ſigns; 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora, (the Empreſs of my ſoul, 

Which never hopes more heaven than refts in thee) 
This is the day of doom for Baſ/ianus ; 

His 'Philome! muſt loſe her tongue to-day, 

Thy ſons make pillage of her chaſtity, 

And waſh their hands in Baftanus blood. 

Seeſt thou this letter, take it up I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatal plotted: ſcrow! ; 

Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied, 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeſul booty, 

Which dread not yet their lives deſtruction. 

. Tam, Ah, my ſweet Moor, ſweeter to me than life. 

Aar. No more, great Empreſs, Baſtanus comes; 

Be croſs with him, and I'll go fetch thy ſons 


To back thy quarrels, whatſoe er they be. [ Exit. 


Enter Baſſianus and Lavinia. 
Baſ. Whom have we here? Rome's royal Emprels ! 
Unfurniſh'd of her well-beſeeming troops ? 2 
Or is it Dian habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 4 
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To ſee the general hunting in this foreſt ? 
Tam. Sawcy controller of our private ſteps : 
Had I wart ny that ſome ſay Dian had, 
Thy temples ſhould be planted preſently 
With horns, as was 4#eon's, and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
1 intruder as thou — 
Lav. Under your patience, gentle Empereſs, 
Tis thought you — ovodly pif in horning 3; 
And to be doubted, that your Maur and you 
Are ſingled forth to try. experiments : 
Jove ſhield your huſband from his hounds to-day, 
Tis pity they ſhould take him for a ſtag. 
Ba). Believe me, Queen, your ſwarth Cymmerian 
Doth make your honour of his bedy's hue, 
Spotted, deteſted, and abominable. 
Why are you ſequeſtred from all your train ? 
Diſmounted from your ſnow-white goodly ſteed, 
And wandred. hither to an obſcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul defire had not conducted you? 
Lav. And being interrupted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my noble lord be rated 
For ſaucineſs. I pray you let us hence, 
And let her joy her raven-colour'd love ; 
This valley fits the purpoſe paſſing well: 
Baſ. The King my brother ſhall have note of this. 
Lav. Ay, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long. 
Gocd King, to be ſo mightily abuſed. 
Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 
Dem. How now, dear ſovereign and our gracious 


mother, 

Why does your highneſs look ſo pale and wan? 

* 7am. Have I not reaſon, think you, to look pale? 
Theſe two have tic'd me hither to this place, 
A barren and deteſted vale you fee it is. 
The trees, tho ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
Oercome with moſs, and baleful miſſelto. 
Here never ſhines the ſun, here nothing breeds, 

I Unleſs 
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Unleſs the nighty owl, or fatal raven. 
And when they ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the night, 
A thouſand fiends, a thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make fuch fearful and confuſed cries, 
As any mortal body _— it, 
Should ftrait fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 
No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 
But ſtraight they told me they would bind me here, 
Unto the body of a diſmal yew, 
And leave me to this miſerable death, 
And then they call'd me foul adultereſs, 
Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 
That ever ear did hear to ſuch effect. 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
'This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Revenge it as you love your mother's life, 
Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children, 

Dem. This is a witneſs that I am thy ſon. [Stabs Baſ. 
Chi. And this for me , ſtruck home to ſhew my 
| ſtrength. 
Law. I come Semiramis, nay barbarous Tamora, 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own. 

Tam. Give methy | on you ſhall know, my boys, 
Your mother's hand ſhall right your mother's wrong. 

Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her ; 
Firſt, thraſh the corn, then after burn the ſtraw : 
This minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
And with that painted hope ſhe braves your mightineſs ; 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? 

Chi. And if ſhe do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her huſband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our luſt, 

Tam. But when you have the honey you deſire, 
Let not this waſp out- live us both to ſting. 

Chi. I warrant, Madam, we will an that ſure ; 
Come miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preſerved honeſty of yours. | 
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Lav. O Tamora, thou bear'ſt a woman's face 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak ; away with her. 
Lav. Sweet lords, intreat her, hear me but a word 
Dem. Liſten, fair Madam, let it be your glory 
To ſee her tears; but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting Flints to drops of rain. 
Lav. When did the tyger's young ones teach the dam ? 
Odo not teach her wrath, ſhe taught 1t thee. 
The milk thou ſuck'dſt from her did turn to marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou had'lt thy tyranny. 
Yet every mother breeds not ſons alike ; 
Do thou intreat her, ſhew a woman pity. 
Chi. What ! would'ſt thou have me prove my ſelf a 
aſtard? | 
Law. Tis true, the raven doth not hatch a lark: 
Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now) 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some ſay that ravens feſter tolorn children, 
The whilſt their own birds familh in their neſts : 
Oh be to me, tho' thy hard heart ſay no, 
Nothing ſo kind, but fomething pitiful. 
Tam. I know not what it means; away with her. 
Lav. Oh let me teach thee for my father's ſake, 
(That gave thee life, when well he might have ſlain tLee) 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. | 
Tam. Hadſt thou in perſon ne'er offended me, 
Even for his fake am I now pitilels : 
Remember, boys, I pour'd fourth tears in vain, 
Jo ſave your brother from the ſacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 
Therefore away with her, and uſe her as you will, 
Ihe worſe to her, the better loy'd of me. N 
Lav. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle Queen, 
And with thine ow hands kill me in this place? 
For*tis not life that I have begg'd ſo long; 
Poor I was ſlain when Baffianus yd. 
Tam. What begg'ſt thou then? fond woman, let me go. 
Lav. Tis preſent death I beg, and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell: 
O keep me from their worie-than-killing luſt, 
And tumble me into ſome lothſome pit, | 
B Where 
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Where never man's eye may behold my body: 


Do this, and be a charitable murderer. EY - A 
Tam So ſhould I rob my ſweet ſons of their fee. A 
No; let them fatisfy their luſt on thee. | 
Dem. Away, For thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. W 
Lav. No grace? no woman-heod ? ah beaſtly creature! I T 
The blot and enemy of our general name; 2 
Confuſion fal EE V 
Chi. Nay, then I'll ſtop your mouth - bring thou 
| her huſband ; [Drogging off Lavinia, | * 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [Exeunt, 1" 
Tam: Farewel, my ſons, ſee that you make her ſure, 
Ne'er let my Heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all th' Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, | , 
And let my ſpleenful ſons this trull deflour. (Exit. il © 
Enter Aaron wwith Quintus and Marcus. : 
Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before; 80 
Strait will I bring you to the loathſom pit, * 
Where I eſpied the panther faſt aſleep. O 
Quin. My ſight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 0 
Marc. And mine, I promiſe you; wer't not for ſhame, O 
Well could I leave our ſport to fleep a while. A 
_ . [Marcus falls into the pit. 
Quin What, art thou fall'n? what ſubtle hole is this, 2 
| Whote mouth is cover'd with rude-grown briars, 1 
| Upon whoſe leaves are drops of new-ſhed blood, O 
! As freſh as morning dew diſtill'd on flowers? J 
| A very fatal place it ſeems to me: 
| Speak, brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? oy 
i 4 


Mar. O brother with the diſmalleſt object . 
That ever eye, with ſight, made heart lament, l 
„ Aar. Now will I fetch the king to find them here, q 
| That he thereby may havea likely gueſs, 


4 How theſe were they that made away his brother. A 
| [Exit Aaron. 8. 
| Mar. Why doſt not comfort me, and help me out Ir 


From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained hole ? 

| Quin. I am ſurprized with an uncouth fear; B 
| A killing ſweat o'er-runs my trembling joints; 7 
My Heart ſuſpects more than mine eye can fee. 
Marc. To prove thou haſt a true divining heart, 
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Aaron and thou look down into the den, 
And ſee a fearful ſight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone, and my compaſſionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by ſurmiſe: 

O tell me how it is! for ne' er till now 
Was Ja child, to fear I know not what. 

Mer. Lord Baffianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a ſlaughter'd lamb, 
In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin. If it be dark, how doſt thou know tis he ? 

Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
© A precious ring that lightens all the hole: 
Which, like a taper in tome monument, 

Doth ſhine upon the dead man's earthly cheeks, 
And ſhews the ragged intrails of this pit. 

So pale did ſhine the moon on Pyramus, 

When ke by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 

O brother ! helpme with thy fainting hand 

{If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath) 

Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cactus miſty mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out; 
Or wanting ſtrength to do thee ſo much good, 
may be pluck'd into the ſwallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Baſſianus grave. 
have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mar. And J no ſtrength to climb without thy help. 

Quin. Thy hand once more I will not loſe again, 
*7111 thou art here alcit, or I below. | 
I hou canſt not come to me, I come to thee. [ Falls in. 


Enter the Emperor and Aaron. 


Sat. Along with me, I'll ſee what hole is here, 
And what he 1s that now 1s leap'd into't. 
Say, who art thouthat lately didit deſcend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? 

Mar. I I unhappy ſon of old Audronicus, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky hour, 
To find thy brother Baſfanus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead? I know thou doſt but joſt; 
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He and his lady both are at the lodge, 
Upon the north-ſide of this pleaſant chaſe ; 
"Tis not an hour ſince I left him there. 
Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But out, alas! here have we found him dead. 
Enter Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucius. 
Tam. Where is my lord the King ? 
Sat, Here Tamora, though griev'd with killing grief, 
Tam. Where is thy brother Baffanus ? 
Sat. Now to the bottom doſt thou ſearch my wound ; ; 
Poor. Baſfanus here lies murthered. 
Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeleſs tragedy 3 ; 
And wonder greatly that man's face can fold 
In N ſmiles ſuch murdereus tyranny. 


[She gives Saturninus a Letter. 


Saturninus reads the letter. 


And if we miſs to meet him hanomely 

Sqveet hunt/man, Baſſianus is wwe mean, 
Do thou jo much as dig the grave for him, 

Theu know'ft our meaning : took for thy rew ard 
Anong the nettles at the elaer-tree 

Which over Hades the mouth of that ſame {it, 
n here axe decreed to bury Baſſin nus, 

Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſling friends. 


Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : 

Look, Sirs, it you can find the huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murther'd Baſſianus here. 

Aer. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind, 
Have here bereft my brother of his liſe. [To Titus. 
Sirs, drag them from the pit into the priſon, 

There let them bide until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 
Tam. What, are they in this pit? oh wondrou: 
thing ! 
How eaſily murder is diſcovered ? 

7it. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee 

I 1925 this boon, with tears not lightly ſhed, 


rief. 


er. 


it 


'TiTus ANDRONICUS. 29 


That this fell fault of my accurſed ſons, 
{Accurſed, if the faults be prov'd in them 
Sat. It it be prov'd ? you ſee it is apparent. 
Who found this letter, Tamara, was it you? 
Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 
Tit. I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail. 
For by my father's reverend tomb I vow 
They ſhall be ready at your highneſo' will, 
To anſwer their ſuſpicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them: fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murder'd body, ſome the murtherers. 
Let them not ſpeak a word, the guilt is plain; 

For by my ſoul, were there worte end than death, 
That end upon them ſhould be executed. 
Tam. Anudronicus, I will intreat the King * 
Fear not thy ſons, they ſhall do well enough. 
Tit. Come, Lucius, come, ſtay not to talk with them. 
[ Exeurt, 


Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, her hands 
cut off, and her tongue cut cut, and ravify'd. 


Dem. So now go tell (and if thy tongue can ſpeak) 
Who twas that cut thy tongue, and raviik' thec. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo, 
And (if thy ſtumps will let thee play the ſcribe. 

Dem. See how wich ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcrowle. 

Chi, Go home, call for ſweet water, waih thy hands. 

Dem. She has no tongue to call, nor hands to waſh ; 
And fo let's leave her to her filent walks. 

Chi. If 'twere my caſe, I ſhould go hang my ſelf. 

Dem. If thou had'ſt hands to help thee knit the cord. 

E xcunt. 
Enter Marcus to Lavinia. 


Mar. Who's this, my niece, that flies away ſo faſt ? 
Coulin, a word, where is your huſband ? 
If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me; 
If I do wake, ſome planet firike me down, 
That I may ſlumber in eternal ſleep. 
Speak, gentle niece, what ſtern ungentle hands 
Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made the body bare 
Of her two branches, thoſe ſweet ornaments, 
Whole circling ſhadows kings have fought to ſleep in? 
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And might not gain ſo great a happinets. 
As half thy love! why doſt not ſpeak to me? 
Alas, a crimſon river of warm blood, 
Like to a bubling fountain ſtirr'd with wind, FE 
* Doth riſe and fall between thy roſy lips, 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But ſure ſome Terens hath defloured thee, 
And leit thou ſhou'dſt detect him, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn'ſt away thy face for ſhame ! 
And notwithſtanding all this loſs of blood, ; 
(As for a conduit with their ifluing ſpouts,) | 
Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titaz's face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a cloud —- —— 
Shall I ſpeak for thee ? ſhall I fay, tis fo ? 
Oh that I knew thy heart; and knew the beaſt, 
That I-might rail at him to eaſe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven ſtopt, 
Poth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philumela, the but loft her tongue, 
Ard in a tedious ſampler ſew'd her mind. 
But lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 
A craſtier Tereus haſt thou met witha!l, 
And he hath cut thoſe pretty ſingers off 
That could have better ſew'd than Philomet. 
© Oh had the monſter ſeen thoſe lilly hands 
« Trembtle like aſpen leaves upon a lute, 
And make the ſilken firings delight to kiſs them 
He would not then have touch'd them for his life. 
Or had he heard the heav'nly harmony, 
« Which that ſweet tongue hath made; 
He would have dropt his knife, and fell aſſeep, 
As Ceberus at the Thracian poet's fect, 
| Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 
| For ſuch a fight will blind a father's eye. 
| One hour's ſtorm will drown the fagrant meads, 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee : | 
Oh could our mourning eaſe thy miſery [Exeune. 
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Enter the Judges and Senators, with Marcus and Quintus 
bound, pa ſſing on the ſtage to the place of execution, and 
Titus going before, pleading. 


TITus. 


E AR me, grave fithers, noble Tribunes, ſtay, 
For pity of mine age, whoſe youth was ſpent 
In dangerous wars, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept: 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ſhed, 
For all the froſty nights that I have watcht, 
And for theſe bitter tears, which you now fee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned ſons, 
Whole ſouls are not corrupted, as tis thought. 
For two and twenty ſons I never wept, 
Becauſe they died in honour's lofty bed. 


[Andronieus Iieth down, and the judges paſs by him. 


For theſe, theſe, tribunes, in the duſt I write 
My heart's deep languor, and my ſoul's fad tears: 
Let my tears ſtanch the earth's dry appetite, | 
My ſon's ſweet blood will make it ſhame and blufh : 
O earth! Iwill befriend thee more with rain, [Exe. 
That ſhall diſtil from theſe two ancient ruins, 
That youthful April ſhall with all her ſhowers; 
In ſummer's drought I'll drop upon thee till, 
In winter with warm tears I'll melt the ſnow, 
And keep eternal Hring- time on thy face, 
So thou refuſe to drink my dear ſon's blood. 
Oh reverend tribunes! gentle aged men 
Unbind my ſons, reverſe the doom of death, 
And let me ſay (that never wept before) 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc. Oh noble father! vou lament in vain, 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 
And you recount your ſorrows to a ſtone. 

Tit. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead —— 
Grave tribunes, once more I intreat of you -—--— 

Lac. My gracious lerd, no tribune hears you Peres 
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Tit. Why 'tis no matter, man; if they did hear, 
They would not mark me : or if they did mark, 
They would not pity me. 

Therefore I tell my ſorrows to the ſtones, 

Who, tho' they cannot anſwer my diftrels, 

Yet in fome fort they're better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; 

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 

Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me ; 

And were they but attired in grave weeds, 

Rome could afford no tribune like to theſe. 

A ſtone is as ſoft wax, tribunes more hard than ſtones : 
A ftene is ſilent, and offendeth not, 

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death, 
But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawn? 

Luc. To reſcue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc 4 
My everlaſting doom of baniſhment. 

Tir. O happy man, they have befriended thee : 
Why, fooliſh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 

That Rome is but a wilderneſs of tygers ? 
Tygers mult prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine; how happy art thou then, 
From theſe devourers to be baniſhed ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 
Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep, 
Or if not fo, thy noble heart te break: 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
Tit. Will it conſume me? let me fee it thon. 
Mar. This was thy daughter. a 
Tit. Why, Marcus, fo ſhe is. 
Luc. Ah me, this ' obje&t kills me, 
Tir. Faint-hearted boy, ariſe and leok upon her 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accurſed hand 
Hath made thee handleſs in thy father's fight ? 
What fool hath added water to the ſea? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy 
My grief was at tae height before thou cam , 
And now like Nilus it diſdaineth bounds : 
Give me a ſword, Il chop off my hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain : 
And they have nurs'd this woe,” in feedin 8 life: 


In 
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In bootleſs prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ſerv'd me to effectleſs ule. 
Now all the ſervice I require of them, 

Is that the one will help to cut the other : 
"Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands, 
For hands to do Rome ſervice are but vain. 

Duc. Speak, gentle ſiſter, who hath martyr'd thee ? 

Mar. O that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with ſuch pleafing eloquence, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 

Where like a ſweet melodious bird it ſung 

Sweet various notes, inchanting every ear 

Luc. Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deed ? 

Mar. O thus I found her ftraying in the park, 
Seeking to hide her ſelf, as doth the deer 
That hath receiv'd ſome unrecuring wound. 

Tio. It was my deer, and he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead: 
For now I ſtand, as one upon a rock, 
© Environ'd with a wilderneſs of ſea, 

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
« ExpeQting ever when ſome envious ſurge 
Will in his briniſh bowels fwallow him. 
This way to death my wretched ſons are gone : 
Here ſtands my other ſon, a baniſh'd man, 
And here my brother weeping at my woes. 
But that which gives my ſoul the greateſt ſpurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my ſoul _ 
Had I but ſeen thy picture in this plight, 
It would have madded me. What ſhall I do, 
Now I behold my lively body ſo ? 
Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tears, 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee ; 
Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this. 
Look Marcus, ah fon Lucius look on her: 
When I did name her brothers, then freſh tears 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey dew, 
Upon a gather'd lilly almoſt wither'd. | 
Mar. Perchance ſhe weeps becauſe they kill'd 
husband. 
Perchance becauſe ſhe knows them innocent. 
Bs 
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Tit. If they Gid kill thy husband, then be joyful, 
Becauſe the law hath ta'en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed, 
Witneſs the ſorrow that their ſiſter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy lips, 
Or make ſome ſigns how I may do thee eaſe : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou and I fit round about ſome fountain, 
Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks, 
How they are ſtam'd like meadows yet not dry 
With miry ſlime left on them by a flood? 
And in the fountain ſhall we gaze ſo long, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 
And made a brine-pit with with our bitter tears ? 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 
Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb ſhows: 
Paſs the remainder of our hateful days ? 
What ſhall we do? let us that have our tongues 
Plot ſome deviſe of further miſery, 
To make us wondred at in time to come. 
Luc. Sweet father ceaſe your tears, for at your grief 

Sce how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. 


Mar. Patience, dear neice, good Titus dry thine eyes. 


Tit. Ah Marcus, Marcus, brother, well I wot 

Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 

For thou, poor-man, haſt drown'd it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark, I underſtand her ſigns, 

Had ſhe a tongue to freak, now would ſhe ſay 

'That to her brother which I faid to thee. 

His napkin with his true tears all bewet, 

Cen do no ſervice on her ſorrowful cheeks. 

Oh what a ſympathy of woe is this! 

As far from help as limbo is from bliſs. 

Enter Aaron. 
Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the Emperor 

Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy ſons,. 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy ſelf, old Titus, 

Or any one ef you chop off your hand, 

And ſend it to the King; he for the ſame 

Will ſend thee hither both thy ſons alive, 

Aud that ſhall be the ranſom for their fault. 
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Tit. Oh gracious Emperor ! oh gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven ſing ſo like a lark, 
That gives ſweet tidings of the ſun's upriſe ? 
With all my heart, Pl ſend the Emperor my hand, 
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off? 
Luc. Stay, father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down ſo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſent ; my hand will ſerve the turn. 
My youth can better ſpare my blood than you, 
And therefore mine ſhall fave my brothers lives. 
Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battel- ax, 
Writing deſtruction on the enemies caſtle ? 
On none of both but are of high deſert : 
My hand hath been but idle, let it ſerve 
To ranſome my two nephews from their death, 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 
Aar. Nay, come agree, whoſe hand ſhall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 
Mar. My hand ſhall go. 
Luc. By heav'n it ſhall not go. 
Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more, ſuch wither'd herbs as theſe 
Are mect ſor plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet father, if I ſhall be thought thy ſon, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 
Mar. And for our father's ſake, and mether's care, 
Now let me- ſhow a brother's love to thee. 
Tit. Agree between you, I will ſpare my hand. 
Luc. Then I'll go fetch an ax. 
Mar. But I will uſe the ax. [Exeunt; 
Tit. Ceme hither, 4aror, I'll deceive them bota ; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. . 
Aar. If that be call'd deceit; I will be honeſt, 
And never while I live deceive men ſo. 
But Iii deceive you in another fort, 


And that you'll ſay ere half an hour paſs. | [Afide.. 


[ He cuts off Titus's hand. 


Enter Lucius and Marcus again. 
Tit. Now ſtay your ſtrife ; what ſhall be, is diſpacht :- 
Good Aaron, give his majeſty my hand: 
Tell him, it is a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers, bid him bury it: > 
More hath it merited ; that let it have. Az 


And yet dear to, becauſe I bought mine own. 
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As for my ſons, ſay, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an eaſie price, 


Aar. I go, Andronicus, and for thy hand 
Wee by and by to have thy ſons with thee : 
Their heads I mean.— Oh, how this villany [ 4fde. 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it. 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace 
Aaron will have his ſoul black like his ſace. [ Exit. 
Tit. O hear !] lift this one hand up to heav'n, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth; 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call : What, wilt thou kneel with me? 


Do then, dear heart, for heav'n ſhall hear our prayers, 


Or with our ſighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 
And ſtain the fun with fogs, as ſometime clouds, 
- When they do hug him in their melting boſoms. 
Mar. Oh brother, ſpeak wit poſlibilities, 
And do not break into theſe two extreams. 
Tit. Is not my ſorrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my paſſions bottomleſs with them. 
Afar. But yet let reaſon govern thy lament. 
Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes. 
When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow 2 
If the winds rage, doth not the ſea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-ſwoln face? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coil? 
Tam the ſea, hark how her ſighs do blow; 
Sbe is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 
Then muſt my ſea be moved with her fight, 
Then. muſt my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflaw'd and drown'd: 
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But lixe a drunkard muſt I vomit them ; 
Then give me leave, for loſers will have leave 
To eaſe their ſtomachs with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a M. efſenger bringing in two heads and a hand. 


Ref. Werthy Audronicus, ill art thou repay'd 
For that good hand thou ſent'ſt the Emperor; 
Here are the heads of thy two noble ſons, 


de. 


That 1 may turn me to each ane of you, 
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And here's thy hand in ſcorn to thee ſent back; 

Thy grief 's their ſport, thy re ſolution mockt : 

That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 

More than remembrance of my father's death. [Exit, 
Mar. Now let hot na cool in Sicily, 


. And be my heart an ever-burning hell ! 


T heſe miſeries are more than may be born 
To weep with them that weep doth eaſe ſome deal, 
But ſorrow flouted at is double death. | 
Luc. Ah that this fight ſhould make ſo deep a wound, 
And yet deteſted life not fhrink thereat ; 
That ever death ſhould let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no mare intereſt but to breathe. 
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kits is comfortleſs, 
As frozen water to a ſtarved ſnake. | 
Tit. When will this fearful ſlumber have an end * 
Mar. Now farewel flattery, die Andronicus, 
Thou doſt not ſlumber, ſee thy two ſans heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other baniſh'd ſon with this dear fight 
Struck pale and bloodleſs, and thy brother I, 
Even like a ſtony image, cold and numb. 
Ah now no more will I controul my griefs, 
Rend off thy filver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmal fight 
The cloſing up of our moſt wretched eyes; 
Now is a time to ſtorm 3 why art thou ſtill ? 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha. 
Mar. Why doft thou laugh? it ſits not with this 
hour. | 
Tit. Why I have not another tear to ſhed ; 
Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemy, 
And would uſurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears; 
Then which way ſhall I find revenge's cave ? 
For theſe two heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me, 
And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 
Till all theſe miſchiefs be return'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come let me {ce what taſk I have to da 
You heavy people circle me about, 
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And ſwear unto my ſoul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made, come, brother, take a head, 
And in this hand the other will I bear; | 
Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ'd in theſe things; 
Bear thou my hand, ſweet wench, between thy teeth; 
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my fight, * 
Thou art an exile, and thou muſt not flay. 
Hie to the Gothe, and raiſe an Army there, 
And if you love me, as I think you do,. 
Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. Exit. 
Manet Lucius. 
Luc. Farewel Audronicus, my noble father, 
The woful'ſt man that ever liv'd in Rome; 
Farewel, proud Rome; till Lucius come again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life; | 
Farewel Lavinia, my noble ſiſter, 
O would thou wert as thou tofore haſt been, 
But now not Lucius nor Lavinia lives, 
But in oblivion and hateful griefs ; 
If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs, 
And make proud Saturninus and his Empreſs 
Beg at the gates like Tarquinand his Queen. 
Now will 1 to the Goths and raiſe a power, 


To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit Lucius. 


Huter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy. 

Tit. So, fo, now ſit, and look you eat no more 
Than will preſerve juſt ſo much ſtrength in us, 
As will revenge theſe bitter wces of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that ſorrow- wreathen knot ? 
I hy-neice and J, poor creatures, want our hands, 
And cannot pafionate our ten- fold grief 
With folded Arms. This poor right hand of mine: 
Is leſt to ty rannize upon my breaſt, 
And when my heart, all mad with miſery, 
Beats in this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Innen thus I thump it down. 
Thou map of wo, that thus doſt talk in ſigns, | 
When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating, 
Thau canſt not ſtrike it thus to make it ſtill; 


Would 
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Wound it with “ ſighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 
Or get ſome little nife between thy teeth, 
And juſt againſt tliy heart make thou a hole, 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall 
May run into the fink, and ſoaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in ſea- ſalt tears. 
Mar. Fie, brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 
Tit. How now ! has ſorrow made thee doat already? 
Why, Marcus, no man ſhould be mad but I 7 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life ? 
Ah, wherefore doſt thou urge the name of hands, — 


To bid neas tel! the tale twice o'er. — 


How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable ? 
O handle not the theam, no talk of hands, 
Leſt we remember ſtill that we have none. 
Fie, fie, how frantickly I ſquare my talk, 
As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands? 
Come, let's fall to, and gentle girl eat this. 
Here is no drink; hark, Marcus, what ſhe ſays, 
J can interpret all her marrtyr'd ſigns, 
She ſays, ſhe drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with her ſorrows meſli'd upon her checks, 
Speechleſs complaint — O I will learn thy thought. 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect | 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers. 
Thou ſhalt not ſigh, nor hold thy ſtumps to heav'n, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor knee!, nor make a ſign, 
But I, of theſe, will wreſban alphabet, 
And by ſtill practice learn to know thy meaning. 
Boy. Good grandſire leave theſe bitter deep laments, 
Make my aunt merry with ſome pleaſing tale. 
Mar. Alas the tender boy, in pation mov'd, 
Doth weep to ſee his grandſire's hea vinels, 
Tit. Peace tender ſapling, thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 
[Marcus frives the diſh with u knife. 
What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 
Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord, a fly. 


# ſinging. 
Tit. 
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Tit. Out on thee, murderer ; thou kill'ſt my heart, 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Titus brother; get thee gone, 
J ſee thou art not for my company. 
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 
Tit. * But? — how if that fly had a father and mo- 
ther ? 
How would he hang his flender gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the air ? 
© Poor harmleſs fly, 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry, | 
© And thou haſt killd him. 
Mar. Pardon me Sir, it was a black ill-favour'd fly, 
Like to the Empreis' Moor, therefore I kill'd him. 
080 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haſt done a charitable deed ; 
Give me thy knife, I will inſult on him, 
Flattering my ſelf, as if it were the Moor 
Come hither purpoſely to poiſbn me. 
There's for thy ſelf, and that's for Tamora : 
Yet ſtill I think we are not brought ſo low, 
But that between. us we can kilFa fly, 
That comes in likeneſs of a cole-black Mor. | 
Mar. Alas poor man, grief has ſo wrought on him, 
He takes fate ſhadows for true ſubſtances. 
Come, take away; Lavinia, go with me, 
Pl to thy cloſet, and go read with thee 
Sad ſtories, chanced in the times of old. | 
Come, boy, and go with me, thy fight is young, 
And thou ſhalt read when mine begins to dazzle. 
| [ Excunt, 


ACT 
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ACT V. 


Enter young Lucius and Lavinia running after him, and the 
* Boy flies from her, with his books under his arm, Euter 
Titus, and Marcus, 


% 


Boy. 


ELP, grandſire, help; my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why. 
Good uncle Marcus, ſee how ſwift ſhe comes: 
Alas, ſweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy aunt. 
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, ſhe did. 
Mar. What means my neice Lavinia by theſe ſigns? 
Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius, ſomewhat doth ſhe mean) 
See, Lucius, ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee: _ 
Some-whither would ſhe have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelis never with more care 
Read to her ſons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tulh's oratory : . 
Can'ſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe plies thee thus ? 
Boy. My lord, I know not I, nor can I gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome fit or frenzy do poſſeſs her: 
For I have heard my grandſire fay full oft, 
Extremity of grief would make men mad, 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through ſorrow ; that made me to fear ; 
Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth, 
Which made me down to throw my books, and flie, 
Cauſeleſs perhaps; but pardon me, ſweet aunt, 
And, madam, if my encle Marcus go, 
I will moſt willingly attend your ladyſhip. 
Mar. Lucius, I will. 4 
Tit. How now, Lavinia ? Marcus, what means this ? 
Some book there is that the defires to ſee. 
Which is it, girl, of theſe ? open them, boy. - 
ut 
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But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd : 

Come and make choice of all my library, 

And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heav'ns 

Reveal the damn d contriver of this deed - 

What book ? 

Why lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus ? 

Mar. I think ſhe means that there was mire than one 

Confederate in the fact. Ay, more there was: 

Or elſe to heav'n ſhe heaves them, for revenge. 

-Tit. Lucius, what.bcok is that ſhe toſſes ſo ? 

Boy. Grandſire, tis Owid"s Metamorphojes, G 

My mother gave it me. 

Mar, For love of her that's gone, 
Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 
Tit. Soft ! ſee how buſily ſhe turns the leaves ! 

Help her: what would ſhe find? Lavinia, ſhall I read? 

This is the tragick tale of Philbmel, 

And treats of Tereus treaſon and his rape; 

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. \ 
Mar. See, brother, ſee, note how the quotes the leaves. 
Ti. Levinke, wert "thou thus ſurpriz'd, fweet girl, 

Raviſh'd and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 

Forc'd in the ruthleſs, vaſt, and gloomy woods ? 

See, ſee ? 

Ay, ſuch a place there is, where we did dans. 

(O had we never never hunted there). 

Pattern'd by that the poet here 3 

By nature made for murders and for ra 
Mar. O why ſhould nature build fo foul a den, 

Unleſs the Gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give ſigns, ſweet girl, for here are none bat | 
friends, 

What Roman lord it was durſt do the deed ; 

Or funk not Saturnine as Targuin erſt, 

That left the camp to fin in Lucrece bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, ſweet neice ; brother, fit down by me,, 

Apollo, Pallas, Fave, or Mercury, | 

Inſpire me, that I may this treaſon find. 

My lord, look here; look here Lavinia. 

[ He aorites his name Sith his flaff, and guides it 
_ ewith his feet and mouth, 
This ſandy plot is plain; guide, if thay can'it, alt 
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This after me, when I have writ my name, 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curſt be that heart that forc'd us to this ſhift ! 
Write thou, good neice, and here diſplay at leaſt, 
What God will have diſcover'd for revenge; 
Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy ſorrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth. 
[She takes the ſtaſt in her mouth, and guides it 
with her ſtumps, and writes. 
Tit. Oh do you read, my lord, what ſhe hath writ f 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. | 
Mar. What, what ! — the luſtful ſons of Tamora, 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed ? 
Tit. Magni Dominator Poll, 
Tam lentus audis ſcelera! tam lentus wides ! 
Mar. Oh calm thee, gentle lord ; although I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth, 
To ſtir a mutiny in the miidelt thoughts, 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me: Lawinia kneel, 
And kneel ſweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope, 
And ſwear with me, as with the woeful peer 
And father of that chaſle diſhonoured dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus ſware for Lycrece rape, 
That we will proſecute (by good advice) 
Mortal revenge upon theſe traiterous Goth: 
And fee their blood, or die with this reproach. 
Tit. Tis ſure enough, if you knew how. 
But if you hurt theſe bear-whelps, then beware, 
The dam will wake, and if ſhe wind you once, 
She's with the lion deeply {till in league; 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her back, 


And when he ſleeps will ſhe do what ſhe liſt 


You're a young huntſman, Marcus, let it alone ; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of braſs, 

Ard with a gad of ſteel will write theſe words, 
And hay it by; the angry northern-wind 

Will blow theſe ſands like Sybil leaves abroad, 
And where's your leſſon then? boy, what fay you! 

Boy. I fay, my lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mother's bed-chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 
For theſe bad bond-men to the yoak, of Rome. 


Mag- 


4 
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Mar. Ay, that's my boy, thy father hath full oft, 
For this ungrateful country, done the like. 
Boy. And, uncle, ſo will I, and if I live. j 
Tit. Come, go with me into my armory. 
Lucius I' fit thee, and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Empreſs ſons 
Preſents that I intend to ſend them both. 
Come, come, thou'lt do my meſſage, wilt thou not ? 
Bey. Ay, with my dagger in their boſom, grandſire. 
Tit. No, boy, net ſo, I'll teach thee another courſe. 
Lavinia, come; Marcus, look to my houſe; 
Lucius and T'll go brave it at the court, 
Ay, marry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on 
[Exeunt. 
Mar. O heav'ns, can you hear a good man groan 
And not relent, or not compaſſion him? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecſtaſie. 
That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart 
Than foe-mens marks upon 1:is batter'd ſhield, 
| Butyet ſo juſt, that he will not revenge. 
Revenge the heav'ns for old Andronicus. [Extt. 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one deor : and at 
another deor young Lucius and another, wvith 4 bundle of 
weapons and verſes write upon them. 
Chz. Demetrius, here's the ſon of Lucius, 
He hath ſome meſſage to deliver us. 
Aar. Ay, ſome mad meſſage from his mad * 
father. 
. Boy. My lords, with all the humbleneſs I may, 
J greet your honours from Andrenicus 
And pray the Roman Gods confound you beth. 
Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what's the news? 
Boy. That you are both decypher'd (that's the news) 
For villians mark'd with rape. May it pleaſe you, 
My grandfire well advis'd hath ſent by me -. 
The goodlieſt weapons of his armory, | 
To gratifie your honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome; for ſo he bad me fay : 
And ſo I do, and with his gifts preſent 
Your lordſhips, that whenever you have need, 
You may bearmed and appointed well. * 
And ſo I leave you both, like bloody villains, [Exit, 
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Dem. What's here, a ſcrole, and written round about ? 
Let's fee. | 
Integer vitæ ſceleriſque purus, non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu. 

Chi. O'tis a verſe in Horace, I know it well : 

I read it in the Grammar long ago. 

Aar. Ay juſt, a verſe in Horace — right, you have it 
Now what a thing it is to be an aſs? 

Here's no ſound jeſt, th' old man hath found their guilt, 
And ſends the weapons wrap'd about with lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick: 
But were our witty Empreſs well a-foot, 

She would applaud Anudronicus conceit: 

But let her reſt in her unreſt a while. 

And now, young lords, was't not a happy ſtar 
Led us to Rome ſtrangers, and more than fo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 

It did me good before the palace-gate 

To brave the Tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſo great a lord 
Baſely infinuate, and ſend us gifts. 

_Aar, Had he not reaſon, lord Demetrius ? 
Did you not uſe his daughter very friendly ? 

Dem. I would we had a thouſand Roman dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our luſt. 

Chi. A charitable with, and full of love. 

Aar. Here lacks but your mother to ſay Amen. 

Chi, And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 

Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains, 

Aar. Pray to the devils, the Gods have given us over. 

[ Flourifh, 

Dem Why do the Emp'ror's trempets flouriſh thus 

Chi, Belike for joy th' Emp'ror * a ſon. 

Dem. Soit, who comes here? | 

Enter Nurſe with a Black-a-moor child. 

Nur, Good-morrow, lords : 

O tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor? 

Aar. Well, more or leſs, or ne'er a whit at all, 
Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now? 

Nurſ. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone. 

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore. 

Har. Why what a caterwailling doit thou keep ?? 

| 5 What 
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What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine arms? 

Nur. O that which { would hide from heaven's eye, 
Our Emprels' ſhame, and ſtately Rome's diſgrace. | 
She is deliver'd, lords, ſhe is deliver'd. 

Aar. To whom ? 

Nur. T mean, ſhe is brought to bed. 

Aar. Well, God give her good reſt. 

What hath he ſent her? 

Nur. A devil. 

Aer. Why then ſhe is the devil's dam: a joyful iſſue, 

Nur. A joyleis, diſmal, black, and ſorrowful iflue, 

Here is the babe, as loathſome as a toad, 
Amongſt the faireſt brecders of your clime. 
The Empreſs ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy ſeal, 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar. Out you whore, is black fo batea hue ? 
Sweet blowſe, you are a beautecus bloſſom ſure. 

Dem. Villian, what haſt thou done ? 

Aar. 'That which thou canſt not undo, 

Chi. Thou haſt undone our mother. 

Dem. And therein, helliſh dog, thou haſt undene — 
Wo to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice, 
Accurs'd the off-ſpring of fo foul a fiend. 

Chi. It ſhall not live. | 

Aar. It ſhall not die. 

Nur. Aaron it muſt, the mother wills it ſo. 

Aar. What, muſt it, nurſe ? then let no man but J 
Do execution on my fleſh and blood, | 

Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point ;. 
Nurſe, give it me, my ſword ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 

Aar. Sooner this ſword ſhall plough thy bowels vp. 
Stay, murtherous villains, will you kill your brother? 
Now by the burning tapers of the sey, 

That ſhone ſo brightly when this boy was got, 

He dies upon my cymitar's ſharp point, 

That touches this my ſirſt-born ſon and heir. 

J tell ycu, younglings, not Enceladus 

With all his threatning band of 7yphoz;'s brood, 

Nor great Alcides nor the God of var, | 

Shall ſeize this prey out of his father's hands; 

What, what, ye ſanguine ſha!low-hearted boys, 

Ye white lime'd walls, ye alehouſe painted ſign+, | 
| Coal- 
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Coal-black is better than another hue, 
In that it ſcorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn the ſwan's black legs to white, 
Although ſhe lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the Empreſs from me, Iam of age 
To keep mine own, excuſe it how ſhe can. 
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtreſs thus? 
Aar. My miſtreſs is my miſtreſs ; this, my ſelf ; 
The vigour and the picture of my youth; 
This, before all the world do I prefer; 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our mother 1s for ever ſham'd. 
Chi. Rome will deſpite her for this foul eſcape. 
Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her death. 
Chi. I bluſh to think upon this ignominy. 
Aar. Why there's the privilege your beauty bears: 
Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enacts and counſels of the heart: | 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer, | 
Look how the black flave ſmiles upon the father ; | 
As who ſhould ay, old lad I am thine own. 
Her is your brother, lords; ſenſibly fed 
Of that ſelf- blood that firſt gave life to you, 
And from that womb where you impriſon'd were, 
He is inſranchiſed and come to light: 
Nay, he's your brother by the ſurer ſide, 
Although my ſeal be ſtamped in his fice. 
Nur, Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto the Empreſs ? 
Dem. Advize thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice : 
Save thou the child, ſo we may be all faſe. 
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all conſult. 
My ſon and I will have the wind of you: 
Keep there: now talk at pieaſure of your ſafety, 
[They fat on the ground. 
Dem. "IM many women ſaw this chiid of his? 
Aar. Why fo, brave lords, when we all join in league, 
I ama lamb; but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioneſs, 
The ocean ſwells not fo as Aaron ſtorms : | 
But ſay again, how many ſaw the child? Nur. 
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Nur. Cornelia, the midwife, and my ſelf, 
And no one elſe, but the deliver'd Empreſs. 


Aar. The Empreſs, the midwife, and your felf-—— 
Two may keep counſel, when the third's away : 
[ He kills her. 


Go to the Empreſs, tell her, this I ſaid 
Week, week; ſo cries a pig prepar'd to th' ſpit. 


Dem. What mean'it thou, Aaron! wherefore didſt thou 


this? 

Aar. O lord, Sir, tis a deed of policy: 
Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours? 
A long-tongu'd babling gofhip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent : 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my country-man, 
His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed, 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 
Ard tell them both the cicumſcance of all, 
And how by this their child fhall be advanc'd, 
And be received for the Emp'ror's heir, 

And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempeſt whirling in the court; 
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own 
Hark ye, lords, ye ſee I have given her phyſick, 
And you muſt needs beſtow her funeral ; 


The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 


This done, ſee that you take no longer days, 
But ſend the midwife preſently to me. | 
The midwife and the nurſe well made away, 
Then let the ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 


Chi. Aaron, I ſee thou wilt not truſt the air with ſecrets. 


Dem. For this care of Tamora, 
Fer ſelf and hers are highly bound to thee. 


Aar. Now to the Goths, as ſwift as ſwallow flies, 


There to diſpoſe this treaſure in my arms, 
And ſecretly to greet the Empreſs' friends. 


Come on, you thick-lip'd ſlave, I bear you hence, 


For it is you that puts us to our ſhifts : 
I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots, 


And feed on curds and whey, and ſuck the gcat, 


And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. 
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Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucins, and other Gen- 


tlemen with bows, and Titus bears the arrows with 
letters on the end of them. : 
Tit. Come, Marcus, come kinſmen, this is the way. 


Sir boy, now let me ſee your archery. 


Look ye, draw home enough, and 'tis there ftraight ; 
Terras Aftrea reliquit—— be you remember'd, Marcus 
She's gone, ſhe's fled Sirs, take you to your tools, 
You, couſins, ſhall go ſound the ocean, | 
And caſt your nets, haply you may find her in the ſea, 
Yet there's as little juſtice as at land 
No Publius and Sempronius ; you muſt do it, 
'Tis you muſt dig with mattock and with ſpade, 
And pierce the inmoſt center of the earth : 
Then when you come to P/uto's region, 
I pray you deliver this petition, | 
Tell him it is for juſtice, and for aid ; 
And that it comes from old Audronicus, 
Shaken with ſorrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah Rome — Well, well, I made thee miſerable, 
What time I threw the people's ſuffrages 
On him, that thus doth tyrannize o'er me, 
Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a manof war unſearch'd, 
This wicked emperor may have ſhip'd her hence, 
And kinſmen, then we may go pipe for juſtice. - 
Mar. Oh Publius, is not this a heavy caſe, 
To fee thy noble Uncle thus diſtract? 
Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night t'attend him carefully: 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget ſome careful remedy. 
Mar. Kinſmen, his forrows are pait remedy. 


Join with the Gothe, and with revengeful war 


Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine, 
Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my maſters, 
by have you met with her ? s 
Pub. No, my good lord, but Plato ſends you word, 
If you will have revenge from hell, you ſhall : 
Marry for juſtice ſhe is ſo employ'd,_ 
He thinks with Jove in —_—_ or ſome where elſe ; 
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So'that perforce you muſt needs ftay a time. 
+ Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays. 
IT Il dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by th' heels. 
Marcus, we are but ſhrubs, no cedars we, 
No big bon'd men, fram'd of th' Cyclops ſize, 
But metal, Marcus, ſteel to th* very back, | 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can bear. 
And ſith there's no juſtice in earth nor hell, 
We will ſollicit heav'n, and move the Gods, 
. To ſend down juſtice for to vireak our wrongs : 
Come to this gear, you're a good archer, Marcus. 
He gives them the arrows, 
Ad Fovem, that's for you———here ad Apollinem 
Ad Martem, that's for my ſelf ; 
Here · boy, to Pallas here to Mercury 
To Saturn and to Celus not to Satur nin 
Vou were as goed to ſhoot agninſt the wind. 
To it, boy, Marcus, looſe when I bid: 
Of my word J have written to effect, 
There's not a God leſt unſollicited. 
Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the court, 
We will afli the emperor in his pride. [They ſhoot, 
Tit. Now, maſters, draw; oh well ſaid, Lucius: 
Good boy in Virgo's lap, give it Pallas. 
Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon ; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 
Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haſt thou done ? 
See, ſee, thou'it ſhot off one of Taurus horns. 
Mar. This was the ſport, my lord, when Publius 
ſhot, | 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries ſuch a knock, 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the court, 
And who ſhould find them but the empreſs villain : 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor he ſhould not chuſe 
But give them to his maſter for a preſent. | 
Tir. Why there it goes. God give your lordſhip joy. 
Enter a clown with a baſket and two pigeons. 
News, news from heav'n; Marcus, the poſt is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ? 


/ 
{ 


Shall I have juſtice, what ſays, Jupiter! 
Cl. Who? the gibbet- maker? he ſays that he 1 
> 7 ta 


TiTus ANDRONICUS. 51 


taken them down again, for the man muſt not be hang'd 
till the next week. 

Tit. Tut, what ſays Jupiter, I aſk thee ? 

Chw. Alas, Sir, I know not Jupiter, 

I never drank with him in all my life, 

Tit. Why villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

Chw. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir, nothing elle. 

Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heav'n ? 

Claw. From heav'n? alas! Sir, I never came there, 
God forbid I ſhould be ſo bold to preſs into heav'n in 
my young days. Why I am going with my pigeons 
to the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl 
betwixt my uncle and one of the emperial's men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve 
for your eration, and let him deliver the pigeans to the 
emperor from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em- 
peror with a grace ? 

Clxw. Nay, truly Sir, I could never ſay grace in all 
my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 

But give your pigeons to the emperor. 

By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. 

Hold, hold — mean while here's money for thy charges, 
Give me a pen and ink. 

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a ſupplication ? 

Chw. Ay, Sir. | 

Tit. Then here is a ſupplication for you : and when 
you come to him, at the firſt approach you mult 
kneel, then kiſs his foot, then deliver up your pige- 
ens, and then look for your reward. Tl be at hand, 
Sir, ſee you do it bravely. 

Chw. I warrant you, Sir, let me aloffe. : 

Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a knife? come, let me ſee it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration, 

For thoa haſt made it like an humble ſupplizzs, 
Ard when: thou haſt given it the Emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he ſays. 

Cl. God be with you, Sir, I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. Publins, follow me. 

{ Excunt. 
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Enter Emperor and Emprefi, and her two fons ; the En- 
peror brings the arrows in his hand that Titus ſhot. 
Sat. Why lords, what wrongs are theſe ? was ever ſeen 

An Emperor of Rome thus over-born, 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for th' extent 

Of equal juſtice, us'd in ſuch contempt ? 

My lords, you know, as do the mightful Gods, 

(However the diſturbers of our peace, 

Buz in the peoples ears) there nought hath paſt, 

But even with law againſt the wilful ſons 

Of old Andronicus. And what and if 

His ſorrows have ſo over-whelm'd his wits, 

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his frenſie, and his bitterneſs ? 

And now he writes to heav'n for his redreſs, 

See, here's to Fove, and this to Mercury, 

This to Apollo, this to the God of war: 

Sweet ferouls to fly about the ſtreets of Rome ; 

What's this but libelling againſt the ſenate, 

And blazoning our. injuſtice ev'ry where ? 

A goodly humour, is it not my lords? 

As who would fay, in Rome no juſtice were. 

But if I live, his feigned ecltaſſes 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : 

But he and his ſhall know, that juſtice lives 

In Saturninus health, whom, if ſhe fleep, 

He'll fo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall . 

Cut off the proud'ſt conſpirator that lives. 

Tem. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 

Lord of my life, commander of my thought, 

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus“ age, 

Th' affects of ſorrow for his valiant ſons, 

Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarr'd his heart; 

And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 

Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt, 

For theſe contempts Why thus it ſhall become 

High-witted Tamora to gloſe withal : 

But Titus I have touch'd thee to the quick, 

Thy life-blood on't: if Aaron now be wile, 

Then is all ſafe, the anchor's in the port. [ Hae. 


Enter 
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Enter Clewn. 

How now, good fellow, would'ſt thou ſpeak with us ? 
Ch. Yea forſooth, an your Miſterſhip be emperial. 
Tam. Empreſs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 
Claw. Tis he: God and St. Stephen give you good- 

e'en, f 
I brought you a letter and a couple ef pigeons here. 
[ He reads the letter, 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him preſently. 
Chw. How much money mult I have? 
Tam. Come, firah, thou mutt be hang'd. 
Chw. Hang'd ! by'r lady, then I have brought up a 
neck to a fair end. : [ Exit. 

Sat. Deſpightful and intolerable wrongs, 

Shall I endure this monſtrous villany ? 

J know from whence this ſame device p 

May this be born? as it his traiterous fons 

That dy'd by law for murther ef our brother, 

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ? 

Go, drag the villain hither bythe hair, 

Nor age nor honour ſhall ſhape privilege. 

For this proud mock Pl be thy ſlaughter- man; 

Sly frantick wretch, that holp'ſt to make me great, 

In hope thy ſelf ſhould govern Rome and me. 

| Enter Nuntius Æmilius. 

Sat. What news with thee, E milius ? 
Emil. Arm, my lords; Rome never had more cauſe; 

The Goths have gather'd head, and with a power 

Of high; reſolved men, bent to the ſpoil, 

They hither march amain, under the conduct 
Of Lucius, ſon to old Andronicus : 

Who threats in courſe of his revenge to do 

As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius General of the Goths ? 

Theſe tidings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with froſt, or graſs beat down with ſtorms, 

Ay, now begin our forrows to approach, 

"Tis he the common people love ſo much, 

My ſelf hath often heard them fay, - 

(When I have walked like a private man) 

That Lucius baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wifh'd that Dgcius were their Emperor. 
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Tam. Why ſhould you fear? is not our city ſtrong ? 
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius, 
And will reyolt from me, to fuccour him. 
Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name. 
Is the ſun dim'd, that gnats do fly in it? | 
The Eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, 
And 1s not careful what they mean thereby, 
Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings, 
He can at pleaſure ſtint their melody ; 
E'en ſo may'ſt thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheerthy ſpirit, for know, thou Emperor, 
J will enchant the old 4ndronicus, 
With words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous 
Than baits to fiſh, or honey-ſtalks to ſheep, 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted with delicious food. 
Sat. But he will not intreat his ſon for us. 
Jam. If Tamora intreat him, then he will: 
For I can ſmooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promiſes, that were his heart 
Almoſt impregnable, his oid ears deaf, 
Yet ſhould both ear and heart obey my tongue. - 
Go thou before as our embaſſador, [7 Emilius. 
Say, that the Emperor requeſts a parley | | 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 
Sat. Ænilius, do this meſſage honourably ; 
And if he ſtand on hoſtage for his ſafety, 
Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 
mil. Your bidding ſhall I do effectually. [Exit. 
Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicas, 
And temper him with all the art I have, 
'Fo*'pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, ſweet Emperer, be blith again, 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 
Sat. Then go ſucceſsfully and plead to him, 
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Ae > 
Enter Lucius with Goths, with drum and foldiers. 


Lucivs. | 
Pproved warriors, and my faithful friends, 


I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which ſignify what hate they bear their Emp'ror, 
And how deſirous of our ſight they are. f 
Therefore, great lords, be as your titles witneſs, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
Let him make treble ſatisfaction. 

Goth. Brave ſlip, ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
(Whoſe name was once our terror, now our comfort, ) 
Whoſe high exploits and honourable deeds 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 

Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou lead'ſt : 
Like ſtinging bees in hotteſt ſummer's day, 
Led by their maſter to the flower'd fields, 
And be aveng'd on curſed Tamora. 

Omn. And as he faith, fo ſay we all with him. 

Luc. I humbly thank you, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here led by a luſty Goth? 


Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his child in his arms. 


Goth. Ronowned Lucius, from our troops J ſtraid 
To gaze upon a ruinous monaſtry, 
And as I earneſtly did fix mine eye 
Upon the waſted building, ſuddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall ; 
I made unto the noiſe, when ſoon I heard 
The crying babe controul'd with this diſcourſe : * 
Peace, tawny ſlave, half me and half thy dam, 
Did not thy hue bewray whoſe brat thou art ? 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look ? 
Villain, thou might' have been an Emperor: 
But where the bull and cow are both milk-white, 
They never do beget a cole-black calf ; 
Peace, villain, peace, (even thus he rates the babe) 
For I muſt bear thee to a truſty Goth, 
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Who when he knows thou art the Empreſs' babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's ſake. 
With this my weapon drawn, I ruſh'd apon him, 
Surpriz'd him ſuddenly, and brought him hither, 
To uſe as you think needful of the man. 

Luc. O worthy Goth, this is th' incarnate devil 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand; 


This is the pearl that pleas'd your Empreſs' eye, 


And here's the baſe fruit of his burning luſt. 
Say, wall-ey'd Slave, whither would'ſt thou conv 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face? 


* 


Why doſt not ſpeak ? what deaf? no! not a word ? 


A halter ! ſoldiers, hang him on this tree, 
And by his fide his fruit of baſtardy. 
Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. 'Too like the fire for ever being good. 
Firſt hang the child, that he may ſee it ſprawl, 
A ſight to vex the father's ſoul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 
Aar. Lucius, ſave the child, 
And bear it from me to the Empereſs; 
If thou do this, I'll ſhew thee wondrous things 
That highly may advantage thee to hear; 
If thou wilt not, befal what may befal, 
TIl ſpeak no more; but vengeance rot you all. 


Luc, Say on, and if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeak'ſt, 


"Thy child ſhall live, and I will ſee it nouriſh'd. 


Aar. And if it pleaſe thee ? why aſſure thee, Lucius, 


Twill vex thy ſoul to hear what I ſhall ſpeak : 
For I muſt talk of murthers, rapes and maſſacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of miſchief, treaſon, villainies, 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteouſly perform'd: 

And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Unleſs thou ſwear to me my child ſhall live. 


Luc. Tell on thy mind, I fay thy child ſhall live. 


Aar. Swear that he ſhall, and then J will begin. 


Luc. Who ſhould I ſwear by? thou believ'ſt no God, 


Tat granted, how can'ſt thou believe an oath ? 
Aar. What if I do not? as indeed I do not, 
Yet for I know thou art religious, | 


And haſt a thing within thee called conſcience, 


With 
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With twenty popiſh tricks and ceremonies N 
Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve : 
Therefore I urge thy oath, for that I know 
An idiot holds fs bauble for a God, 
And keeps the oath, which by that God he ſwears, | 
To that I'll urge him ;—— therefore thou ſhalt vow | 
By that ſame God, what God ſoe er it be 
That thou ador'ſt and haſt in reverence, 
To fave my boy, nouriſh and bring him up, 
Or elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. | | 
Luc. Even by my God 7 {wear to thee, I will. 
Aar. Firſt know thou, I begot him on the Empreſs. 
Luc. O moſt inſatiate luxurious woman! 
Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou ſhalt hear of me anon. 
"Twas her two ſons that murder'd Baſfanus, 
They cut thy ſiſter's tongue, and raviſh'd her, 
And cut her hands, and trimm'd her as thou ſaw'ſt, 
Luc. Oh deteſtable villain ! call'ſt thou that trimraing ? 
Aar. Why ſhewas waſh'd, and cut, and trimm'd ; 
And 'twas trim ſport for them that had the doing of't. 
Luc. Oh barb'rous beaſtly villains like thy ſelf ! 
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inſtruct them: 
That codding ſpirit had they from their mother, 
As {urea card as ever won the ſet ; 
That bloody mind I think they learn'd of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head ; 
Well, let my deeds be witneſs of my worth. 
I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
Where the dead corps of Baſſianus lay: 
I wrote the letter that thy father found, 
And hid the gold within the letter mention'd, 
Confed' rate with the Queen and her two ſons. 
And what not done that thou haſt Eauſe to rae, 
Wherein I had no ſtroke of miſchief in't? 
J plaid the cheater for thy father's hand, 
And when I had it, drew my ſelf apart, 
And almoſt broke my heart with extream laughter. 


I pry'd me through the crevice of a wal), 


When for his hand he had his two ſens heads, | 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd ſo heartily 


That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
C 5 | And 
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And ales. I told the Empreſs of this ſport, 
She ſwooned almoſt at my pleaſing tale, 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kiſſes. 
Goth. What, can'it thou ſay all this, and never bluſh ? 
Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the laying is. 
Luc. Art thou not ſorry "or theſe $A deeds ? 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 
Fen now I curſe the day (and yet I think 
Few come within the compaſs of my curſe) 
Wherein I did not ſome notorious ill, 
As kill a man, or elfe deviſe his death, 
Raviſh a maid, or plot the way to do it, 
Accuſe fome innocent, and forſwear my ſelf, 
Set deadly enmity between two friends, 
, Make poor mens cattle break their necks, 
Set fire on barns, and hay-ſtacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears : 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And ſet them upright at their dear friend's doors, 
E'en when their ſorrow almoſt was forgot, 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
Let not your ſorrow die, though I am dead. 
Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a fly; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. 
Luc. Bring down the devil, for he muſt not die 
So ſweet a death, as hanging preſently. 
Aar. If there be devils, would I were a devil, 
To live and burn in everlailing fire, 
So I might have your company in hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue. 
Luc. Sirs, ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeak no more. 
Enter Emilius. 
Goth. My lord, there is a meſſenger from Rome 
Deſires to be admitted to your preſence. 
Luc. Let him come near. 
Welcome, /Emilus, what's the news from Rome? 
Emil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me; : 
Tg And, 
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And, for he underſtands you are in arms, 
He craves a parley at your father's houſe, 
Willing you to demand your hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately deliver'd. 
Goth, What ſays our General? 
Luc. A milius, let the Emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 
And we will come: march away. [Exeunt.. 


Enter Tamora, Chiron and Demetrius, diſeuts'd. 


Tom. Thus in theſe ſtrange and fad habiliments 
T will encounter with Ardronicus, 

And ſay, I am Revenge ſent from below, 

'To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs: 

Knock at the ſtudy, where they ſay he keeps, 

To ruminate ſtrange plots of dire revenge; | 

Tell him revenge is come to join with him, | 

And work confuſion on his enemies. 

[They knock, and Titus affears above. 

Tit. Who doth moleſt my contemplation ? 

Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 

That fo my fad decrees may fly away, . 

And all my ſtudy be to no eſſect? 

You are deceiv'd, for what I mean to do, 

See here bloody in lines I have ſet down ; | 

And what is written, ſhall be executed. . 
Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
Tit. No nota word: how can I grace my talk, 

Wanting a land to give it that acccrd ? f 

Thou haſt the odds of me, therefore no more. p 
Tam. If thou did'it know me, thou wouldſt tall: with me: 
77t. Fam not mad, I know thee well enough; 

Witneſs this wretched ſtump, 

Vitnes the crimſon lincs, 

Witneſs theſe trenches, made by grief and care, 

Witneſs the tyring day and heavy night; 

Witneſs all ſorrow, that I know thee well 

For our proud Empreſs, mighty Tamora : 

Is not thy coming for my other hand 2: 


O bweet revenge, now da I come to thee, 
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| Tam. Know thou, ſad man, I am not Tamora 3 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend ; 
I am revenge, ſent from th” infernal kingdom, 
'To eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's light; 
Confer with me of murder and of death ; + 
There's not a hollow cave, or lurking place, 
No vaſt obſcurity or miſty vale, 
Where bloody murther or deteſted rape 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out, 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake. 
Tit Art thou revenge? and art thou ſent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies? 
Tam. I am; therefore come down and welcome me. 
Tit. Do me ſome ſervice, ere I came to thee : 
Lo by thy ſide where rape and murder ſtands ; 
Now give ſome ſurance that thou art revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels, 
And then 1'1l come and be thy waggoner, 
And whirl along with thee about the globes : 
Provide two proper palfries black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon ſwiſt away, 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves. 
And when thy car is loaden with their heads, | 
J will diſmount, and by thy waggon wheel | 
Trot like a ſervile foot-man all day long 
Even from Hyperion's riſing in the eaſt, 
Until his very downfil in the ſea. 
And day by day I'll do this heavy task, 
So thou deſtroy rapine and murder there. 
Tam. Theſe are my miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy miniſters? what are they call'd ? 
Tam. Rapine and murder; therefore called ſo, 
*Cauſe they take vengeance on ſuch kind of men. | 
Ti. Good lord, how like the Empreſs' ſons they are, 
And you the Empreſs ! but we worldly men 
Have miſerable mad miſtaking eyes: 


— — — — — ͤ — 


And 
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And if one arm's embracement will content thee, 
I will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit Titus from above, 

Tam. This cloſing with him fits his lanacy. 

Whate'er I forge to feed his brain-fick fits, 

Do you uphold, and maintain in your ſpeech, 

For now he firmly takes me for revenge ; 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 

Pl make him ſend for Lucius, his ſon : 

And whilſt I at banquet hold him ſure, 

III find ſome cunning practice out of hand. 

To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Goths, 

Or at the leaſt make them his enemies : 

See here he comes, and I muſt play my theam. 

| Enter Titus. ; 

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful houſe ; 

Rapine and murder, you are welcome too : 

How like the Empreſs and her fons you are ! 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor ; 

Could not all hell afford you ſuch a devil ? 

For well I wot, the Empreſs never wags, 

But in her company there is a Moor; | 

And would you repreſent our Queen aright, 

It were convenient you had ſuch a devil: 

But welcome, as you are: what ſhall we do? 
Tam. What wouldit thou have us do, Andronicus ? 
Dem. Shew me a murderer, [I'll deal with him. 
Chi. Shew me avillain that has done a rape, 

And I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. 

Tum. Shew me a thouſand that have done thee wrong, 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 
And when thou find'it a man that's like thy ſelf, 
Good murder ſtab him, he's a murderer. 

Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 

To find another that is like to thee, 

Good rapine ſtab kim, he is a raviſher. 

Gs thou with them, and in the Emperor's court 

There is a Queen attended by a Maar; | 

Well may'ſt thou know her by thy own proportion, 

For up and down the doth reſemble thee ; 

I pray thee do on them ſome violent death 3 They | 
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They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tam. Well haſt thou leſſon'd us; this ſhall we doi 

But would it pleaſe thee, good Andronicus, 

To ſend for Lucius thy thrice-valiant fon, 

Who leads tow'rds Rome a band of warlike Goths,. 

And bid him come and banquet at thy houſe, 

When he is here, even at thy ſolemn feaſt, 

T will bring in the Empreſs and her ſons, 

The Emperor himſelf, and all thy foes ; 

| And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop and kneel, 

And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry heart : 

What ſays Andronicus to this device? 

Enter Marcus. 
Tit. Marcus my brother, *tis fad Titus calls: 

Go gentle Marcus to thy nephew Lucius; | 

| Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Goths :- 

| Bid him repair to me; and bring with him 

| Some of the chiefeſt princes of the Goths ; 

Bid him encamp his Soldiers where they are; 

Tell him the Emperor and the Empreſs too 

Feait at my houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them ; 

This do thou for my love, and ſo let him, | 

As ke regards his aged father's life. 
Mar. This. will 1 do, and ſoon return again. [Exits 
Tam. Now will J hence about thy buſineſs, 

And take my miniſters along with me. 
Tit. Nay, nay, let rape and murder ſtay with me, 

Or elſe PII call my brother back again, 

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Zam. What ſay you, boys, will you abide with him, 

W kiles I go tell my lord, the Emperor, 

How I have govern'd our determin'd jeſt ? 

Yield.to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 

And tarry with him 'till Icome again. 

7:t. I know them all, tho” they ſuppoſe me mad, 

And will o'er-reach them in their own devices: 

A pair of curſed hell-hounds and their dam. [ Z/rae.. 
Dem. Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us here, 
Tam. Farwel, Andronicus, revenge now goes | 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tamora, 
Tit. L know thou Coft, and {weet revenge farewel. 


Chi. Tell us, old man, how ſnall we be employ'd ? 


| 
| 


Fits 
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Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. 
Publius, come hither, Caius and Valentine. 
Enter Publius and Servants. 
Pb. What is your will ? 
Tit. Know ye theſe two ? 
Pub. The Empreſs” fon 
J take them, Chiron, Demetrius. 
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie, thou art too much deceiv'd, 
The one is murder, rape is th' other's name; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 
Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them; 
Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 
And now ] find it, therefore bind them ſure. [Ex:t Titus. 
Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Empreſs' ſons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded 
Stop cloſe their mouths ;- let them not ſpeak a word. 
Is he ſure bound ? look that ye bind them faff. 


Enter Titus Andronicus with a Knife, and Lavinia with. 
a Baſon. 


Tit. Come, come, Lavinia, look, thy foes are bound; 
Sirs, ſtop their mouths, let them not ſpeak to me, 
But let them hear what fearful words 1 utter. 
Oh viliains, Chiron and Demetrius 
Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have ſtain'd with mud, 
This goodly ſummer with your winter mixt: 
You kill'd her husband, and for that vile fault 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death. 
My hand cut off; and made a merry jeſt, 
Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that more dear- 
Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleſs chaſtity, 
Inhuman trazitors, you conſtrain'd and forc'd. 
What would you fay if I could let you ſpeak ? 
Villains? -—- for ſhame you could not beg for grace, 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats, | | 
Whilſt that Lavinia twixt her ſtumps doth hold 
The baſon that receives your guilty blood. 
You know your mother means to feaſt with me, 
And calls her ſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad —— 
Fark, villains, I will grind your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it T'il make a paſte, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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And of the paſte a coffin will I rear, 
And make two paſties of your ſhameful heads, 
And bid that ſtrumpet, your unhallow'd dam, 
Like to the earth, ſwallow her own increaſe. . 
This is the feaſt that I have bid her to, 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on; 
For worſe than Philomel you us'd my daughter, 
And worſe than Progne I will be reveng'd. 
And'now prepare your throats, Lavinia, come, 
Receive the blood ; and when that they are dead 
Let me go grind their bones to powder ſmall, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it ; 
And in that paſte let their vile heads be bak'd, 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet, which I wiſh might prove 
More ſtern and bloody than the Centaurs ſeaſt. 
| [He cuts their throats. 
So, now bring them in, for I'Il play the cook, 


And ſee them ready gainſt the mother comes. [Exeunt. 


Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths with Aaron Priſoner. 
Luc. Uncle Marcus, ſince 'tis my father's mind 


That I repair to Rome, I am content. 


Goth. And ours with thine, befal what fortune will. 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Mor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accurſed devil, 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the Emp'ror's face, 
For teſtimony of theſe foul proceedings ; 
And ſee the ambuſh of our friends be ſtrong, 
I fear the Emperor means no good to us. 
Aar. Some devil whiſper curſes in my ear, 


And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 


The venomous malice of my iwelling heart. 
Luc. Away, inhuman dog, unhallow'd ſlave, 
BY [Exeunt Goths with Aaron. 


Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. [Fhouriſh, 


The trumpets ſhew/ the Emperor is at hand. 
Sound trumpets. Enter Emperor and Empreſs, with Tribunes 
and others. | 
Sat. What, hath the firmament more ſuns than one ? 
Luc. What bcots it thee to call thy ſelf a ſun ? 
Mar. Rome? Emperor, and nephew, kreak the 1 * ; 
| Theſe 
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Theſe quarrels muſt be quietly debated ; 

The feaſt is ready, which the careful 7:tus 

Hath ordain'd to an honourable end, | 

For peace, for love, fer league, and to Rome: 

Pleaſe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 
Sat. Marcus, we will. [ Hautboys, 


A Table bronght in. Enter Titus like a Cook, placing the 
meat on the Table, and Lavinia with a weil over 


| her face. 
Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord, welcome dread 


Queen, 


Welcome, ye warlike Goths, welcome Lucius, 
And welcome all ; although the cheer be poor, 
"Twill fill your ſtomachs, pleaſe you eat of it. 
Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus ? 
Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 
To entertain your highneſs, and your empreſs. 
Tam. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 
Tit. And if your highneſs knew my heart, you were, 
My lord the Emperor, reſolve me this ; 
Was it well done of raſh Virginius, ” 
To ſlay his daughter with his own right-hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforced, ſtain'd, and deflour'd ? 
Sat. It was, Andronicas, 
Tit, Your reaſon, mighty lord ? 
Sat. Becauſe the girl ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his ſorrows. 
Tit. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual, 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 
For me, moſt wretched, to perform the like: 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 
And with thy ſhame thy father's ſorrow die. 
[He kill; Ber. 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
Tit. Kill'd her for whom my tears have made me blind, 
I am as woful as Virginius was, 
And have a thouſand times more cauſe than he 
To do this outrage. And it is now done. 
Sat. What, was ſhe raviſh'd ? tell, who did the deed ? 
* pleaſe you eat, will't pleaſe your highneſs 
? R 


Tam. 


| 
f 
| 
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Tam. Why haſt thou ſlain thine only daughter thus“ 
Tit. Not I, 'twas Chiron and Demetrius. 
They raviſh'd her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, *twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go fetch them hither to us preſently. 
Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that pye, 
Whereof their maſter daintily hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhe herſelf hath bred. | 
*Tis true, tis true, witneſs my knife's ſharp point. 
| [He ſtabs the Empreſs. 
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accurſed deed. 
[He ſtabs Titus. 
Luc. Can the ſon's eye behold his father bleed. 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
[Lucius fabs the Emperor. 
Mar. You ſad-fac'd men, people and ſons of Rome, 
By uprore ſever'd, like a flight of fowl, 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempeſtuous guſts, 
Oh let me teach you how to Knit again 
This ſcatter'd corn into one mutual ſheaf, 
Theſe broken limbs again into one body. 
Goth. Let Rome herſelf be bane unto her ſelf, 
And ſhe whom mighty kingdoms curtſie to, 
Like a forlorn and deſperate caſt-away, 3 
Do ſhameful execution on her ſelf. 
Mar, But if my froſty ſigns and chaps of age,. 
Grave witneſſes of true experience, : 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, 
Speak, Rome's dear friend; as erſt our anceſtor, 
[To Lucius. 


ce lay 


. „enn ee 


When with his ſolemn tongue he did diſcourſe 
To love. ſick Hiabs fad attending ear, 

The ſtory of that baleful burning night, 
When ſubtile Greeks ſurpriz d King Priam's Troy : 
Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears, 

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 

That gives our Try, our Rome, the civil wound. 
My heart is not compact of flint nor ſteel; 

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 

And break my very vtt'rance ; even in the time 
When it ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 


Lending: 
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Lending your kind commiſeration. 
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale, 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him ſpeak. 
Luc. Then noble auditory, be it known to you, 
That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our Emperor's brother; 
And they it were that raviſh'd our ſiſter ; 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 
Our father's tears deſpis'd, and baſely cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out, 
And ſent her enemies into the grave. 
Laſtly, my felf unkindly baniſhed, 
The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies, 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 
And op'd their arms Yembrace me as a friend: 
And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have preſerv'd her welfare in my blood, 
And from her boſom took the enemy's point, 
Sheathing the ſteel in my advenc'rous body. - 
Alas, you know I am no vaunter, I; 
My ſcars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 
That my report is juſt, and full of truth. 
But ſoft, methinks I do digreſs too much, 
Citing my worthleſs praiſe : oh pardan me, 
Foft when no friends are by, men praiſe themſelves, 
Mar. Now is my tongue to ſpeak : behold this child 
Of this was > Ani Sn + _ 5 
The iſſue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief archite and plotter of theſe woes ; 
The villian is alive in Titus“ houſe, 
And as he is, to witneſs this is true. 
Now judge what cauſe had Titus to revenge 
Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you Roman: ? 
Have we done ought amiſs ? ſhew us wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Audronicus, 
We'll hand in hand all head-long caſt us down, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat out our brains, 
And make a mutual cloſure of our houle ; 


Speak | 
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S „Roman, ſpeak, and if you ſay you ſhall, 
15 b Krenn fall.” | 0 
Eu. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, | f 
And bring our Emperor gently in thy hand, , 
Lucius our Emperor: for well I know, 
The common voice do cry it ſhall be ſo. | 
Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal Emperor ; | 
Go, go into old 7:its ſorrowful houſe, | 
And hither hale that mifbelieving Meor, 
To be adjudg'd ſome direful ſlaughtering death, 
As puniſhment for his moſt wicked life, 
Lucius all hail, Rome's gracious governor. 
Luc. Thanks gentle Romans may I govern fo, 
To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe. 
But, gentle, give me aim a while, | 
For nature puts me to a heavy task : 
Stand all aloof; but uncle draw you near, 
To ſhed obſequious tears upon this trunk : 
Oh take this warm kiſs on thy pale cold lips, 
Theſe ſorrowful drops upon thy blood-ſtain'd face; 
The laſt true duties of thy noble ſon. 
Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips: 
O were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them. 
Luc. Gome hither boy, come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in ſhowers ; thy grandſire lov'd thee well; 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee; 
Sung thee aſleep, his loving breaſt thy pillow : 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meet and agreeing with thy infancy £ 
Inthat reſpe& then, like a loving child, 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender ſpring, 
Becauſe kind nature doth require it ſo; 
Friends ſhould aſſociate friends, in grief and woe: 
Bid him farewel, commit him to the grave, 
Do him that kindneſs, ___ leave _ him. . 
Boy. O grandſire, grandſire ! ev'n with all my 
Would I 4 dead, fo you did live again Mrs 
O lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping —- 
My tears will choak me, if I ope my mouth. 


Enter 
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Enter Romans with Aaron. 

Rom. You ſad Andronici, have done with woes, 
Give ſentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 

Luc. Set him breaſt-deep in earth, and famiſh him: 
There let him ſtand, and rave and cry for food : 
If any one relieves or pities him. 
For the offence he dies: this is our doom. 
-Some ſtay to ſee him faſtned in the earth. 

Aar. O why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb ; 
Jam no baby, I, that with baſe prayers 
I ſhould repent the evil I have done: 
Ten thouſand worſe than ever yet I did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my will : 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very ſoul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emp'ror hence, 
And give him burial in his father's grave. 
My father and Lavinia ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in eur houſhold's monument: 
As for that heinous tygreſs Tamora, 
No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournful bell ſhall ring her burial ; | 
But throw her forth to beaſts and birds of prey : 
Her life was beaſt-like, and devoid of pity, 
And being ſo, ſhall have like want of pity. 
See juſtice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor, 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning; 
Then afterwards, we'll order well the ſtate, 
That like events may ne'er it ruinate. [Exeunt omnes. 
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| HEREAS R. . Walker, and 
| his Accomplices have printed 
and publiſhed ſeveral of Shake- 
ſpear's Plays, and, to ſcreen their innumera- 
ble Errors, advertize, that they are printed 
as they are acted ; and induſtriouſly report; 
that the ſaid Plays are printed from Copies 
made uſe of at the Theatres, I therefore 
declare, in Juſtice to the Proprietors, whoſe 
Right is baſely invaded, as well as in De- 
fence of my ſelf, that no Perſon ever had, 
directly, or indirectly, from me any ſuch 
Copy or Copies; neither would I be acceſſa- 
, on any Account, to the impoſing on 
the Publick ſuch uſclek, pirated and maim- 
ed Editions, as are publiſhed by the ſaid 
R. Walker. 
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